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A  BEAUTIFUL  LITTLE  MICROSCOPE. 
Magnifying  small  objects  500  times,  will  be  mailed  to  any  address,  on  the  receipt  of  25  cents,  in  silver,  and  I  red  Stamp      Five  of  different 
powers,  free  of  postage.     $1.    Address,  F.  BO  WEN,  Lock  Box,  114,' Boston,  Mass. 


THE  AGENT  OF  VANITY  FAIR  IN  LONDON,  ENGLAND,  is  JOHN  ADAMS  KNIGHT,  Publisher  of  the  "London  American,"  No.  100 
Fleet  street.    The  trade  will  be  supplied  and  subscriptions  received  at  his  office.    Single  copies  also  for  sale. 


BLIND    M^lIST'S    BUFF- 

As    PLAYED    BY    JOTIN   BULL   WITT!    THE    "  AUTHORITIES   ON    INTERNATIONAL   LAW." 


Entered  according  to  Act  of  Congress  in  the  year  18H1 ,  by  Louis  H.  Stki-hkns,  in  the  Clerk's  Offloe  of  the  District  Court  of  the  United  States,  for  the  Southern  District  o'  New-York. 


^^LlSTITY    FAIR. 


Artemus    "Ward 

Will  repeat  his  celebrated  humorous  Lecture 

"THE  CHILDREN  IN  THE   WOOD," 

Before  the  New-York  Mercan  tile  Librar 
Atsociation,  at  Clinton  Hall,  on  THURS- 
EAY,  January  2d,  1802. 

Single  Tickets  20  Cent*.     Tickets  admit- 
ting a  Lady  and  Gentleman,  75  cents. 

FOR  SALE  AT  THIS  OFFICE. 


IiriOTHY    TIT- 
comb's  NEW  WORK. 

JDST    PUBLISHED 


C.  SCRIBNER,  124  Grand  Street, 
New  York. 

A  companion  volume  to  LETTERS  TO 
YOUNG  PEOPLE  and  GOLD  FOIL.  1 
vol.,  12mo.,  350  pages,  $1.     Gilt  edges  $1.50. 

The  "  Lessons"  are  twenty-four  in  num- 
ber, and  they  are  not  only  "  lessons  in  life," 
but  from  life.  The  topics  discussed  are 
those  which  are  of  interest  to  every  thought- 
ful man  and  woman,  and  they  are  treated 
freshly,  clearly  and  forcibly,  with  abundant 
ingenuity  of  argument  and  aptness  of  illus- 
tration. The  publisher  is  convinced  that 
the  book  will  prove  to  be  even  more  popular 
than  its  predecessors,  to  which  it  is  regarded 
a  companion  volume. 


NOW   READY, 

NEW       EDITIONS      OF 

TITCOMB'S    "WORKS. 

2Cth  Edition   "Letters  to  Young  People." 

1  vol.,  12mo.,  $1. 
15th  Edition  "Gold  Foil."  1  vol.,  I2mo.,  $1. 
15thEdition  "Bitter Sweet."     1vol.,  12mo., 

75  cents. 
15th  Edition   "  Miss   Gilbert's   Career."     1 

vol.,  12mo.,  $1.25. 
Copies  sent  by  mail,  post  paid  on  receipt 
of  price. 


Volunteers,  Atten- 
tion. 

For  the  derangements  of  the  system,  inci- 
dental to  the  change  ofDiets,  Wounds,  Erup- 
tions, anp  exposures,  which  every  Volun- 
teer is  liable  to.  There  are  no  remedies  so 
safe,  convenient  and  reliable  as  HOLLO- 
WAY'S  PILLS  AND  OINTENT,  25  cts. 
per  box.  209 
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BROWNLOW. 


Parson 


Carte  de  Visite  Photographic  PORTRAIT  of 

PARSON    BROWNLOW 

Brownlow's  heroic  DAUGHTER,  who 
defended  the  Stars  and  Stripes,  revolver  in 
hand,  for  sale  by 

E.  ANTHONY, 
Manufacturer  of  Photographic  Albums, 
No.  501  Broadway,  New  York. 

Price  25  cents  each  ;  free  by  mail.  Remit- 
tances may  be  made  in  postage  stamps. 
Also,  Portraits  of  800  other  eminent  Ameri- 
cans.    Catalogues  sent  on  receipt  of  stamp. 


IMPORTANT! 

All  articles  for  soldiers  should 
be  sent  by 

HARNDEN'S  EXPRESS,  74  Broadway 
As    they   charge    ONLY   HALF 
RATES.     They  send   to    Port   Royal, 
Baltimore,    <v  mhinuron.  Fortress  Mon- 
roe,    Hatteras    Inlet,     Sandy 
Hook  and  all  other  places  daily 
at  12:30,  1:30,  and  4:45  P.  M. 


QTAGKHOVSE'S 

^J  OLEATE  OF  ROSES. 

A  most  superior  and  efficacious  remedy  for 
the  prevention  and  cure  of  chapped  lips  and 
hands,  and  all  inflamed  and  irritated  surfaces. 
Ladies  will  find  by  its  use  that  it  will  keep 
their  lips  and  hands  as  soft  as  velvet.  It 
heals  like  magic— say  those  who  have  used 
it.     Prepared  only  by 

DAVID  L.'  STACKHODSE, 
Chemist  and  Druggist, 

Handel  and  Haydn  Hall, 
Hth  and  Green  sts.,  PH1LADELPHI  A 


Skates  25  cents  to  25  dollars.  Everything  in  the 
skating  line,  (except  ponds)  to  suit  all  ages,  sexes, 
tastes  and  purses.  CONOVER  &  WALKER,  474 
Broadway,  N.  Y.  Out  of  town  orders  attended  to 
carefully  and  promptly. 


Editors    throughout    the    Country 

Who  have  received  this  paper  for  ONE  YEAR,  will  please  insert  the  following— NOTICE  AND 
TERMS— THREE  TIMES  in  their  advertising  columns,  and  send  marked  copies  of  the  papers  con- 
taining the  same  to  this  office.  The  paper  will  not  be  sent  to  such  as  do  not  comply  with  our  terms, 
as  our  exchange  list  is  an  unusuahy  large  one. 


Notice  to  Subscribers. 


WE    OFFER   AS   A    PREMIUM    TO 

EVERY  THREE  DOLLAR  SUBSCRIBER    TO   VANITY   FAIR, 

A    COPY   OF  THE 

-A.R.TETVHJS      ^W-A.I£I>      LETTERS, 

To  be  shortly  publlished.Un  book  form,  by  RUDD  &  CARLETON,  of  this  city.     Price,  $1  00. 
We  will  send  any  other  ONE  DOLLAR  Publication  which  may  be  preferred. 
We  do  not  prepay  the  paper  to  Premium  Subscribers,  but  the 

BOOK   WILL   BE   SENT   POSTAGE  FREE. 


TERMS     OE    SUBSCRIPTION. 

One  Copy  one  year Postage  unpaid $2  50 

"  "        and  "  Artemus  Ward  Letters, "        unpaid, 3  00 

<•  <<         "  paid 3  00 

Two  Copies  one  year  (to  one  address) "  paid 6  00 

Five  Copies  one  year  (to  one  address) "        unpaid 10  00 

One  Copy  one  year  and  Worcester's  Ills'd  Q'rto  Dictionary       "        unpaid 6  00 

Three  Copies  one  year  and  Worcester's  Ills'd  Quarto  Dictionary, 9  00 

BOUND    VOLUMES. 

Three  Volumes  and  copy  of  paper  one  year,  books  prepaid  only 7  00 

Single  Volume Postage  paid $2  00 

Four  Volumes  and  Copy  of  Paper,  one  year,  books  prepaid  only, 8  0Q 

Three  Volumes        "  "  "  (to  California)  books  prepaid  only 8  00 

Four  Volumes  "  "  "  "  "  "  9  00 

Remittances  must  be  made  in  Gold,  New  York  or  Eastern  Currency,  or  other  Currency  at  New 
York  par.     Seal  all  letters  securely,  and  address  plainly  to 

LOUIS  H.  STEPHENS,  Publisher  for  Proprietors, 
No   100  Nassau 


OUR    GREAT    PMUffllUffl, 

To  any  one  sending  us  $9.00  for  three  subscriptions  to  Vanity  Fair  for  one  year  (or  one  subscrip- 
tion for  three  years)  we  will  present  a  splendid  copy  of 

WORCESTER'S  ILLUSTRATED  QUARTO  DICTIONARY, 

which  is  published  at  $7  50, 

Read  the  following  notices  of  the  work  : 

From  the  "Daily  Picayune,"  New  Orleans. 

"  In  fine,  we  cannot  but  consider  Worcester's  new  book  as  in  itself  the  '  pure  well  of  English  unde- 
filed, '  while  the  streams  that  have  for  ages  been  flowing  into  it  so  copiously,  to  enrich  it  and  to  receive 
from  it  richness,  are  so  beautifully  and  clearly  mapped  out  and  delineated  as  at  once  to  furnish  enter- 
tainment and  instruction  to  the  reader'" 

From  the  "  Mobile  Daily  Tribune." 
"  We  make  no  doubt  that  the  work  will  speedily  take  its  position  as  the  recognized  standard  of  the 
English  language  of  the  nineteenth  century,  and  have  no  hesitation  in  recommending  it  as  not  only  a 
safe,  complete,  and  reliabte  guide,  but  as  the  only  such  guide  within  our  knowtedge." 

From  Louis  Agassiz,  L.L.  D. 
I  have  looked  over  your  great  edition  of  Worcester's  Dictionary,  chiefly  with  the  view  of  ascertain- 
ing how  far  it  covers  the  ground  in  which  I  am  particularly  interested.  It  is  of  great  importance,  in 
our  days,  when.-1he  nomenclature  of  science  is  gradually  creeping  into  common  use,  that  an  English 
Lexicon  should  embrace  as  much  of  it  as  is  consistent  with  the  language  we  speak.  I  am  truly  sur- 
prised and  highly  delighted  to  find  that  you  have  succeeded  far  beyond  my  expectation  in  making  the 
proper  selection,  and  combining  with  it  a  remarkable  degree  of  accuracy.  More  could  hardly  be 
given,  except  in  a  scientific  Cyclopedia. 

Addrsss,  LOUIS  H.  STEPHENS, 
Publisher  for  Proprietors  of  Vanity  Fair. 

100  Nassau  Street,  New  York. 


IMPROVED 

Gutta     Percha 

CEMENT 

ROOFING 

It  is  water-proof, 
and 

Costs  only   about 

one- third    as 

much    as 

Tin, 

AND    IS     TWICE 
AS  DURABLE. 


the 

■Cheapest  and^ 

DURABLE 
ROOFING  in  use. 
Fire  and  Water 
Proof.  Applied 
to  New  and  Old 
Roofs  of  all  kinds, 
and  sent  to  all 
parts  of  the  coun- 
try with    full  dl- 


GUTTA  PERCHA 

CEMENT, 

FOR  preserving 
new  and  repairing 
LEAKY  METAL 
ROOFS  of  every 
description ;     Will 

NOT  CRACK  IN  COLD 
OR  RUN  IN  WARM 
WEATHER. 

Agents  Wanted. 

Terms  Cash  ! 
TOHNS    &    CROSEEY'S  AMERICAN    CEMENT  GEUE,  FOE 

J    CEMENTING  WOOD,    LEATHER,,  GLASS,    IVORY,    CHINA,    MARBLE, 

PORCELAIN,  ALABASTER,  BONE,  CORAL,  &c.,&c,  the  only  article  of  the  kind  ever  produced 
which  will  withstand  water.     Liberal  terms  to  Wholesale  dealers. 

PRICE    TWENTY  -  FIVE    CENTS. 

JOHNS  &  CROSLEY,  Sole  Manufacturers, 

Wholesale  Warehouse,  78  William  st.,  cor.  Liberty. 


'J.Li.. 


for  i 


Send  for  a  Circular 


JOHNS  &  CROSLEY, 

SOLE  MANUFACTURERS. 

78  WILLIAM  ST., 

(COR.    LIBERTY   ST.), 

XfEW    YORK.    ' 


Advertising  Rates  of  Vanity  Fair. 

Title  Page,  50  cents  per  line,  occupying  1-3 
the  space  across  the  page. 

Title  Page,  $1.50  per  line,  across  the  page. 

Second  Page,  25  cents,  wide  column. 

"        "      10  cents,  narrow  column. 


GREAT    MUSICAE   BOX 
DEPOT.     M.  J.   PAILLARD, 

Importer,  2\  Maiden  Lane,  N.  Y.  Has  for 
sale  the  most  extensive  assortment  in  the 
country,  at  prices  varying  at  Two  te>  'No 
Hundred  and  Fifty  Dollars,  each  playma  1. 
2,  3  4,  6,  8,  10,  12,  10  and  24  airs. 


BEAUTIFUL  TOY  BOXES  FOR  CHILDREN. 

BOXES  TO  SUIT  ALL  AGES  AND  TASTES. 
Call  and  examine  them ! 

Fine  Gold  and  Silver  Watches  Cheap  for 
Cash. 

MUSICAL  BOXES  REPAIRED. 


HAWKES'S 

Celebrated   Gold  Pens, 

GEORGE    P.    HAWKES, 


MANUFACTURER, 


64  NASSAU  STREET,  NEW- YORK. 

Keeps  constantly  on  hands,  Pens  of  all 
sizes  and  qualities.  Gold  and  Silver  Screw 
Cases,  Pen-holders,  Tooth-picks.  &c,  at 
prices  to  suit  the  demand. 

All  the  above  goods  are  fully  warranted, 
and  finished  in  the  best  manner,  and  stamp- 
ed with  manufacturer's  name. 

The  Trade  most  liberally  treated  with. 

Single  pens,  or  any  of  the  above  goods, 
sent  by  mail,  free  of  charge,  to  any  part  ot 
the  country,  on  receipt  of  price. 

Pens  repaired  in  a  superior  manner  for  39 
cents,  inclosing  the  amount  in  three-cent 
Postage  Stamps. 

ORDERS  RESPECTFULLY  SOLICITED. 

Send  for  Circular  containing  prices. 


WARB  &  PARRY,  PUB- 
LISHERS,   BOOKSELLERS 

and  Importers,  (Successors  to  H.  W.  Derby.) 
625  Broadway.  Are  selling  their  own  Pub- 
lications, together  with  all  the  current  mis- 
cellaneous issues  of  the  day  at  partly  re- 
duced prices. 

They  publish  the  following  : 
POPULAR  BOOKS  OF    WIT  AND  HUMOR, 
The  Widow  Bedott  Papers,  12mo., 

cloth,  1  00  60 

Mrs.  Partington,  by  B.  P.  Shillaber,  1  00  60 
The  Sparrowgrass  Papers,  1  00  CO 

Riley's  Humors  of  the  West,  1  00  60 

Brougham's  Humorous  Irish  Stories,  1  00  60 
Mis.-;  Nlimmens'  Window,  1  00  CO 

Prentice's  Wit  and  Humor,  1  00  60 

Letters  of  Jack  Downing,  12mo.,  1  00  60 
Jack  Downing's  Yankee  Stories,  1  00  00 
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TEAM    JOB   PRINT- 
ING  ESTABLISHMENT, 

44  AJVN   STREET. 


CHAPIN  &  McKAY, 

'VANITY   FAIR"   PRINTERS, 

Newspaper,  Book,  Job  and  Card  Printing 
neatly  executed  on  the  most  reasonable 
terms,  andwith  dispatch. 
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Courteous  Reader 
All  men  are  soldiers,  now,  and  some  women  :  let  us  Generalize 

-srs^ss  oTmTj^l^  "rrim,rsai^  °f  taient  ^  **  *•  **•  *  ^ 

-otto  of  this,  „ur  fifth  Volume      TeH "  Other  T,W-7^  V  ^    ^  ""  t"to  " A  Good  Fi«W'  -  * 

and  are  likely  to  g„  home  shorn"'  *"  Me™0eS  °f  the  South'  who  ca™  <»*  ^out  wool 

War  will  form  a  conspicuous  feature  in  our  new  vnlnmp      rvu^ ,      -n  i. 

«.-*-  of  the  KebelXT  ££&£££  •^£^E££«r*-i>> 

its  Checkers  it  ha,  airline  mo  h  to  cheek  rete  to  b  XT  G™ent  ""  *eU  ad"CTed  '  fOT'  witt 
Bat  there  was  forboaraaoe  Wore  the  wold  "F £  "  w  s  Vandered'fo'rfh  7°"  *?  T  ^  ^  ""»*■ 
men,  we  of  the  North.    Long  time  we  nreached  unto  Z       I    ?I  ,  L°ng  tlme  suffered  we  the  Sou">- 

« there  are,  indeed,  ..Sermons  b^^L^S^M^H  ^T^™  *"  **  ***  ;  »d 
an.ole  sent  out  by  „s  to  convert  their  heaftenish  Lrhor!  »  n,     ,  yCt'  dse  are  the  sl">l°^  of  that 

despised  row  of  pins  heatb.en.sh  harbors  apprecable  by  no  higher  standard  than  that  of  the 

zzzt^rz::  ^rrrLzr  ^j*****.  *  *  »*>»*-  <*  the  ** 

weapons  wc  all  have  become  I  *        ^^  th<!  ^  °f  °U1'  ,aSt  ^^-  h™  "ristly  with  war 

as  that  flagitious  old  Cockney  dd  but  would  olftT  T  'en  ^  ?  °Q'y'  W°  WOuld  n<>t  *«<*  «  «»  H 
Columbu  has  gone  heavily  into  t  cutl  rv Tnc  »oH  ?,  '  """  ^"^  °"  MP**«ons  for  higher  things.' 
are  to  be  poked  up,  a  littfe,  befot  Se  II  ZletZT^T^  ?  ^  S"">M^"S  **»*  rebelfion 
accomplished  be  rifled  one  .     Henc  forth   whit  thf  7 '.  "V""  fireirM18  W''th  whioh  thirt  «!«'•«<«  I. 

the  ooal-8cuttle-.a!l.     We  must  be  ctnsttm!"  '  1<5t  P°ke''  a"d  ^  he  "^  »»d  *•  shovel  and 

Courteous  Reader!  farewell-  we   shall    mMt  •  ™  t     ■  lTni°"  and  Constitution  forever  ! 

Nassau  Street,  New  York.     s'lbsIrlbeTId  m         i ™ ,'  r^,^  jd  t  «*  f  T  "  ^  10° 

scriber.  JU  LM8'  1G|ations  and  neighbors  subscribe  to  the  sub" 
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RANTMQUEEO  DE  BOOM-JING-JIM  j 

— OR — 

THE  WRATH   OF    THE  REBEL   RIVAL. 

A  ROMANCE  OP  THE  WAR. 
By  McArone. 


CHAPTER    IV. 

Had  Peter's  pistol  been  loaded  with  ball,  Don  Rantanquero  would 
inevitably  have  been  killed.  As  it  contained  nothing  but  powder, 
and  very  poor  powder  at  that,  he  escaped  with  the  loss  of  his  eye- 
brows. 

But  shooting  in  the  face,  even  with  a  blank  charge,  was  not  an 
act  that  he  could  overlook  with  submission  .  .  . 

He  spanked  Peter  severely,  and  threw  him  into  a  ditch . 

The  battle  now  raged  more  fiercely  than  ever.  The  Don  was 
getting  his  mad  up,  and  began  to  feel  bad. 

He  went  sloshing  around  among  a  regiment  of  mounted  infantry, 
and  they  all  agreed  that  they  had  never  felt  so  cut  up  in  their  lives 
before. 

Directly,  he  met  General  Beauregard  and  his  staff,  splendidly 
dressed,  with  a  fresh  coat  of  whitewash  all  around. 

They  whipped  out  their  swords  and  pistols  and  things,  and  en- 
circled our  hero,  who  drew  himself  up  to  his  full  height  by  the 
waistband  of  his  trousers,  and  flashed  defiance  upon  them  with  an 
eagle  eye,  while  he  surveyed  the  field  with  the  other. 

"  You're  a  blower,"  sail  Beauregard.  "  I  know  you.  Who 
starved  his  washerwoman  ?' ' 

"  1  despise  you  more  than  usual,"  remarked  the  Don  ;  "  but  if 
you  can  accustom  yourself  to  the  idea  of  mortal  combat,  come  on." 

"  Seize  the  caitiff  P  thundered  Beauregard,  turning  pale. 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  Rantanquero,  with  deep  meaning,  "  if  any 
man  of  you  touches  me,  I'll  fall  on  him !" 

All  shrank  back  aghast  at  this  fearful  menace. 

"  I  want  to  lick  you  single,"  said  the  Don,  more  playfully,  to 
Beauregard. 

"  Take  him  away  !"  shrieked  the  General,  "  remove  him  !  And 
bring  me  some  brandy  and  bitters.     I  don't  feel  well." 

His  aids  rushed  forward  to  execute  the  mandate  and  the  Don, 
but  he  had  drawn  his  sword,  and  they  were  no  match  for  such  a 
Lucifer. 

At  the  first  lunge,  one  fell  down  a  hill ;  at  the  second,  another 
fell  down  a  corpse  ;  the  others  ran  away  ;  the  balance  died  of 
fright,  and  the  remainder  were  taken  prisoners. 

This  decided  the  battle.  When  the  Rebels  found  that  their  leader 
was  very  ill,  they  fell  into  confusion,  and  retreated  in  disorder. 
The  Federals  hastened  to  take  up  their  killed  and  wounded,  as  the 
enemy  was  known  to  be  hungry,  and  it  was  unsafe  to  leave  help- 
less men  about,  who  might  make  good  nutritious  provender. 

Peter  was  found  concealed  in  a  soft-soap  barrel,  near  Richmond, 
and  Don  Rantanquero  took  charge  of  him  for  future  amusement. 

General  Beauregard  had  such  frightful  pains  and  cramps  that 
he  was  turned  completely  inside  out.  He  was  carried  off,  in  this 
condition,  by  some  of  his  friends,  members  of  the  first  families  of 
Virginia,  and  it  was  a  month  before  he  could  be  got  into  shape 
again  ....  a  process  only  accomplished  by  greasing  him  well  and 
persuading  him  to  swallow  himself. 

After  this,  he  did  as  well  as  could  be  expected,  but  expressed  his 
opinion  that  things  were  slightly  mixed,  inside  of  him. 

It  was  in  this  engagement  that  the  young  lieutenant  of  Light 
Quadroons,  mentioned  in  our  last  chapter,  captured  a  twelve  hun- 
dred pound  columbiad  with  one  hand  tied  behind  him,  and  carried 
it  home.     He  now  uses  it  for  a  paper-weight. 

It  was  in  this  engagement  that  Don  Rantanquero  received  seven 
hundred  wounds,  all  more  or  less  fatal,  and  survived  them. 

It  was  in  this  engagement  that  private  Sears,  of  Company  A., 
Twelfth  regiment,  distinguished  himself.  Totally  unarmed,  and 
many  hundreds  of  miles  from  the  scene  of  carnage,  he  escaped 
without  an  injury,  and  lived  happily  forever  after. 

The  Rebels  retreated  to  Huntsville,  Alabama,  and  proceeded  to 
fortify  that  place.  The  Federal  army  took  advantage  of  the  move- 
ment to  occupy  Richmond,  which  so  delighted  Papa  Greeley  that 
he  immediately  bought  a  new  coat,  and  went  on  a  spree  ;  two 
things  he  was  never  known  to  do  before. 

Don  Rantanquero  hastened  to  New  York  with  President  Davis, 
as  soon  as  the  battle  was  over,  and  made  a  very  lucrative  arrange- 
ment  with  Barnum,  who  wished  to  exhibit  Jeff,  with  the  baby 


anacondas,  the  What-Is-It  ?  and  over  3,000,000  of  other  curiosities 
from  every  part  of  the  globe. 

The  Don  then  went  down  to  Jersey  for  his  wife.  She  was  pretty 
glad  to  see  him. 

Returning  to  Washington,  the  happy  couple  were  feted  and  glori- 
fied everywhere.  They  were  presented  with  the  freedom  of  the 
city,  and  received  appointments  as  Maids-of-Honor  to  Mrs.  Lincoln, 
who  is  really  a  very  estimable  lady,  notwithstanding  that  the 
Herald  speaks  well  of  her. 

Peter,  with  a  chain  and  ball  attached  to  his  coat-tail,  was  con- 
fined in  the  guard-tent  of  the  Don's  camp.  It  was  proposed  that 
he  should  be  made  to  take  the  oath  of  allegiance,  but  as  that  pun- 
ishment is  only  administered,  apparently,  to  the  worst  sort  of 
criminals,  the  proposition  was  overruled. 

"  I  swear  vengeance  !"  howled  Peter,  rattling  the  bars  of  the 
cell  where  he  lay,  in  the  basement  of  the  tent.  "  If  I  ever  ketch 
Rantanquero  down  my  way  I'll  ..." 

"  Peace  !"  cried  the  sentinel. 

Now,  the  cry  of  "  Peace"  is  especially  obnoxious,  in  these  days, 
and  it  will  not  surprise  the  reader  to  learn  that  the  sentinel  caught 
a  licking  in  about  two  and  a  half  minutes,  from  some  three-months 
veterans  who  heard  him.  On  discovering  that  he  had  only  been 
cautioning  a  prisoner,  however,  they  apologized,  and  passed  a  vote 
of  thanks. 

Midnight  fell  upon  the  scene. 

Richmond  lay  bathed  in  a  slumbrous  sheen  of  pearly  silver  light. 
The  dark  trees,  and  cows,  and  other  things  that  ornament  a  first- 
class  landscape,  were  molten  in  liquid  shadow.  The  balmy  air 
was  redolent  of  katy-dids  and  nightingales.  Everything  was  pretty 
quiet,  and  looked  bully. 

Peter  alone  was  wrathful  and  uneasy,  in  all  that  scene  of 
heavenly  calm. 

Like  Sterne's  starling  and  Papa  Greeley's  ideal  nigger,  he 
wanted  his  freedom. 

Now,  mark  the  subtle  ingenuity  of  the  cuss. 

His  first  thought  was,  of  course,  to  relieve  himself  of  the  weight 
of  the  chain  and  ball.  This  he  accomplished  by  taking  off  his 
coat.  His  second  idea  was  naturally  to  remove  the  sentinel,  and 
this  he  thought  best  done  by  the  gentle  but  rigorous  hand  of  death. 
Accordingly,  he  pecked  the  soldier  on  the  head  with  a  sharp  stone. 

It  was  effectual. 

A  moment  after,  the  ponderous  key  grated  in  the<  rusty  lock  ; 
the  heavy  bolts  slid  back,  and  Peter  swinging  open  the  barred  and 
ironclad  door  of  the  guard-tent,  stole  noiselessly  forth,  with  no 
arms  but  a  bowie-knife,  two  revolvers,  a  slung-shot,  a  small-sword 
and  a  heavy  club ;  and  with  no  provisions  but  a  bottle  of  whiskey 
and  a  deck  of  cards. 

Thus  freed  from  durance  vile,  the  Rebel  Rival  sped  on  the  wings 
of  purple  wrath  to  Huntsville,  and  knocked  at  the  gates  of  the 
city.  He  was  admitted,  and  met  the  Right  Reverend  Brigadier 
Bishop  General  Polk,  who  was  in  command  of  the  police,  there. 

"  How  d'ye,  Polk?"  said  Peter. 

"  How  d'ye,  Peter  ?"  said  Polk. 

"So-so.     How's  things ?" 

"  Things  is  kalooshus." 

"  Bad  defeat." 

"  Tol-lol.     Come  and  mingle  ?" 

They  went  into  a  corner-grocery,  and  drank  corn-whiskey  assid- 
uously for  an  hour,  while  Peter  told  his  adventures.  Polk  then 
went  to  pay  for  the  drinks,  and  offered  the  groceiy-man  two  fifty- 
dollar  Confederate  notes.  They  had  depreciated  a  little,  and  were 
held  at  just  about  the  value  of  a  quart  of  whiskey.  The  grocer 
looked  indignant. 

"  No,  Sir  ;  said  he  ;"  you  don't  play  no  sich  points  onto  me.  I 
may  be  a  thunderin'  big  knave,  and  a  mangy  whelp,  but  I  ain't  no 
fool.  Take  yer  licker  and  leave,  but  don't  offer  me  no  sich  shin- 
plasters  as  them !" 

The  Brigadier  Bishop  General  left,  looking  rather  red.  It  was 
wrong  of  the  grocer  to  embarrass  him  that  way.  When  sober,  he 
was  a  very  worthy  man. 

On  this  occasion,  however,  both  he  and  Peter  were  pretty  drunk, 
and  the  latter  came  very  near  losing  his  life. 

Getting  separated  from  his  companion,  Peter  went  stumbling 
around  town,  until  some  members  of  the  Mississippi  Cannibals  hap- 
pened to  meet  him.  They  took  him  for  a  spy,  and  being  rather 
lively  fellows,  concluded  to  have  some  fun  with  him. 

Accordingly,  they  loaded  a  fifteen-inch  columbiad,  with  two 
pounds  of  powder,  and  tying  Peter,  hand  and  foot,  thrust  him  into 
the  gun.     At  a  given  signal,  the  command  was  uttered  : 

'•Fire  !" 

The  artilleryman  stepped  forward,  and  applied  the  match  to  the 
priming  of  the  cannon. 

(To  be  Continued.) 
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Palming  it  upon  Us- 
Mr.  James  Redpath— significant  name  ! — 
used  to  edit  a  paper  here  called  the  Pine  and 
Palm.  The  worship  of  the  negro  was  his 
superstition,  with  the  African  he  was— theo- 
retically—a  black  man  and  a  brother. 
Lately,  Mr.  James  Redpath  has  repudiated 
the  lively  negro  insurrection  melody  chanted 
formerly  by  him,  and  sings,  now,  nothing 
but  a  palinode.  The  Wisest  of  men  said 
once  that  a  rod  was  the  thing  for  a— well, 
for  the  back  of  any  person  suspected  of 
weak  intellects.  Mr.  James  Redpath,  whose 
backers  have  not  left  him  a  back  to  his 
back,  thinks  that  his  hand  will  be  just  as 
good  for  the  deserved  castigation,  and  so, 
cutting  off  a  pliant  wattle  from  the  Pine,  he 
asks  the  public  to  lay  it  across  his  Palm, 
and  says  he  will  leave  off  writing  nonsense 
for  the  newspapers,  and  be  a  better  boy  for 
the  future. 


News  from  the  Sea. 

All  the  tug-vessels  employed  in  placing 
the  Stone  Fleet  were  more  or  less  crippled 
in  the  discharge  of  that  duty.  They  left 
their  Tows  in  the  main  channel  to  Charles- 
ton harbor. 


A  good  General  to  command  Coast  Expe- 
ditions. 

General  Lander. 


The  Coolie  Trade  in  New  York- 
Carting  Ice  about  this  time  o'  year. 


A  Wick  that  gives  ^,  good  deal  of  Light, 
Van  Wyck. 


FROM    OUR    WAR     CORRESPONDENT. 

"The  new  Camp  blankets  aee  soTremarkably  fine,  that  many  of  our  soldiees. 
use  them  for  fishing-nets."  JS 


STARRING    IT    AND    BARRING    IT. 

Mr.  Dionysius  Lardner  Bourcicault,  as  he  used  to  call  himself 
— he  has  dropped  the  middle  name  altogether,  we  believe,  but  we 
insist  upon  giving  him  L. — appears  to  have  organized  a  second 
battalion  of  the  celebrated  New  Orleans  "  Cock-tail  Guard,"  at 
his  theatre  in  London,  the  Adelphi.  Whether  the  engagement  of 
Mr.  George  Jordan,  of  the  above-named  corps,  who  is  now,  we 
believe,  on  the  strength  of  the  Adelphi  company,  has  anything  to 
do  with  the  Flagging  state  of  business  at  that  house,  we  cannot 
undertake  to  say.  If  such  is  the  case,  however,  Mr.  D.  L.  Bourci- 
cault, or  Boucicault,  may  one  day  discover  what  the  burn't-cork 
melody  so  sweetly  inculcates  upon  us,  namely,  that  the  road  of 
Jordan  is  far  from  being  a  pleasant  one  to  travel.  "  Under  which 
King,  Bezonian  ?"  Was  it  not  under  the  Stars  and  Stripes  of  the 
Union,  and  under  the  Ban,  not  the  banner  of  the  South,  that  the 
"  Octoroon"  first  rained  down  golden  dollars  upon  the  dramatist  ? 
Great,  or,  rather,  Ingrate  dramatist !  whose  special  Thespis  now 
waves  the  Stars  and  Bars  of  the  S.  C.  over  the  proscenium  of  the 
Adelphi,  to  abase  his  benefactors  !  What  next,  Mr.  Dionysius  L. 
Bourcicault?  Will  you  produce  the  "Octoroon"  at  New  Orleans, 
next  ?    Jordan's  is  a  hard  road  to  travel,  Mr.  D.  L.  Bourcicault. 


Remarkable  Zampillaeronautostatic  Feat. 
This  is  what  the  gushing  Albany  Statesman  says  : 
"  Mr.  Demers,  of  the  Troy  Times,  went  up  with  La  Mountain  the  other  day  in 
front  of  the  enemy,  and  afterwards  LaM.  daringly  cut  looso  and  sailed  directly 
over  his  head." 

It  is  not  quite  clear  over  whose  head  the  daring  "LaM." 
sailed.  If  over  his  own  head  it  must  have  been  a  decided  case  of 
Ossa  upon  Pelim.  If  he  merely  cut  Mr.  Demer's  head  loose  and 
then  sailed  over  it,  he  didn't  do  anything  very  remarkable  :  all 
which  considered,  we  feel  ourselves  justified  in  crying  Ban !  to  that 
LaM. 


The  man  who  literally  makes  a  living  by  Hook   and  by  Crook. 
The  walking-stick  maker. 


A    SQUIB    BY    OUR    POWDER-MONKEY. 

"  It  is  announced  that  two  tons  of  powder  have  been  discovered  bnr  ied  on  Gov 
Jackson's  farm-" — Daily  Paper. 

"What!  Gunpowder  dead  ?" 

Exclaimed  one,  as  he  read 

The  announcement  above  that  is  quoted, 

"  And  the  sleeping  two  tons 

By  some  rough  sons  of  guns 

Disinterred  and  to  warfare  devoted  !" 

Says  another,  says  he 

With  finesse — "  Don't  you  see 

That  as  Gunpowder  lives  but  by  flashes, 

Leaving  nothing  behind 

But  some  smoke  on  the  wind, 

'Twere  absurd  to  cry  '  Peace  to  its  Ashes  ?'" 


Apropos  of  New  Years  Day! 


With  what  fatal  facility  men  acquire  the  slang  of  diplomacy. 
We  lately  heard  a  person  describe  a  friend  of  his  as  tripaniTE, 
meaning  that  he  was  three  parts  intoxicated. 


A  Con  for  Con-tractors. 


Q.  Why  would  Mahomet  have  been  a  popular  man  among  con- 
tractors, had  he  lived  to  the  present  improved  period? 
A.  Because  he  was  a  Handsome  Prophet. 


A  Weighty  Opinion. 
"I  guess  lager  beer   makes  folks  hefty,"  said  a  cute  looking 
country  cousin  on  a  city  visit — "  'Most  all  the  chaps  I  see  drinkin' 
it  is  Tew  Tons." 


Spirit  of  thfl  English  Press. 


Cotton  Gin. 


V^lISTITY    F^lIH. 
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HAVE 


LITTLE    TRIALS. 


Squalid  Beggar.—  Pray  sik,  take  pity  on  a  miserable  wretch—  I 

HAVE  A  WIFE  AND  SIX  CHILDREN. 

Gent.— My   took  fellow,   accept  my  heartfelt  sympathy— Sq 

HAVE  I  !  ! 


A    TALE    OF    TWO    HEROES. 


A  lordly  house  in  a  spacious  square, 

And  a  carriage  before  the  door  ; 
A  carriage  of  workmanship  costly  and  rare, 
A  damask,  spring-cushioned  carriage  and  pair, 
The  carriage  in  short  of  the  millionaire 

Major  General  Buffer  Galore. 

A  soldier  of  Fortune  in  sooth  is  he, 

And  not  of  the  "feather-bed"  sort, 
For,  in  that  very  equipage  you  see, 
He  has  j  ust  made  a  campaign  valiantly 
Within  telescope  range  of  the  enemy, 
In  a  period  remarkably  short. 

When  Treason  first  lifted  its  hydra  head 

From  the  swamps  of  our  Southern  shore, 
And  the  flag  of  Rebellion  defiantly  spread 
Its  stars,  from  the  Uniou's  bright  canopy  shied 
With  emulous  zeal  to  the  Capital  sped 
The  citizen  Buffer  Galore. 

By  a  figure  of  speech  he  offered  his  sword 

To  his  country's  cause  once  more  ; 
His  heart's  best  blood  should  be  freely  poured 
To  defend  her  soil  from  the  Rebel  horde, 
Provided  they'd  simply  make  him,  d'abord, 
Major  General  Buffer  Galore. 

The  crisis  is  new  and  the  peril  great, 

And  Esquire  Galore,  besides, 
Has  "  friends  at  court"  of  the  proper  weight 
For  whom  he  has  done  little  favors  of  late, 
So  a  full  Major  General  soon,  in  state, 

In  his  spring-cushioned  carriage  he  rides. 

Three  terrible  months  of  wear  and  tear, 

O'er  the  "  sacred  soil"  he  led 
His  foot-sore  troops  with  fatherly  care, 
Reclined  in  his  damask-lined  coach  and  pair, 
Wherever  he  heard  that  the  Rebels  were,- — 

But  whence  they  had  always  just  fled. 


Three  months  ;  and  the  modest  hero  vows 

That  his  warrior  days  are  o'er. 
With  a  grace  that  is  all  his  own  he  bows, 
As  his  native  city  in  pride,  endows 
With  the  victor's  wreath  the  martial  brows 

Of  its  own  Major  General  Galore. 

And  his  lordly  house  in  the  spacious  square 

Seems  lordlier  than  before  ; 
He  will  soon  be  a  double  millionaire, 
And  even  his  unconscious  carriage  and  pair 
A  sort  of  historic  sacredness  wear. 

Since  the  campaign  of  Buffer  Galore, 


From  a  narrow  court  in  the  lower  town, 

There  shimmers  a  dusky  glare  ; 
The  houses  are  stunted,  and  patched,  and  brown, 

Aud  their  eaves  seemed  gnarled  with  a  rugged  frown, 
As  though  they  were  wroth  that  the  sun  looked  down 

On  the  poverty  huddled  there. 

An  iron  din,  and  a  dusky  glare, j 

And  leashes  of  grimy  men, 
With,  mayhap,  a  woman,  scarce  more  fair, 
Or  a  child  with  the  old,  pinched  face  of  care 
Are  all  that  pass  to  the  outer  air 

From  the  depths  of  that  sombre  den. 

On  a  summer  day  in  the  hot  noontide, 

A  swart-brow'd  man,  and  tall, 
Flinging  his  ponderous  hammer  aside, 
And  doffing  his  apron  of  bullock's  hide, 
From  the  dusky  court,  with  a  resolute  stride 

Went  forth  at  his  country's  call. 

The  column  was  cheered  with( lusty  will 

As  it  swung  through  the  gazing  town  ; 
But  weeping  women  followed  it  still, 
And  their  eyes  long  watched,  wjth  loving  skill,' 
The  lessening  files  from  the  western  hill 

Till  the  Summer  sun  went  down . 

No  jewelled  sword  did  this  soldier  wear 

To  clang  on  his  brawny  calves  : 
He  rode  in  no  stately  carriage  and  pair, 
And  was  so  very  far  from  a  millionaire, 
That  his  comrades  only  knew  him  there 

As  private  Sledge,  of  the  Zouaves. 

Yet  the  love  that  Sledge  to  the  Union  bore, 

Though  it  seems  absurd,  you  know, 
Was  as  strong  as  that  of  the  rich  Galore, 
And  his  blood  was  quite  as  ready  to  pour  ; — 
Indeed  some  think  it  was  rather  more, 

Since,  alas  !  it  did  really  flow. 

Three  terrible  months,  in  the  battle  wrack, 

In  the  picket's  deadly  snare, 
In  the  scout's  lone  midnight  bivouac, 
In  the  rear  of  retreat,  in  the  van  of  attack, 
And  the  swart  Zouave  again  is  back. 

In  the  narrow  court's  dull  glare. 

But,  alas  !  his  hammer  strikes  no  more 

The  sparks  from  the  anvil's  edge  ! 
A  one-armed  cripple  sits  at  the  door 
Of  the  smoke-brown  cabin  that  rang  of  yore, 
With  the  sturdy  strokes  and  the  forge's  roar 

Of  the  stalwart  smith,  Will  Sledge. 

A  warrant  of  land  he  had,  'tis  true  ; 

A  hundred  acres  and  more  ; 
But  where  they  fallow  he  never  knew  : 
What  could  a  one-armed  cripple  do  ? 
The  warrant  was  sold  to  a  griping  Jew, 

To  keep  the  wolf  from  the  door. 

So  no  clamors  of  welcome  rend  the  air  ; 

No  laurel  adorns  his  brow  ; 
He  bows  from  no  lordly  mansion  there 
To  a  blatant  crowd  in  a  spacious  square, 
And  instead  of  a  double  millionahe 

Will  Sledge  is  a  Pauper  now  ! 
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A  Parable  for  the  Preacher. 

At  a  dinner  given  recently  at  the  Astor 
House,  a  difference  arose  between  the  Eev. 
Henry  Ward  Beecher  and  Mr.  Parke  God- 
win, editor  of  the  Evening  Post,  as  to  the 
matter  of  J.  Bull,  Esq.  The  Reverend 
Beecher  said  he  "  loved  him."  Mr.  God- 
win said  he  "hated  him."  Then  the  Rev- 
erend Beecher  turned  upon  Mr.  Godwin 
with  this  reply  : 

"  That  is  because  I  am  a  Christian  and  you 
are  not." 

Vanity  Fair  does  not  consider  this  speech 
insufferably  impertinent  at  all,  but  would 
simply  like  to  know  what  the  Reverend 
Bercher  thinks  of  a  certain  Pharisee  who 
went  up  into  the  temple  to  pray,  and  stood 
apart  from  the  lowly  publican  and  said  : 

"  I  thank  Thee  that  I  am  not  as  other 
men  are  *  *  *  even  as  this  publican." 

The  Reverend  Beecher  will  please  turn  to 
the  chronicles  of  St.  Luke,  xviii — 11.,  for  a 
fuller  report. 


A  Present  meant  as  a  New  Year's  gift  for 
all  Decent  People. 

The  Presentment  by  the  Grand  Jury,  with 
regard  to  the  Broadway  Concert  Saloons. 


The  best  of  the  Cardinal  Points. 

The  West — since    the   good   news    from 
General  PorE's  division  in  Missouri. 


A  New  Year's  Call  for  all  of  us. 
The  call  of  suffering  Ireland. 

Every  bit  as  good  as  Silvery  Notes. 
Treasury  Notes. 


First  Specimen.—  Aw— Gus,  why  don't  you   shave   your    chin  and  cultivate  the 
English  style  of  whiskers  ? 
Second  ditto.  —Aw  should  do  so,  ma  bawy,  but  pact  is  my  lungs  need  the  protection 

OF  A  BEAWD — AW. 


CONFESSIONS    OF    A    REPORTER. 
Taken  Prom   his    dying   lips,  by  a  Friend  and  Phonographer. 

My  form  is  nearly  ready  to  go  down,  Dribble  ;  write  right  away  ! 
I  was  destined  for  the  ministry,  but  failed  to  fulfil  my  destiny  and 
become  a  sub  in  the  city  department  of  a  lethargic  daily.  There  I 
passed  the  years  that  have  intervened  so  far,  and  now  that  I  am 
going  to  report  elsewhere,  I  wish  to  make  a  few  explanations  in 
regard  to  certain  matters  with  which  the  public  is,  or  has  been  in- 
terested. 1  do  not  wish  to  have  what  I  shall  say  set  up,  because 
the  editors  of  the  daily  might  object  to  some  portions  of  it,  and  kill 
my  complimentary  obituary  in  the  make-up  to-morrow  night. 

In  my  time  I  have  been  booked  for  about  four  hundred  meetings, 
lectures  and  exhibitions.  Of  these  I  confess  to  having  attended 
only  thirteen.  The  reports  for  the  balance  were  cribbed,  boiled 
down  or  enlarged,  from  the  evehing  papers  or  from  other  fellows 
copy.  I  objected  to  attending  some  meetings  where  description 
was  required,  chiefly  because  it  was  always  easier  for  me  to  depict 
things  from  imagination  than  reality.  I  remember  having  written 
about  thirty  six  columns,  minion  solid,  of  Skating  Carnivals,  Ice 
Frolics,  and  Scenes  at  Central  Park  without  ever  going  nearer  to 
59th  street  than  Crook  &  Duff's.  I  have  also  jerked  about  forty 
columns  of  scenes  and  incidents  during  processions,  military,  politi- 
cal and  others,  without  any  data  whatever,  beyond  that  furnished 
by  a  welch  rabbit,  a  Toby  of  half-and-half,  and  a  pencil  and  scrap 
of  paper.  I  don't  mean  to  go  back  on  any  of  the  boys  who  are  not 
ready  to  accompany  rne  to  the  bourne  whence  &c,  but  I  feel  it 
due  to  my  reputation,  to  say  that  my  sensations  were  no  stronger 
than  their's  as  a  general  rule.  At  times  I  worked  off  a  few  Wash- 
ington letters  on  telegrams  when  the  news  was  scarce,  or  the  wires 
didn't  work,  but  wouldn't  have  done  it  had  I  not  been  put  to  it  by 
the  Tycoons  and  Owls. 

My  forte  was  surmising.  I  could  surmise  any  particulars  on  any 
given  subject  with  great  facility,  and  my  people  kept  me  at  it 
pretty  steadily.  What  few  axes  I  ground  never  cut  much  for  me — 
I  don't  believe  that  I  ever  was  tipped  with  more  than  forty  slugs 
in  my  life.  I  have  amassed  considerable  intelligence  on  every 
point,  so  much  so  that  I  was  in  hopes  of  hiring  out  to  Appleton  as 


volume  X.  Y.  Z.  of  the  Encyclopedia,  but  I  see  I  am  booked  to 
furnish  my  lost  items  to-night.  What  I  haven't  seen  of  life  I  sup- 
pose can't  be  worth  seeing — so  I  don't  care  about  it  now.  Some 
people  think  I  owe  them  coin — they  ought  to  know,  I'm  sure — I 
don't,  I  don't  feel  as  if  I  owed  anybody  anything  except  grudges. 
I  hope  the  public  will  forgive  and  forget  my  numberless  sells — 
they  were  generally  interesting  and  worth  two  cents  a  day.  Next 
to  that  of  a  reporter,  Dribble,  you  can  say  that  I  think  the  position 
of  Head  Pauper  in  our  alms  house,  is  the  finest  one  on  this  Conti- 
nent.    Good  night,  by  telegraph  !  Dribble  ! 


This  is  Surely  Progress. 

A  provincial  editor  has  opened  a  new  and  original  department  in 
his  journal,  situated  in  the  vicinity  of  the  matrimonial,  natal,  and 
obituary  notices.  To  say  the  least  it  is  convenient  and  very  ex- 
pressive, as  may  be  seen  from  the  following  illustration  : 

Eloped. — Eloped  on  the  1st  inat.,  Cbarlks  Henry,  son  of  Martin  Eycleshymer 
and  Jane  Welling,  adopted  daughter  of  Henry  Wier,  both  of  Pittstown. — 
December  6,  1861.  HENRY  WIER. 

In  a  week  or  two  we  shall  expect  to  find  a  special  department  for 
the  Abducted,  announcements  to  be  paid  for  at  regelar  rates. 


The  Kind  of  thing  they  do  down  in  Jersey. 

Why  is  an  arohery  butt  like  a  bridle  ? 
Because  it  is  made  to  receive  a(n)arrow  head  ! 


Sentiment,  by  an  Operative. 

"  A  Barber's  industry,  like  that  of  a  Carpenter,  should  bo  shown 
by  the  number  of  his  Shavings." 


Vehicles  of  Expression. 


Cartes  de  visite. 
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COTTON    AND    CORN. 


Cotton  and  Corn  were  mighty  kings, 
Who  differed  at  times,  on  certain  things, 

To  the  country's  dire  confusion  ; 
Corn  was  peaceable,  mild,  and  just, 
But  Cotton  was  fond  of  saying  "  You  must," 
So  after  he'd  boasted,  bullied,  and  cussed, 

He  got  upsa  revolution, 
ir. 
Now,  Corn  was  loth  to  make  it  a  fight, 
But  he  felt  that  Cotton  would  crush  the  Bight, 

So  he  came  to  the  Law's  protection  ; 
He  raised  an  army  a  million  strong 
To  lift  up  the  Bight  and  put  down  the  Wrong, 
And  it  certainly  seemed  that  he,  ere  long, 

Should  wipe  out  the  insurrection, 
in. 
But  the  Lion  ...  a  quarrelsome  whelp,  by  the  way 
Took  it  upon  himself  to  say, 

Without  license,  Jeave,  or  permission, 
That  the  casus  belli  was  all  in  a  horn, 
That  Cotton  was  just  as  right  as  Corn, 
And  that  he  should  soon,  as  sure  as  you're  born, 

Give  Cotton  his  recognition. 


Then  Corn  grew  wrathy,  and  one  fine  day, 
When  Cotton's  Commissioners  sailed  away 

To  visit  the  Lion's  dominions, 
He  took  them  quietly  from  the  ship 
And  jugged  them  where  there  could  be  no  slip 
'Twixt  the  cup  of  good  luck  and  Justice's  lip, 

To  await  the  Law's  opinions. 


Then  0,  how  angry  the  Lion  grew  ! 
'Twas  a  British  ship  with  a  British  crew 

Whence  Corn  the  Bebels  had  taken  ; 
So  the  Lion  fretted,  and  schemed,  and  planned 
To  take  a  strong  and  dignified  stand, 
Yet  still  to  leave,  on  the  other  hand, 

A  chance  for  saving  his  bacon. 


For  you  see  that  Cotton,  though  all  very  fine, 
Is  of  little  use  when  you  want  to  dine, 

While  Corn  is  an  institution 
Without  whose  aid  the  Lion  must  go 
Dinnerless,  supperless,  to  and  fro, 
So,  spite  of  his  wrath,  this  cut  will  show 

The  end  of  the  revolution  ! 


Mind  your  French. 

Young  people !  you  cannot  over-rate  the  importance  of  attending 
assiduously  to  your  lessons  in  French.  You  have  all  heard,  or 
heard  of,  the  celebrated  John  B.  Gough,  the  temperance  lecturer. 
Unfortunately  for  Mr.  Gough,  he  has  neglected,  among  other 
things,  to  cultivate  the  French  language.  There  was  lately  pub- 
lished, in  Paris,  a  book  called  "  Un  Essai  sur  Tite  Live."  The 
title  of  this  work  took  the  fancy  of  the  great  temperance  lecturer, 
who  supposed  it  to  be  an  an  analysis  of  the  drunkard's  career.  He 
bought  the  book.  He  employed  a  linguist  to  translate  it.  He 
began  to  read  it,  when  it  was  translated,  and  then,  to  his  mortifi- 
cation, he  discovered  that  Tite  Live  is  only  the  French  for  Titus 
Livius,  after  all !  Young  people  !  see  how  necessary  it  is  to  be  pro- 
ficient in  French ! 


Odd  Enough. 

"  I  don't  see  what  is  the  matter  with  the  magazines,  complained 
the  Landlady  ;  "  I  don't  get  them  regularly  at  all  .  .  .  only  now 
and  then  a  number." 

"So  much  the  better,  Madam,"  said  X. 

"  And  why  ?" 

"  Because,  Madam,  '  there's  Luck  in  Odd  Numbers  !'  " 


The  First,  Last,  and  Only. 


Jeff.  Davis,  replying  to  a  serenade,  opens  his  little  speech  thus  : 
"  Our  victory  is  Won." 

This  is  evidently  a  misprint.    Jeff,  was  alluding  to  Bull  Run, 
and  said,  "  Our  victory  is  One  !" 


VANITY  FAIE. 


=Araa*>j?-jf?  ^c. 


MRS.     COLUMBIA 

SHOWS    LITTLE   JEFF.    DAVIS    HIS    CHRISTMAS    TREE. 
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SQUARE-TOED    DOINGS    IN    BROOKLYN. 

Brooklyn  is  at  the  other  end  of  the  Fulton  Perry,  and  it  is  usually 
worth  two  cents  to  go  there.  It  is  dangerous  to  stay  too  long  in 
Brooklyn,  as  there  is  no  telling  what  might  happen  to  you.  Mr. 
Henry  Ward  Beecher  attends  to  the  place  and  keeps  it  from  going 
to  seed.  He  is  said  to  he  in  the  interest  of  the  Union  Ferry  Com- 
pany ;  if  it  were  not  for  that  he  would  in  all  probability  live  on 
this  side,  of  the  East  River  like  other  people.  Somewhere  or  other 
about  the  place  there  is,  or  was  an  Opera  House,  without  a  great  deal 
of  opera. 

The  edifice  was  erected  in  the  year  29,000,  chiefly  in  opposition 
to  the  hand-organists  who  monopolised  the  opera  at  the  time. 
The  builders  were  stockholders  of  the  deepest  dye,  who  were  also 
interested  in  the  Plymouth  Church.  These  men  thought  that  an 
Opera  House  was  a  purified  hippodrome,  or  a  sort  of  sanctified  Free 
Concert  Saloon  ;  a  place  where  it  was  not  so  wicked  to  go  as  it 
seemed,  or  as  it  might  be.  A  place  that  they  had  no  doubt  St.  Peter 
would  have  attended,  had  he  lived  in  Brooklyn  and  owned  a  pew 
in  Mr.  Beecher's  Church.  In  its  way  they  esteemed  it  a  Moral 
Musical  Museum — Susini  replacing  the  "Great  Behemoth  of  the 
Scriptures,"  Mancusi  the  "  WaaMs-it?"  and  BRiGNOLithe  "Living 
Whale"  that  finally  died.  We  had  proposed  giving  some  idea  in 
this  place,  of  how  disappointed  the  whole  tribe  of  Stockholders 
were  when  Ullmann  opened  his  show  for  them  in  their  holy  play- 
house, but  on  second  thoughts  we  will  not.  Suffice  it  to  say  "  white 
chokers  is  riz  in  Brooklyn."  No  more  opera  if  you  please,  for  Mrs. 
or  Mr.  Stockholder.  Symphonies  perhaps,  but  no  more  "  furrin 
operies"  for  people  who  reside  in  Brooklyn,  who  use  Brooklyn 
Prayer  Books,  who  eat  Brooklyn  Steam  Bakery  Bread,  who  drink 
Brooklyn  Ridgewood  Water,  and  who  converse  in  a  Brooklyn 
tongue.  Brooklyn  is  noted  for  its  old  ladies  with  spectacles,  and 
they  can't  see  this  sort  of  thing.  If  a  Symphony  to  suit  them  can- 
not be  had  ready  made,  like  F.  Y  .S.,  what  do  you  think  they  are 
going  to  do  ?  Why,  hire  Dan  Bryant  to  make  one,  and  give  a  boy 
a  shilling  to  carry  it  over  to  them  in  his  arms.  If  Dan  Bryant 
says,  as  he  always  does,  that  he  too  "  can't  see  it,"  then  they  have 
another  resource.  They  will  engage  a  Stockholder  with  a  pure 
mind,  and  a  limp,  to  write  a  Symphony  out  of  his  own  head — and 
that  will  be  grand.  You  can't  tree  the  Brooklyn  folks — they  mean 
to  have  things  all  their  own  way.  We  venture  to  say  that  the 
Stockholder's  Symphony  will  be  a  grand  thing,  with  trimmings 
and  an  accordeon  movement.  Bones  will  be  introduced  to  depict 
the  tears  of  a  German  lady  with  a  broken  English  accent,  and  a 
passion  for  pawn  tickets.  Probably  there  will  be  solos  for  the 
Armenia's  sweet- toned  Calliope.  Besides  there  maybe  bagpipes, 
musical  toy  cats,  tin  horns,  omnibus  bells,  typical  of  cough  lozenges 
and  Mrs.  Winslow's  Soothing  Syrup.  If  written,  the  work  will 
doubtless  live  and  be  played  to  crowded  houses. 

Probably  when  these  things  shall  have.come  to  pass,  Brignoli  will 
offer  to  act  as  children's  nurse  in  some  quiet  family,  where  the  pro- 
fanity of  the  gentlemen  is  all  done  in  a  minor  key,  and  Ullmann  will 
ask  permission  to  ride  behind  General  George  Washington,  who  is 
bound  north  from  Union  Square  on  a  brass  horse  with  a  German 
silver  tail. 

We  hope  that  the  day  of  the  Stockholder's  Symphony  is  not  far 
off. 

That  is  about  the  way  musical  matters  get  on  in  the  Squared- 
Toed  Metropolis — let  us  cast  an  eye  upon  purely  dramatic  arrange- 
ments. 

Not  long  since— or  at  any  rate  "  once  upon  a  time" — somebody 
proposed  that  the  Directors  of  this  same  Orthodox  Opera  House 
should  "  lease  it  for  dramatic  representations,"  or,  in  New  York 
parlance,  let  it  become  a  theatre.  Thin  was  a  quiet  business  propo- 
sition, but  the  effect  upon  the  lordly  Stockholders  was  quite  similar 
to  that  occasioned  by  the  administering  of  treacle  and  brimstone 
to  the  gay  and  rollicking  pupils  of  Dotheboy's  Hall,  England — 
during  the  "  Squeery  dear''  era.  Virtuous  ventricles  sickened  at 
the  thought,  and  every  eye  from  horror  assumed  a  milky  white- 
ness. 

If  "Traviata"  was  bad,  what  was  the  condition  of  the  "  Seven 
Sons?"  If  the  "  Ballo"  was  a  high  handed  outrage,  what  about 
"The  Merchant  of  Venice  ?"  No  !  Never  !  Not  if  they  lived  a 
thousand  years,  and  their  grandchildren  should  become  professional 
horse-stealers  and  assassins. 

Well,  time  rolled  on,  and  another  somebody  appeared  with  infor- 
mation that  there  was  a  Moral  Drama  in  full  blast  near  the  old 
Park,  New  York,  and  that  it  was  more  than  paying  expenses. 
Couldn't  Brooklyn  arrange  for  a  little  Moral  Drama?  Oh!  Ah! 
Aye  !  Exactly  !  That  was  the  thing  !  That  might  do  !  Especially 
if  it  could  be  controlled  wholly  by  the  Board  of  Directors. 

The  result  was  more  meetings  to  consider  the  propriety  of  this 
style  of  things,  and  finally  a  resolution  was  adopted  inviting  pro- 
posals for  a  Moral  Drama  at  the  Academy  of  Music*  Of  course 
there  came  a  response,  and  a  lease  of  the  house  was  given  to  an 


able  manager — whom  may  the  gods  assist,  say  we.  Last  week  the 
able  manager  announced  his  programme,  the  chief  feature  of  which 
was  the  play  of  "Hamlet,  Prince  of  Denmark,"  and  together  with 
it  published  the  following  card  : 

A  Card. — The  lessee  respectfully  states  that  the  above  announcement  is  made 
contingent  to  the  approval  of  the  Board  of  Directors  of  the  Academy,  to  be 
determined  at  a  special  meeting  this  evening. 

Now  if  words  mean  what  they  used  to,  the  interpretation  of  the 
foregoing  would  seem  to  imply  that  the  Directors  intended  reading 
Hamlet,  and  the  other  pieces  named  in  the  programme,  and 
deciding  thereafter  whether  they  were  sufficiently  proper  to  be 
offered  to  the  eminently  holy  of  Brooklyn. 

We  should  like  to  have  been  present  at  the  meeting,  and  heard 
the  discussion  that  was  probably  called  forth  on  the  occasion .  We 
wonder  whether  the  Directing  brethren  understood  that  Hamlet 
was  Prince  of  Denmark  and  not  of  Darkness,  and  that  SnaKSPEARE 
(Grant  White's  friend)  is  thought  to  have  had  a  hand  in  the  writing 
of  it.  We  wonder  whether  in  the  reading  parts  were  assigned 
those  present,  and  if  so,  which  of  the  accomplished  judges  person- 
ated Ophelia  and  the  interesting  grave-diggers.  Again  whose 
edition  was  used,  and  what  disputes  occurred  apropos  of  the  foot 
notes  ?  Had  Hamlet  been  tabled  would  they  have  given  attention 
to  "Othello,''  The  "  Merry  Wives,"  or  "King  Lear,"  or  called 
instantly  for  "  Joe  Bros."  "  Edward  J.  Middleton,  or  the  Drunkard 
saved,"  or  say  the  Ledgery  Romantic  drama  ?  It  is  truly  cheering 
to  know  that  the^morals  of  Brooklyn  are  in  such  excellent  keep- 
ing, and  the  shade  of  Shakespeare  is  to  be  congratulated  when  a 
board  of  self-appointed  critics  undertake  to  argue  the  fitness  of  the 
creation  of  his  genius,  as  they  would  test  the  qualities  of  sugar, 
guano  or  tobacco.  White  on  Shakespeare  was  rather  hard,  but 
what  was  he  to  Chittenden  ?  What  next  will  arise  to  give  notoriety 
to  the  Devoted  Tribe  of  the  House  of  Music  and  Drama,  Brooklyn' 
Long  Island,  N.  Y.,  U.  S.,  N.  A.  ?     Eh  ?  What  next.  ? 


OUR    BOOK    REVIEW. 

Grimm's  Popular  Tales.    First  and  Second  Series,  2  Vols.     Bos- 
ton :  Crosby  &  Nichols. 

In  these  moving  times,  when  people  are  but  too  much  inclined 
to  display  the  brow  of  perplexed  thought  when  it  would  be 
better  for  them  to  look  a  little  lively,  it  is  good  to  get  a  smile, 
now  and  then.  This,  Messrs.  Crosby  &  Nichols,  of  Boston,  have 
kindly  provided  for  their  friends,  in  their  handsome  edition  of 
Grimm's  famous  "German  Tales."  Depend  upon  it,  that  there  is 
many  a  smile,  albeit  a  Grimm  one,  lurking  between  the  leaves  of 
these  volumes,  which  are  adorned  with  clever  illustrations  by 
Wehnert  and  others. 

Lessons  in  Life.    By  Timothy  Titcomb.  1  Vol.    New  York  :  C. 
Scribner. 

Moie  of  the  sweet  than  of  the  bitter,  in  this  thoughtfully 
written  book  from  the  pen  of  the  author  of  "  Bitter  Sweet." 
Some  critics  have  impeached  Dr.  Holland  for  milk  and  water,  but 
we,  with  a  perspicacity  peculiar  to  us,  can  see  that  there  is  a  good 
deal  of  Spirit  in  Holland's  productions.  No  allusion  to  Hollands 
Gin. 

■ — ^ 

IMPOSSIBILITIES    OF     THE    FANCY    DRESS    BALL. 

Why  will  people  undertake,  when  going  to  Fancy  Dress  parties, 
to  represent  such  impossible  characters  as  "Morning,"  "  Evening," 
"Sunbeam,"  "Rainbow"  and  so  on?  What  makes  them  think 
that  they  can  look  like  a  time  of  day  or  a  set  of  prismatic  colors  ? 
Not  long  since  we  read  of  a  lady  who  filled  the  character  of  The 
"  Evening  News,"  a  journal  published  in  the  town  where  the  cir- 
cumstance occurred,  and  the  thought  immediately  struck  us  that 
after  that  we  may  expect  to  see  our  ball  rooms  thronged  with 
"Christmas  Day,''  "  Fourth  of  July,"  "  All  Fool's  Day,"  "A  pic- 
nic in  New  Jersey,"  "Orange  County  Milk,"  "Thunder  and  Light- 
ning," and  possibly  a  "  Heavy  Snow  Storm"  and  the  "  Burning  of 
Charleston.     All  of  which  would  be  interesting  and  quite  novel. 

Suppose  we  try  it.  ., 

-»_ 

The  "  Berdan"  of  our  Song. 

Sir  E.  Bulwer  Lytton  says  that  Democracy  is  the  only  True 
Leveller. 

Yes,  Sir  E !  and  that's  the  reason  why  America  produces  so 
many  first-rate  marksmen. 

» 

From  our  Night  Editor- 

"  I  don't  see  the  thimj  in  that  Light" — as  the  Owl  said  when 
the  Mouse  ran  into  the  Lantern. 
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HARDEE    MADE    EASY. 

EW  Year  brings 
with  it  a  century 
of  new  inventions 
in  the  destructive 
missile  way,  each 
appearing  more 
tastefully  adapted 
than  the  other,  for 
a  souvenir  of  the 
season.  What 
could  be  neater  for 
a  lady's  work- 
table  than  one  of 
those  miniature 
seven-bar  relied 
pistols,  with  their 
elegant  silver  and 
blue  steel  mount- 
ings, now  to  be 
seen  in  the  show- 
cases of  the  hard- 
ware merchants  ? 
Nothing,  indeed, 
unless  it  were  one  of  the  delicious  pearl-handled  daggers  that  grace 
he  same  repositories — aesthetic  weapons  such  as  a  Koman  mother 
might  pronounce  perfect  for  the  dispatch  of  business.  "Toy  not 
with  my  affections  !"  cried  a  hazel-eyed  Amazon  with  burnt-sienna 
hair,  to  whom  we  lately  presented  a  specimen  of  each  of  these 
toys.     We  left  her  presence  and  the  neighborhood. 

Looking  from  our  window  down  upon  the  back  yard  of  our  next- 
door  neighbor,  we  discerned  through  the  grey  mist  of  morn  a  brass 
cannon  about  fourteen  feet  long,  mounted  upon  a  carriage  with 
wheels  at  least  eight  feet  high.  Rushing  out,  we  called  hastily  for 
the  proprietor  of  that  messuage  or  dwelling-house,  and  were  in- 
formed that  he  had  just  gone  away  with  a  clam  wagon  to  the 
arsenal,  for  seven  or  eight  hundred  pounds  of  powder  to  load  the 
dreadul  engine  with.  It  was  a  New  Year's  gift  to  him  from  a  dear 
friend  in  the  trade.     We  have  changed  our  lodgings. 

Our  new  chambers  are  elegant,  and  the  house  has  a  tendency  to 
variety.  If  we  say  that  every  day,  and  most  of  the  nights  are 
checkered  like  a  draught  board,  we  merely  limit  ourselves  to  fact. 
The  young  man  with  the  pistols,  in  the  room  below,  has  fitted  up 
his  fire-place  for  a  target,  and  now  it  is  more  a  fire-place  than  ever, 
for  he  assiduously  blazes  away  at  it  from  dawn  until  dusk.  The 
young  man  with  the  swords  occupies  the  room  immediately  over 
ours.  He  is  of  industrious  habits,  and  six  hours  a  day  of  the 
sword  dance  must  qualify  him,  ere  many  months,  for  an  exhibition 
of  that  charming  performance  in  public.  The  young  man  with 
the  torpedo,  or  infernal  machine,  has  been  removed  by  the  land- 
lady into  the  basement,  as  she  "  guesses  she  sees  herself  a  sweeping 
powder  and  things  from  off  of  the  stairs  three  or  four  times  a  day 
after  him."  The  young  man  with  the  Irish  accent,  and  pike,  has 
fitted  up  a  stuffed  Saxon  oppressor  with  old  clothes  and  straw,  and 
is  "  giving  it  to  him"  with  great  vigor  as  we  write.  The  young 
man  with  the  tomahawk  plants  it  now,  with  great  precision,  in 
the  centre  of  our  door,  from  the  end  of  a  long  gallery,  nine  times 
out  of  ten.  The  young  man  with  the  crutch  has  had  a  sword 
blade  inserted  in  that  aid  to  the  understanding,  and  is  writing  a 
tract  about  raising  an  army  of  cripples.  The  young  man  with  the 
lance  bestrides  an  imaginary  war-steed,  and  is  practising  cavalry 
tactics  through  the  house  at  large. 

There  are  several  other  young  men  in  the  house,  all  suffering 
under  tne  infliction  of  Christmas  or  New  Year's  gifts  of  the  kind 
indicated  above  ;  but  we  will  not  enumerate  them  at  present. 


Southern  Sentiment- 


The  Richmond  Enquirer,  talking  about  the  "  Yankee  prisoners  of 
war"  in  that  city,  and  their  destitute  condition,  says  that  the 
Federal  government  should  have  made  it  a  binding  duty  to  clothe 
these  soldiers. 

To  our  somewhat  practical  Northern  mind  it  appears  that,  if  the 
poor  fellows  only  get  the  clothing,  they  won't  be  very  particular 
as  to  the  Binding. 


Pepper  Sauce. 

The  Times,  in  a  review  of  the  Herald's  "  Personal"  advertise- 
ments, calls  that  virtuous  journal  a  "spicy  paper." 

On  consideration  of  the  matter,  we  conclude  that  the  spice  of  the 
Herald  must  consist  chiefly  of  Cloves,  because  the  Cloven  foot  is 
seen  sticking  out  very  often,  and  the  proprietor  of  it  boasts  that  he 
lives  in  Clover. 


CABINET    CONVERSATION    PIECES. 
No.  2. 

Scene. — The  Cabinet  at  Washington. 

Present. —  T%e  President  and  Members  of  the  Cabinet,  in  extraor- 
dinary session.  Reporter  of  Vanity  Fair  seated  in  a  velvet  chair  at  a 
satin-wood  table,  with  a  six-inch  Regalia  between  his  teeth. 

President. — Bully  for  you '  Cameron  ;  I  hope  your  Christmas 
dinner  agreed  with  you. 

Sec.  of  War. — It  did,  sir,  thank  you.  I  wish  all  my  colleagues 
may  never  agree  with  me  worse  than  it  did.  How  much  better  a 
tonic  than  anybody's  bitters  in  the  consciousness  of  a  successful 
result.     Seen  the  soldiers  is  their  sky  blue  things,  yet  ? 

President. — Yes,  sir  :  and  things  are  looking  bluer  than  ever 
with  them.     Why  did  you  discard  the  dark  blue  pants  ? 

Sec.  of  War. — Saved  you  three-quarters  of  a  million  of  dollars 
in  the  cost  of  indigo,  by  the  change,  that's  all. 

President. — We  ought  to  grow  our  own  indigo,  by-the-bye  :  from 
its  very  name  it  should  be  Indigenous.  But  what  about  this  news 
from  Canada?  The  papers  from  Quebec  say — "  we  are  expecting 
the  Transports  every  hour. ' ' 

Sec.  of  War. — Expecting  the  Transports  !  expecting  Fits  from  us  ! 

President. — That's  about  the  size  of  it.  But  nothing  will  come 
of  it,  this  time,  we  had  better  believe.  Ex  Nilo  Nil  Fit,  as  the 
great  Napoleon  said  in  his  queer  Corsican  French,  when  he  slashed 
his  way  through  the  cavalry  of  the  swift  and  wily  foeman  at  the 
Battle  of  the  Nile. 

Sec.  of  State. — You  preserve  your  history  with  great  exactness, 
sir.  I  have  observed  that  memory  is  bountifully  bestowed  by 
Nature  upon  the  Western  kind  of  man. 

President. — Thank  you,  sir  :  but  we  have  our  Star  in  the  East, 
or  perhaps  N.  E.  by  N.,  too,  and  the  first  letter  of  his  name  is 
Bill  Seward. 

Sec.  of  State. — That  is  handsome,  indeed.  I  hope  the  Reporter 
for  Vanity  Fair  is  taking  a  note  of  that. 

Reporter. — 0  !  ain't  I,  just ! 

President. — Let  us  camp  down  a  little  about  this  English  ques- 
tion, now.     How  does  the  ice  look,  this  morning  ? — Dangerous  ? 

Sec.  of  Navy. — Air-holes  around,  I  guess.  Keep  the  outside 
edge,  though,  and  skate  slick  around  'em,  so  nobody  will  fall 
through. 

President. — You  did  not  quite  take  my  joke,  sir  :  when  I  made 
use  of  the  word  Ice,  it  was  with  direct  reference  to  the  Slidell 
business. 

Sec.  of  Treasury. — I  see  it,  though  ! — I  used  to  slide,  myself, 
when  a  boy,  and  think  it  firse-rate  for  the  Chest.  There's  nothing 
slouchy  about  my  Chest :  not  much  ! 

President. — But  the  talk  is,  how  the  British  Lion  roars.  Gentle- 
men, I  know  a  man,  a  Western  man,  at  that,  who  can  roar  the 
British  animal's  head  off,  and  is  ready  to  begin  at  a  short  notice. 
We  must  keep  plenty  of  roar  on  hand.  Families  are  invited  to 
send  in  their  orders. 

Sec.  of  the  Interior. — This  is  very  interesting  ;  this  is  pure  Saxon. 

President. — Gentlemen,  1  know  something  about  Lions,  I  do, 
Once,  as  I  was  coming  down  the  Huckymucky  river  on 
a  raft,  a  huge  Hon  came  to  the  edge  to  drink— a  reg- 
ular socdologer,  I  tell  you,  mostly  all  mane  and  roar.  When 
he  spied  me  out  in  the  river,  he  made  a  lunge  right  onto  the 
green-scummed,  rily  water,  thinking  it  was  a  pleasant,  mossy 
field,  and  me  a  victim  awaiting  him  on  a  platform  in  the  middle 
of  it.  Well,  I  guess  you  ought  have  seen  him  when  he  came  up, 
and  how  small  and  dirty  he  looked  with  his  mane  all  slicked  close 
down  as  he  loped  away  into  the  woods.  "Hooray!"  cried  I, 
hollering  after  him  as  he'ian,  "  that  comes  of  folks  treading  upon 
delicate  ground  !" 

Sec.  of  State. — That  is  the  best  lion  story  I  ever  heard.  It  takes 
the  spots  off  Androcles'  Lion. 

President. — I  was  not  acquainted  with  Andrew  Clay,  sir,  and 
am  glad  you  do  not  compare  his  lion  to  mine. 

Sec.  of  Navy. — Will  the  Executive  be  so  good  as  to  inform  us 
whether  any  communication  on  the  subject  of  that  Trent  business 
has  been  made  to  him  by  General  Scott  ? 

President. — I  have  had  communication  with  the  General,  sir  : 
I  said  to  him  ' '  How  are  you  General  Scott  ?"  Your  Stone  Fleet 
did  some  execution  at  Charleston,  Mr.  Welles,  but  might  have 
done  more.    Who  left  Maffit's  Channel  open — eh  ? 

Sec.  of  Navy. — I  thought  we  were  sitting  on  the  Trent  difficulty. 
What  does  Lord  Lyons  mean  by  importing  a  ship-load  of  tele- 
graphic cypher  from  England  ?  Is  all  correspondence  about  the 
Trent  difficulty  to  be  carried  on  in  telegraphic  cypher  ? 

President. — You  are  mixing  matters  up,  sir  :  Lord  Lyons  with 
mere  Cypher,  and  both  with  General  Scott.  I  think  we  had 
better  adjourn. 
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THE  PRESENT  AND  THE  FUTURE. 

ISIONS  have 
been  very  good 
to  us,  lately.  On 
Thursday  last, 
the  26th  of  De- 
cember, we  were 
present,  by  invi- 
tation, at  the im- 
pressive cere- 
mony of  laying 
the  corner-stone 
of  a  new  Court 
House  in  the  old 
Park.  Poor  new 
Court  House! 
with  all  its  Trials 
before  it,  like 
every  infantile 
thing  newly 
ushered  into  this 
vale  of  tears. 
Full  details  have 
been  given  by 
the  daily  papers 
of  this  interest- 
ing event,  with 
one  exception  as 
to  a  detail :  they 
forgot  to  men- 
tion that  the 
mortar  used 
upon  the  occa- 
sion was  made 
by  Mr.  Dennis 
Murtigan. 
Honor  to  whom 
honor  is  due. 

But  about  the 
visions,  which 
were  those  of  a 
remote  future;  and  they  arose  before  our  mind's  vision,  just  as 
about  a  bushel  and  a  half  of  New  York  journals,  various,  were 
shot  down  into  their  sepulchre  under  the  great  stone,  as  a  caution 
to  future  generations.  First,  we  saw  the  manifest  destiny  of  the 
edifice,  as  it  must  appear  after  an  indefinite  lapse  of  centuries  and 
of  its  building  materials  ;  and  very  severe  it  looked  in  its  ruin, 
preserving  an  outline  of  great  respectability  in  the  form  of  its 
fall. 

The  next  vision  that  appeared  to  us  was  that  of  a  very  fine 
looking  specimen  of  the  future  New  York  rowdy,  who  stood  by 
the  ruins  with  his  consort — a  charming  sample  of  the  futurity 
that  looms  for  that  progressing  class.  They  were  watching  some 
elegant  future  New-Yorko-Hibernians,  who  were  occupied  in  pry- 
ing up  the  great  old  corner  stone,  and  into  the  ancient  newspapers 
revealed  to  them  as  they  moved  it  from  its  position . 

"  How  much  we  have  to  be  thankful  for,  my  love,"  said  the  mild 
New  York  rowdy  of  the  future,  as,  after  having  hastily  skimmed 
over  the  vituperative  departments  of  three  or  four  of  the 
papers,  which  happened  to  be  the  leading  City  dailies  of  the  pres- 
ent day,  he  threw  them  from  him  in  disgust.  "  How  dreadful  a 
lot  life  must  have  been  in  an  age  when  the  dandlers  of  the  Public 
Baby  made  use  of  such  language  to  one  another  as  these  journals 
contain." 

"  That's  so,  dearest,"  replied  his  consort,  with  a  witching  smile  ; 
"but,  better  than  that — how  jolly  for  us  that  we  live  during  the 
venerable,  honored,  and  beautiful  middle-age  of  this  dear  old  fel- 
low here." 

And  so  saying,  she  drew  the  last  number  of  Vanity  Fair  for  the 
year  18G1  from  the  heap,  and,  folding  it  carefully  up,  and  placing 
it  in  her  bosom,  led  her  husband  joyously  away  with  the  sweetest 
abandon. 

And  then  the  last  vision  loomed  before  us.  It  was  the  ghost  of 
the  Senior  Editor  of  the  Iribune,  tearing  wildly  upon  a  weird 
hobby-horse  around  the  ruins  of  his  journal. 


The  only  true  Lever   by   whioh   John   Bull  can  ever  hops  to 
raise  the  blockade  for  his  Rebel  Conlederacy. 
Leave  her  to  her  fate. 


No  Winter,  yet. 


Our  General  Summary. 


PENDLETON. 

Vanity  Fair  is  averse  to  what  Mr.  Carlyle  has  designate  the 
Spouting-Wretch."  That  is  why  it  objects  to  Pendleton,  A.  C. 
from  Ohio.  Pendleton  spouts  with  a  fluency  and  vigor  seldom 
equalled,  except,  perhaps,  by  Bahnum's  White  Whale.  He  gave 
the  House  a  specimen  of  his  power  in  this  line  one  day,  lately.  It 
was  on  the  question — raised  by  Pendleton  himself — of  the  suspen- 
sion of  the  writ  of  habeas  corpus.  Pendleton  declared  that  Con- 
gress alone  has  the  power  of  suspending  that  privilege.  Pendleton 
thought  it  was  very  wicked  and  tyrannical  in  the  President  to  take 
upon  himself  the  responsibility  of  such  an  act.  Pendleton  took  up 
a  great  deal  of  valuable  time  in  venting  his  views  on  this  subject. 
His  speech  fills  two  closely  printed  columns  in  the  daily  papers. 
Pendleton  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  himself  on  this  account  alone, 
but  we  don't  suppose  he  is.  For  in  his  speech,  he  manifests  a  cheek 
incapable  of  blushing.     Just  listen  to  his  argument  : 

The  President,  according  to  Pendleton,  suspended  the  writ  of 
habeas  corpus  from  motives  of  ambition,  from  a  desire  to  do  away 
with  this  Kepublic  and  set  up  in  its  stead  a  Monarchy  of  which  he 
• — the  President,  not  Pendleton — should  be  chief  ruler.  Lincoln  et 
imperator  was  the  President's  idea,  according  to  this  worthy  con- 
gressman. The  schemes  of  the  would-be  Emperor  are  laid  bare 
with  a  ruthless  hand  by  the  gentleman  from  Ohio.  He  assures  us 
that  if  the  President  is  allowed  to  go  on  in  this  way  : 

"The  public  mind  will  become  degraded,  the  people  on  every  fresh  occasion 
for  the  exercise  of  this  power  will  yield  still  a  little  more  to  these  encroach, 
ments,  till  the  public  will  will  be  destroyed,  the  public  intellect  warp"d,  the 
national  character  tarnished,  and*tha  national  life  of  liberty  and  independence 
overthrown.  They  will  become  the  plaything  of  every  tyrant,  and  each  suc- 
cessive invasion  of  their  rights  will  tamely  submitted  to  until  all  appreciation  of 
independence  and  rights  and  freedom  is  forever  lost." 

After  this  precious  piece  of  "  blubber"  the  Spouter  gives  us  still 
another  wail.  He  sorrows  because  seditious  persons  have  been  put 
in  Fort  Lafayette  and  says  with  a  snivel  : 

"  Newspapers  have  been  suspended,  and  the  whole  power  of  the  government 
despotically  exercised  without  a  public  murmur." 

Had  Pendleton  any  interest  in  the  Daily  News,  we  wonder  ?  The 
above  fragment  sounds  extraordinarily  like  an  extract  from 
"  Brother  Ben's  Valedictory." 

Having  made  the  picture  of  our  subjugation  as  dismal  as  he  can 
conveniently,  Pendleton  proceeds  to  cheer  us  with  the  statement 
that  it  will  ever  be  thus,  that  we  shall  never  cease  to  bow  our  necks 
beneath  the  yoke  of  the  despot  and  that  the  bonds  of  oppression 
shall  be  stricken  from  our  limbs  only  at  the  end  of  time. 

This  is  indeed  melancholy  ! 

Totally  ignorant,  apparently,  of  the  fact  that  in  "this  yere" 
country  the  state  means  the  Republic  and  not  its  rulers,  Pendleton 
favors  us  with  the  following  : 

"No  free  nation  ought  ever  listen  for  a  moment  to  the  argument  of  state 
necessity.  The  history  of  those  people  who  have  been  so  deceived  is  written  in 
the  wreck  of  free  institutions.  It  is  marked  with  wrongs,  with  high  hopes 
destroyed,  and  noble  aspirations  violated  and  trampled  upon.  If  we  look  over 
the  pathway  of  desolation  thus  exposed  to  view,  we  may  easily  imagine  that  we 
see  the  spirit  of  American  independence  and  American  freedom  hovering  over 
this  day,  tearfully  praying  it,  too,  may  not  be  added  to  the  long  list  of  victims 
immolated  on  the  altar  of  state  necessity." 

This  "state  necessity"  is  Pendleton's  bugbear.  It  seems  to 
worrit  him.  Possibly  it  keeps  him  awake  nights.  At  all  events 
he  wants  it  stopped.  Stopped  "  speeedily."  Stopped  "now.', 
If  it  isn't  he  says  : 

"Ere  long  comes  the  mandate  to  surrender  to  military  power.  An  imperia 
throne  rises  on  the  ruins  of  an  overthrown  republic  ;  oaths  are  violated, 
liberties  swept  away  ;  rights  trampled  on,  and  a  nation  is  prostrated  in  the 
dust." 

It  strikes  us  that  we  have  had  something  very  like  this,  before. 
Not  only  in  the  valedictory  of  that  loyal  and  upright  gentleman, 
Hon.  Benjamin  Wood,  but  in  the  Proclamation  and  Messages  of 
Jeff.  Davis,  Gov.  Pickens  et  id  genus  omne.  The  latter,  we  remem- 
ber,, were  particularly  cantankerous  in  their  remarks  on  Mr.  Lin- 
coln for  the  same  reasons  that  Mr.  Pendleton  advances.  Went  so 
far,  we  believe,  as  to  call  him  "  a  bloated  despot."  The  fact  of 
the  suspension  of  the  writ  of  habeas  corpus  they  hailed  as  the  har- 
binger of  our  ruin.  They  thereupon  cavorted,  polemically,  in 
token  of  their  joy.  Mr.  Pendleton  doesn't  cavort  exactly,  but  in 
every  other  respect  he  imitates  the  speech  of  the  rebel  leaders. 
Is  Mr.  Pendleton  troubled  in  the  Breckinridge  way,  for  instance  f 

We  confess  we  are  very  much  surprised  that  this  worthy  gentle- 
man from  Ohio  should  get  himself  into  such  a  perspiration,  as  we^ 
as  lay  himself  open  to  the  charge  of  being  a  sympathizer  \vithtn 
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rebels,  when  we  find  him  in  another  part  of  his  speech  making  this 
admission  : 

"The  Constitution  provides  that  the  writ  of  habeas  corpus  shall  never  be  sus- 
pended except  in  cases  of  rebellion  or  invasion,  or  under  circumstances'when 
the  public  safety  demands  it." 

and  adding  : 

"  Who  shall  suspend  it?    That  is  the  question." 

This  is  indeed  ridiculous  ! 

Pendleton,  after  declaring  that,  if  the  writ  of  habeas  corpus  is 
ouspended,  we  shall  all  wear  the  tyrant's  chain,  finally  concedes 
that  the  Constitution  provides  for  such  suspension  in  times  like 
the  present,  and  acknowledges  that  the  only  question  is,  who 
shall  do  the  business  ? 

So  it  appears  that  this  aerated  person  from  Ohio  is  only  huffy 
because  the  President  "took  time  by  the  hair,"  (as  L.  Kossuth,  Esq., 
once  eloquently  remarked,)  and  suspended  the  writ  before  the 
assembling  of  Congress ! 

We  are  glad  to  record  here  that  Pendleton's  colleague,  Mr. 
Bingham,  administered  to  him  a  deserved  rebuke,  and  that  the 
House  smashed  P.  irretrievably  by  a  vote  of  108  against  26. 
Pendleton  had  better  spend  his  evenings  in  future  with  Dame 
Saulsburt  (Del.)  of  the  Senate.  If  the  old  ladies  are  disposed  to 
be  bacchic  we  can  recommend  flax-seed  tea  as  an  exhilarating 
beverage  to  persons  of  their  order  of  mind. 


A  SERIOUS    WORD    TO    EARL,    RUSSELL,  FROM  VANITY 
FAIR. 

My  Lord. — We  have  a  habit  you  are  not  much  accustomed  to,  of 
straight  talk,  and  honest  dealing  ;  so  you  need  not  be  amazed,  if 
we  speak  very  plainly  in  this  despatch. 

You  have  all  your  life  been  a  place-seeker,  or  a  place-holder. 
To  get  power  and  money,  you  have  always  turned  your  back  on 
your  friends,  and  let  your  Reform  Measures  go  to  the  dogs.  When- 
ever you  have  been  an  "out,"  and  any  American  Question  came 
up,  you  were  a  warm  advocate  of  our  Republic.  When  you  were 
an  "  in,"  you  changed  your  tone.  When  Liberty  was  at  stake  in 
a  foreign  nation,  or  at  home,  you  have  been  its  noisest  champion — 
if  an  "out."  If  an  "in"  you  have  done  your  best  to  crush  it  in 
Ireland,  Hungary,  D.aly,  Spain  and  Poland.  It  was  with  a  pang, 
that  you  saw  even  old  Greece  become  free.  For  half  a  century,  if 
an  "out,"  you  have  brawled  for  Freedom  and  Free  Governments ; 
if  an  "  in"  you  have  resorted  to  the  very  last  trick  to  keep  there. 
You  have,  if  an  "out,"  always  paraded  your  friendship  for  the 
United  States,  and  virulently  assailed  any  Tory  or  Conservative 
ministry.  "In,"  again,  you  first  veered,  then  hesitated,  then 
tacked,  and  then  attacked  us,  our  Government,  and  all  American 
things.  You  know  our  Republic  had  never  had  any  fair  play  from 
any  ministry  except  the  Tories  or  Conservatives.  All  Americans 
involuntarily  say  of  British  politicians  of  your  stripe.—"  Save  us 
from  our  friends  and  we  will  take  care  of  our  enemies."  But  you 
have  reserved  the  meanest  and  most  bare-faced  tergiversation  of 
your  public  life,  till  you  were  pressing  the  verge  of  your  mortal  exist- 
ence. After  pointing  a  thousand  times  with  exultation  to  our  great 
and  prosperous  Nation,  and  deploring  the  two  wars  England  waged 
against  us,  you  are  now  gloating  over  the  prospect  (as  you  deem  it) 
of  our  speedy  disruption  and  downfall.  After  hobnobbing  with 
every  abolitionist  and  feteing  every  run-away  American  negro  who 
managed  to  reach  England,  and  imploring  Britons  no  longer  to  use 
slave-grown  cotton  and  sugar — you  now  take  sides  with  the 
"  nigger-driving"  secessionists  of  the  Rebel  States,  who  are  trying 
to  break  down  freedom  in  America,  and  extend  the  area  of  that 
accursed  institution,  and  sanctify  the  revival  of  the  African  slave- 
trade.  You  are  threatening  war  against  the  United  States  unless 
we  will  surrender  two  intercepted  traitors,  on  their  way  to  your 
abolition  arms  and  sympathies,  the  chiefest  emissaries  which  the 
slavery  you  have  always  pretended  to  hate, could  send  to'your  shores! 

Oh  !  John  Russell  !  how  unworthy  is  all  this  of  the  descendant 
of  your  great  ancestor,  who  sealed  with  his  blood  on  the  scaffold 
his  life-long  devotion  to  the  cause  of  justice,  and  human  freedom. 
Why  must  you,  just  as  you  are  ending  your  career,  rob  your  proud 
name  of  that  ancient  halo  which  gathered  around  it,  by  expending 
your  last  efforts  in  trying  to  blot  out  free  Government,  for  which 
the  Founder  of  your  race  so  nobly  died,  and  perpetuating  on  our 
virgin  soil  African  Slavery  ?  which  the  world  is  clamoring  to  see 
blotted  out  ? 

My  Lord,  do  you  plead  that  the  necessity  of  slave-grown  cotton, ' 
calls  for  so  dastardly  a  betrayal  by  yourself  of  all  the  souvenirs  of 
your  life  ?  and  will  you,  to  accomplish  this  purpose,  trample  on  all 
the  canons  of  International  law  and  become  public  robbers  and 
go  and  steal  this  cotton  ?    If  you  attempt  it  would  you  succeed  ? 


How  much  cotton  would  you  get  before  your  ministry  went  down  ? 
Before  you  lost  a  market  for  your  commerce  with  23.000.000  free- 
men ?  Before  our  bread  stuffs,  which  are  now  keeping  the  wolf 
away  from  British  doors,  would  reach  your  shores  ?  Before  bread 
riots  would  occur  throughout  the  British  Islands  which  would  make 
you  turn  pale  ?  Before  all  seas  would  swarm  with  our  privateers — 
now  twenty  fold  more  numerous  than  in  1812,  when  you  found 
them  too  fleet  and  two  strong  for  you  ?  Before  you  encountered  in 
addition  to  2  000.000  of  our  native  soldiers  and  sailors,  half  a  mil- 
lion of  adopted  citizens — able  bodied  men,  formerly  British  Subjects 
and  burning  to  avenge  the  wrongs  of  centuries  inflicted  on  their 
devoted  island  ? 

My  Lord,  do  you  plead  that  the  exigencies  of  statesmanship 
demand  that  you  should  turn  the  arms  of  the  earth  against  you  ? 
Do  you  suppose  that  Napoleon  would  lose  such  a  chance,  for 
avenging  Waterloo?  or  Russia  for  taking  Constantinople?  or  all 
despotisms  for  crushing  your  supremacy,  or  all  the  Peoples  of 
Europe  for  crushing  monarchy  ? 

It  would  seem  that  England  should  be  willing,  at  least,  to  let  us 
manage  our  domestic  affairs,  since  she  has  incurred  a  quarter  of 
her  National  Debet  in  interfering  with  them.  That  she  should 
not  now  take  to  her  arms  "  the  foul  corpse  of  African  Slavery  on 
our  soil,"  when  it  cost  her  five  hundred  million  dollars  to  get  rid  of 
it  in  her  own  territories  !  Should  not  the  Founder  of  Modern 
Liberty  be  glad  to  see  how  prosperously  the  brood  of  her  young 
eagles  had  founded  an  empire-home  in  the  New  World's  forests, 
and  not  writhe,  and  chafe,  and  bark  at  and  hawk  at  our  nest,  till 
she  could  come  here  and  tear  it  to  pieces  ? 

The  time  had  gone  by,  we  hoped  when  England  our  own  mother 
would  try  to  become  our  step-mother  !  Why  could  she  not  have 
been  proud  in  the  pride  of  her  daughter,  and  let  her  wear  the 
jewels  she  had  herself  so  nobly  won  ?  And  yet  malicious  people 
say  that  England  acts  like  some  old  dame,  who,  after  parting  with 
the  title  to  a  daughter's  estate,  feels  that  she  has  still  some 
reserved  right  left,  to  interfere  in  what  no  longer  concerns  her  ; 
and  casts  now  and  then  an  envious  glance  at  beauty  yet  unshriv- 
elled,  and  conquests  forever  beyond  her  reach. 

Can  it  be  my  Lord,  that  such  unworthy  feelings  as  these  can 
now  enter  your  heart  as  an  English  Statesman  ?  We  cannot  be- 
lieve it.  Can  you  desire  to  put  one  more  great  trouble  on  the 
heart  of  your  beloved,  widowed  queen  ?    We  cannot  believe  it. 

My  Lord  !  You  should  be  engaged  in  doing  some  good  to  the 
people  of  your  own  empire,  rather  than  m  trying  to  hurt  a  great, 
a  kindred  and  a  friendly  Nation.  After  attempting  so  long  to  be 
a  statesman,  do  not  finish  by  being  only  a  ministerial  bully. 

ffottiijj  guv. 


The  Southern  Turf." 


With  the  above  heading,  the  Herald  gives  an  article  from  the 
New  Orleans  Picayune,  on  the  subject  of  races  lately  got  up  under 
the  auspices  of  the  "  Metairie  Jockey  Club." 

Now,  our  opinion  with  regard  to  the  Southern  Turf  is  this  ; 
that  if  the  great  Rebel  Race  could  be  run  under  instead  of  on  the 
Southern  Turf,  or  any  other  turf,  it  would.be  something  for  the 
newspapers  to  notice  in  a  cheerful  obituary. 


A  Port  always  open  to  John  Bull. 

Among  items  of  news  from  Europe,  we  find  it  stated  that  : 

"  Portugal  inclines  towards  England,  as  was  to  be  expected." 

Of  course  it  was.  Anybody  who  has  ever  observed  the  fine 
fruity  complexion  of  John  Bull's  nose,  must  be  easily  persuaded 
to  believe  that  Portugal  "  inclines"  toward  that  vinous  old  person 
■ — "  and  a  market." 


Acrobatic. 

Regretting  the  approaching  departure  of  Mr.  William  Hanlon, 
a  City  paper  alludes  to  a  blighted  hope  that  the  daring  young 
athletic  would  have  remained  "  stationary"  among  us. 

Under  all  the  circumstances,  would  not  "  Zampilla?rostationary" 
have  been  a  neater  word? 


What  Plant  should  be  worn  as  an  emblem  on  New  Year's  Day  ? 
Any  one  of  the  Multicaules. 


British  Colors. 


A  Neutral  Tint. 


VANITY    FAIR. 


VANITY      FAIR, 

A    JOURNAL     OF     WIT,     SATIRE    AIVDD     HUMOR, 

ILLUSTRATED    BY 

THE    BEST    AMERICAN    COMIC    ARTISTS. 

With  the  present  number,  we  commence  the  FIFTH  VOLUME  of  this  popular  Journal,  which  is  allowed 
in  all  quarters  to  be  the  best  Humorous  Periodical  yet  produced  in  the  UNITED  STATES. 

WRITERS    OF    WELL    KNOWN    ABILITY 

will  continue   to  contribute  to  the  pages  of  YANITY  FAIR. 

POETICAL    CONTRIBUTIONS, 

levelled   at  the  follies  of  the  day,  or  showing  up  the  abuses  existing  in  all  manner  of  PUBLIC  DEPARTMENTS, 
Civil  as  well  as  Military,  will  appear  from  time  to  time  in  our  columns. 

CARTOONS, 

or   Pictures  of  Political  Characters  and  Events,  giving  curious  and  Facetious  interpretations  of 

THINGS    AS    THEY    ARE, 

As  well  as 

THINGS    AS    THEY    OUGHT    TO    BE, 
Will,  as  hitherto,  be  a  regular  feature  of  our  Journal. 

SUBSCRIBERS   TO  VANITY  FAIR 

will  find   it  a  pleasant  medium  of  instruction  upon  the  Current  Topics  of  the  Social  and  Political  World.     No 
pains  will  be  spared  to  make  it  a  vehicle  for  the  castigation  of 

The   FrancTnlent    Jobber, 

Tlie    Rapacious  Contractor, 

The    Flagitious   ^Politician, 

And  the   Seditions   Abettor   of*  Secession. 

In  addition  to  these  features,  each  number  will  contain  sharp  allusions,  with  Pen  and  Pencil,  to  the  social 
events,  humors  and  lapses  of  the  community  at  large. 

UNION    AND    THE     CONSTITUTION 

IS  OUR  MOTTO; 

A   ROD   IN  PICKLE  FOR   ALL  WHO    DESERVE   IT, 

AND 
A  WORD  IN  AID    OF   ALL  WHO    NEED   AND   ARE   WORTHY   OF  IT. 

These  are   the  principles  of  VANITY  FAIR. 

For  terms  of  Subscription,  etc ,  see  the  second  page  of  this  number. 


VANITY    PAIE. 


TO  THE  PUBLIC. 


When  the  Cavours,  the  Douglasses  and  Prince  Albert's  die  in  their  prime,  be  sure.it  was  not  want  of  fatality,  but  the  want  of 
correct  principles  of  Medical  practice.  In  each  of  these  cases  a  few  doses  of  Brandreth's  Pills,  would  infallibly  have  cured  the  patient, 
Yes,  I  say  infallibly,  and  I  know  what  I  am  saying,  and  can  produce  evidence  to  establish  what  I  assert. 

Often  in  youth,  just  as  we  suppose  ourselves  fitted  to  fill  some  position  of  honor  and  profit,  we  find  ourselves  attacked  by  a  supposed 
incurable  disease.  Such  was  the  case  of  a  young  man  whose  remarkable,  cure  deserves  more  than  a  passing  notice.  He  had  entered 
upon  professional  duties,  when  he  found  his  energies  neutralized  by  a  continual 

Gnawing,  Dragging,  Dull,  Heavy  Pain  in  his  Left  Side. 

He  consulted  an  eminent  physician,  who  sounded  his  chest,  lungs,  and  abdomen.  Over  the  region  of  the  pain  was  a  dull  sound,  not  like 
the  ringing  one  over  the  other  parts.  He  inquired  the  meaning  of  that  dull  sound,  and  was  informed  that  it  might  be  an  adhesion  of  the 
lung  to  the  libs.  "Is  it  curable  ?"  "Sometimes,"  was  the  serious,  ominous  answer.  He  went  to  a  college-mate  who  was  a  doctor.  His 
friend  examined  him  and  gave  his  opinion  that  it  was  dropsy  of  the  pericardium  or  sac  or  bag  in  which  the  heart  moves,  "Is  that 
curable?"  "It  is  not  supposed  curable;  but  I  believe  Nature's  constant  tendency  is  towards  a  cure,  and  the  object  of  art  is  to  remove 
the  cause  of  disease — that  is,  to  free  nature  from  those  morbid  matters  that  hinder  its  action.  Go  to  Dr.  Brandreth;  he  will  tell  you 
that  his  Pills  will  aid  Nature  to  bring  about  a  cure — and  they  may  do  so."  This  young  man  came;  was  ordered  through  a  course  of  Pills, 
to  be  followed  by  another  in  a  few  days.  He  was  admonished  that,  should  he  feel  intense  pain  in  the  locality  of  the  disease  at  any  time, 
to  take  five  Pills  every  four  hours  until  the  pain  somewhat  abated,  and  to  drink  very  plentifully  of  linseed  tea,  or  Indian  meal  or  oat- 
meal gruel,  or  any  other  warm,  innocent,  cooling,  lubricating  drink.  The  pain  did  become  intense  after  some  few  weeks'  use  of  the  Pills, 
and  the  above  advice  was  strictly  followed.  When  twenty  Pills  had  been  taken,  and  from  twelve  to  fourteen  hours  from  the  attack  of 
the  intense  pain,  something  gave  way  in  the  region  of  the  heart  with  a  sound  like  that  of  a  pistol-snap.  He  laid  his  hand  on  his  side, 
and  thought  he  was  about  to  die,  but  he  sunk  off  into  a  sweet  and  quiet  sleep,  little  thinking  that  he  was  cured  of  a  supposed  incurable 
affection;  but  it  was  so.  He  slept  for  ten  hours,  and  then,  though  weak,  got  up  and  completely  dressed  himself.  He  found  he  did  not 
favor  the  side.  True,  there  was  some  soreness,  but  the  heavy,  dragging  pain  was  all  gone.  In  a  few  days  he  found  his  energies,  spirits, 
and  health  all  restored,  and  he  realized  he  was  a  sound  man. 

A  Cure  of  Pain  in  the  Right  Side. 

Dr.  B.  Brandreth. 

Dear  Sir, — Out  of  respect  to  you  for  your  Pills,  and  above  all,  for  the  good  of  mankind,  I  send  you  this  short  notice  of  my  case.  I 
suffered  for  two  years  with  a  severe  pain  in  my  right  side,  which  was  declared  to  proceed  from  the  liver  by  two  celebrated  physicians  of 
this  city,  whose  remedies  I  used,  but  without  effect.  Finding  myself  constantly  growing  worse,  I  was  advised  to  take  your  Vegetable 
Universal  Pills,  which  immediately  relieved  me.  But  after  having  taken  them  for  two  weeks,  I  felt  one  of  my  old  attacks.  I  then 
consulted  you,  as  you  well  remember,  and  you  ordered  me  to  bed,  and  to  take  four  Pills  every  two  hours  until  the  pain  should  entirely 
cease ;  which  I  believe  was  most  excellent  advice,  for  I  could  scarcely  breathe  or  endure  the  least  movement  of  my  body,  so  acute  was 
the  pain.  After  the  first  dose  of  the  Pills,  the  pain  grew  worse;  then  I  took  seven  Pills,  and  continued  taking  them  in  doses  of  seven, 
until  I  had  taken  thirty- five,  when  I  felt  a  sharp  pain  as  if  a  hot  iron  passed  through  my  side,  and  soon  after  I  passed  a  kind  of  fleshy 
substance,  in  appearance,  when  I  felt  relieved,  though  the  pain  did  not  entirely  cease  for  a  week.  I  am  now  perfectly  cured,  and  enjoying 
the  best  of  health,  being  wholly  a  new  man,  able  to  breathe  and  walk  about  as  well  as  ever. 

I  remain,  sir,  your  most  thankful  BENJ.  EVANS, 

172  Broome  Street,  New  York. 

Thousands  like  the  above. 

The  above  case  is  a  type  of  thousands,  but  how  different  the  termination  ! 
Widows  and  orphans  suffer  the  sad  consequences  which  Brandreth's  Pills  could  often  prevent, 
which  a  few  months'  use  of  these  Pills  would  have  restored  to  soundness. 


Limbs  are  removed  with  great  skill 


Epilepsy  Cured. 

Dr.  Brandreth.  New  York,  July  8,  1857. 

Sir, — A  boy  of  mine  was  subject  to  Fits  from  his  infancy.  His  case  was  considered  hopeless  by  the  doctors,  who  thought  he 
would  be  subject  to  them  for  life.  After  they  had  given  him  up,  I  was  recommended  to  try  your  Pills,  and,  without  much  faith,  did  try 
them,  according  to  your  printed  directions.  Four  years  ago  I  commenced  giving  them  to  him,  and  to  my  great  joy  ar)d  relief,  he  has  had 
but  one  return  only  of  his  affliction  since.     I  consider  him  now  perfectly  cured. 

The  extraordinary  benefit  they  did  him,  makes  me  always  recommend  them  to  my  friends,  and  I  would  be  glad  that  everybody  knew 
their  value.  The  case  was  the  wd"rst  possible ;  he  would  have  been  helpless  and  almost  uselesssly  unfit  for  any  kind  of  business,  from  the 
length  and  severity  of  each  attack— often  lasting  a  whole  night,  and  leaving  him,  for  two  or  three  days  afterwards,  entirely  prostrate 
from  weakness.  Every  kind  of  treatment  was  also  externally  applied  that  was  professionally  advised.  You  may  therefore  judge  what 
good  reason  I  have  for  letting  you  have  this  statement  in  acknowledgment  for  the  benefit  received,  and  for  the  purpose  of  letting  those  who 
may  be  hesitating  under  similar  circumstances  have  my  testimony  in  confirmation  of  the  reliability  of  other  certificates,  and  perfect 
confidence,  like  myself,  in  the  value  of  the  Pills.  Yours,  respeetfully,  JOHN  WEBB, 

18  Beekman  Street,  New  York. 

I  can  refer  to  numbers  of  persons  cured  of  Fever  and  Ague,  Rheumatic,  Typhoid  and  other  fevers,  even  yellow  and  spotted. 
Any  person  who  desires  evidence  shall  be  furnished  with  it  without  stint.  We  can  prove  that  BRANDRETH'S  PILLS  PURIFY  THE 
BLOOD,  and  that  in  doing  so,  they  cure  or  modify  every  disease.  Oh,  that  the  world  sufficiently  appreciated  their  curative  qualities. 
There  would  be  fewer  widows  and  children  weeping  for  lost  fathers. 

Brandreth's  Pills  and  Simple  Maladies. 

But  while  they  cure  extreme  cases,  they  are  equally  adapted  for  every  affection.  If  you  are  sick,  use  them.  _  Suppose  your  child  is 
sick — bowels  costive,  and  out  of  sorts  generally.  Give  one,  two,  or  three;  if  no  improvement  takes  place,  continue  the  Pills.  Ten  or 
even  twenty  won't  hurt  the  child,  but  not  being  used  your  child  may  die. 

It  is  tbe  doubtful,  the  timid  that  suffer  in  sickness,  die  or  have  a  tedious  time,  while,  the  courageous  and  bold,  take  a  good  dose  of 
Pills  and  get  well  at  once. 

While  you  are  in  pain,  have  debility  or  in  any  way  not  in  possessionof  health,  USE  BRANDRETH'S  PILLS.  They  will  restore  you, 
because  they  have  affinity  for  the 

Subject  Matter  of  Disease. 

and  remove  it  from  the  body.    No  man  can  appreciate  them  sufficiently  until  he  has  tried  them.      Their  merits  surpass  all  eulogy  and 
must  be  used  to  be  properly  valued.    Sold  at  294  Canal  st.,  and  No.  4  Union  Square,  and  by  respectable  dealers. 


twt 


A  BEAUTIFUL  LITTLE  MICROSCOPE. 


Magnifying  small  objects  500  times,  will  be  mailed  to  any  address,  on   the  receipt  of  25  cents,  in  silver,  and  I  red  Stamp.     Five  of  different 
powers,  free  of  postage.     $1.    Addres  F.  BO  WEN,  Lock  Box,  114,  Boston,  Mass. 

THE  AGENT  OF  VANITY  FAIR  IN  LONDON,  ENGLAND,  is  JOHN  ADAMS  KNIGHT,  Publisher  of  the  "London  American,"  No.  100 
Fleet  stTeet.    The  trade  will  be  supplied  and  subscriptions  received  at  his  office.     Single  copies  also  for  sale. 
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OLD    MOTHER    BULL    TO    LITTLE    SECESIL 
"  Gar  up,  you  diety  boy  :  get  up  akd  wash  the  BLACK  off  and_  make  yourself  look  decent,  and  waybe  I'll  'elp  you  by  and  by  I' 


VANITY    FAIE. 


THE   READERS    OF 
VANITY  FAIR 

WILL   BEAR   IN   MIND   THAT 

E.     ANTHONY, 

501    BROADWAY, 

(Three  doors  from   the   St.  Nicholas  Hotel,) 
is 

HEAP     QUARTERS  FOR 
PHOTOGRAPHIC    ALBUMS. 

STEROSCOPIC    VIEWS, 

AND 

CARTE    DE    VISITE     PHOTO- 
GRAPHS OF  CELEBRITIES. 

It  will  be  unwise  to  buy  before  seeing  his 
assortment 

Soldier's  special   No- 
tice. 

Do  vour  duty  to  yourselves,  protect  your 
health,  use  HOLLOWAY'S  PILLS  AND 
OINTMENT.  For  Wounds,  Sores,  Bowel 
Complaints,  and  Fevers,  they  are  a  perfect 
safeguard.  Full  directions  how  to  use  them 
with  every  box.     Only  25  cents.  210 
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THE    WHOLE     YEAR 

FOR 

$1.00 

THE    YOUNG  FOLKS    LHvE 

MERRY'S 

MUSEUM 

Better  than  any  other  Dollar 
Magazine,  because  it  contains 
the  best  Stories,  Instructive 
Articles,  Illustrations,  Puzzles 
etc. 

PARENTS    LIKE  MERRY'S 
MUSEUM. 

Because  it  adds  to  Home  Plea- 
sures, and  is  of  the  most 
healthful  moral  tone. 

TEACHERS    LIKE    MERRY'S 
MUSEUM, 

Because  it  teaches  children  to 
think,  and  aids  them  in  their 
studies  by  Special  Articles 
pertaining  to  their  lessons. 

It  is  just  the  thing  for  a 
Holiday  Present.  The  Forty- 
third  Volume  commences  Jan- 
uary 1st. 

A  fine  Steel  Engraved  Por- 
trait of  Aunt  Sue  in  the  Jan- 
ary  number. 

One  Dollar  a  Year.  Single 
Copies  Ten  Cents. 

J-N.  STEARNS, 

Publisher, 
111  Fulton  street,  N.  Y. 


IMPORTANT! 

All  articles  for  soldiers  should 
sent  by 
HARNPEN'S  EXPRESS,  74  Broadway 
As    they   charge    ONLY   HALF 
RATES.     They   send   to    Port   Royal, 
Baltimore,    »»si  iiubin.  Fortress  Mon. 
roe,     Hatteras     Inlet,     Sandy 
Hook  and  all  other  places  daily 
at  12:130,  1:30,  and  4:45  P.  M. 
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TACK  HOUSE'S 

OLEATE  OF  ROSES. 


A  most  superior  and  efficacious  remedy  for 
the  prevention  and  cure  of  chapped  lips  and 
hands,  and  all  inflamed  and  irritated  surfaces. 
Ladies  will  find  by  its  use  that  it  will  keep 
.their  lips  and  hands  as  soft  as  velvet.  It 
heals  like  magic — say  those  who  have  used 
it.     Prepared  only  by 

DAVID  L.  STACKHOUSE, 

Chemist  and  Druggist, 

Handel  and  Haydn  Hall, 
Hth  and  Green  sts.,  PHILADLLPH  I  A 


Skates  25  cents  to  25  dollars.  Everything  in  the 
skating  line,  (except  ponds)  to  suit  all  ages,  sexes, 
^tastes  and  purses.  CONOVER  &  WALKER,  474 
Broadway,  N.  Y.  Out  of  town  orders  attended  to 
carefully  and  promptly. 


Editors    throughout    the    Country 

Who  have  received  this  paper  for  ONE  YEAR,  will  please  insert  the  following— NOTICE  AND 
TERMS — THREE  TIMES  in  their  advertising  columns,  and  send  marked  copies  of  the  papers  con- 
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KANTANQUERO  DE  BOOM-J ING-JIM  ; 

— OR — 

THE  WRATH   OF    THE  REBEL   RIVAL. 

A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  WAR. 
By  McArone. 


CHAPTER    V. 

At  the  close  of  the  last  chapter,  Peter  was  about  to  receive  his 
discharge  from  a  large  and  vindictive  cannon.  The  gunner,  as  we 
there  stated,  applied  the  match  to  the  priming,  but  we  neglected 
to  mention  the  fact  that  he  forgot  to  light  it  first  ...  a  fact  that 
must  have  made  a  very  great  difference  in  Peter's  condition. 

"  You  haven't  lit  your  match,  you  old  bloke  !''  exclaimed  one  of 
the  soldiers  to  the  gunner. 

"Sure  'nough,"  replied  that  worthy.  "Bill,  go  fetch  some 
fire." 

Fortunately  for  Peter,  Bill  was  absent  some  time,  and  before  he 
returned,  Polk  reeled  along  that  way. 

"  Wass  a-doin'  ?"  he  enquired,  rather  indistinctly. 
"  Goin'  to  blow  up  a  Yankee  spy,  General,"  said  the  gunner. 
"Damspy  !  Giv'm'  thunder  1" 

"General!"  squeaked  Peter,  "it's  me!  Don't  go  back  on  a 
feller !" 
"  0  !  Pe-ee-eeter  !  Zat  you  ?  whadev'l  doin'  there  ?" 
Peter  hastened  to  expiain,  and  the  General  immediately  had  him 
set  at  liberty,  The  boys  were  thus  chiseled  out  of  their  fun  ...  or 
would  have  been,  if  they  hadn't  caught  a  blind  nigger  who  hap- 
pened to  be  passing,  and  who  answered  very  well  for  shooting  pur- 
poses. 

"  Like  to'ncourage  boys  'nbein'  frisky,"  remarked  the  Reverend 
General  ;  "  makes  'em-makem-makem-plucky  !" 

While  all  this  was  transpiring  in  the  stronghold  of  the  Rebels. 
Don  Rantanquero  de  Boom-jing-jing  was  busy  at  Richmond,  in  his 
camp  there,  laying  plans  for  the  further  prosecution  of  the  cam- 
paign. He  was  greatly  troubled  by  the  swarm  of  negroes  that 
nocked  to  his  quarters,  mostly  suffering  for  freedom  and  rum. 
Accordingly,  he  sent  to  the  President  for  instructions  as  to  how  he 
should  deal  with  them. 

He  received  the  following  reply  : 

General-Colonel-Major-Captain-Lieutenant-Sergeant  de  Boom- 
jing-jing  • — The  subjoined  extract  from  the  President's  late  Message 
provides  for  the  difficulties  of  which  you  complain.         Simeron. 

Sec.  War  Dep. 
[Extract]. — "All  persons  in  disloyal  States,  which  is  held  to 
service,  or  otherwise,  by  others,  will  not  be  held,  by  such,  to  any 
service  except  where  such  others  is  not  residents  of  loyal  States. 
Therefore,  all  such  persons,  not  hitherto  otherwise  held,  shall  be 
considered  subject  to  the  above  decision,  and  dealt  with  according." 
War  Department  j  w-     g> 

Washington,  Dec. — th.  j  &*  <&* 
The  Don  read  this  through  carefully,  and  gave  orders  to   his 
pickets  to  shoot  all  niggers  who  tried  to  enter  the  lines. 
He  had  no  further  trouble  with  them. 

As  he  was  busy,  most  of  the  time,  he  had  little  opportunity  to 
know  what  was  going  on  in  camp,  and  the  soldiers,  knowing  he 
would  be  mad,  concealed  from  him  the  escape  of  Peter  for  a  long 
time. 

Glorianna  remained  in  Washington,  the  idolized  belle  of  the 
salons.  She  had  been  much  worried  about  Peter,  and  afraid  of 
him  ;  but  now  that  she  imagined  him  safely  locked  in  the  donjon- 
keep  of  her  husband' 8  guard-tent,  she  felt  secure,  and  got  quite 
fleshy. 

One  night,  when  the  rain-laden  tempest  whirled  and  howled 
about  the  old  baronial  hall  with  fearful  fierceness,  and  the  keen 
lightning  cut  the  ebon  night  in  twain,  with  following  thunders 
like  the  wreck  of  matter,  the  crash  of  worlds  or  Mr.  N.  B.  Clarke's 
stage-gong,  that  he  used  to  pound  so  savagely  at  Nixon's  in  the 
final  tableaux,  when  the  red  fire  was  to  be  lighted  .  .  .  one  night, 
we  repeat,  when  it  was  very  stormy,  Glorianna,  snuggled  peace- 
fully down  in  bed,  dreamed  of  her  gay  and  gallant  lord,  far  off  in 
vile  Virginia,  fighting  the  battles  of  his  own  his  native  land. 

Suddenly  a  dark  form  appeared  at  the   window,  with  an   um- 
brella .  .  . 
A  streak  of  lightning  revealed  this  form  and  awoke  Glorianna. 
"  Who's  there  ?''  gasped  she. 


"  'Tis  I !"  said  Peter,  springing  into   the  chamber,  followed  by 
forty  horsemen,  all  clad  in  complete  armor. 


"  A vaunt!"  shrieked  the  terrifieil  girl,  realizing  the  impropriety 
of  the  intrusion  ;  "  avaunt,  base  sleuth-hound  and  vassal  !  1  hate 
thee  !  I  loathe  thee  !  I ...  ha !  ha  !  ha!" 

Her  reason  tottered  upon  its  throne. 

Mrs.  de  Boom-jing-jing,"  said  Peter  sternly,  "  calm  yourself. 
Frown  not  upon  me,  and  all  will  be  well.  I  come  to  bear  you  to 
the  sunny  scenes  of  the  seceshed  South.     Don't  you  want  to  go  f" 

The  light  of  intelligence  faded  from  her  eyes.  She  laughed  a 
wild  incoherent  grin. 

"  No,  no,  no  ;"  sighed  she,  "a  high-heeled  rocking-chair  went 
up  the  sun  for  me.  'How  now?'  says  the  left-handed  meat-saw. 
The  mat  has  worn  ankle-jacks  too  long.     Give  bail !" 

"  This  is  bad,"  said  Peter  ;  "  but  it  can't  be  helped,  now.  I 
s'pose  she's  crazy.  Let's  kerry  her  off  before  she  makes  a  row. 
Lady,"  continued  he,  "  but  smile  as  thou  wert  wont  to  smile. 
What  thongh  I  seem  no  carpet-knight,  I  do  assure  you  that  I  like 
you  much.  Then  come  with  me  to  Savannah,  or  Mobile.  I'll 
make  a  lady  of  you  !" 

"  No,  no,  no,"  sighed  she  ;  "  the  boiled  ghost  cured  my  lover,  and 
down  he  sat,  on  iron  pyrites  and  soap.  Will  nothing  do?  Nothing, 
save  a  little  number  four  grind-stone,  with^ragged  edges  to  beat  off 
the  almonds ." 

"  She's  putty  derned  crazy,"  remarked  one  of  Peter's  horsemen. 

"  She  are,"  said  Peter. 

"  Now  let  me  tell  you,  Colonel,"  continued  Glorianna,  softly  and 
pensively  ;  "  he  died  of  scarlet  measles,  and  the  square-toed  pip. 

'  She  loved  him  well,  ah  welladay, 

And  he  was  fair  to  see  ; 
So  they  were  wed  one  morn  in  May, 

With  their  chip  chow,  cherry  chow ;  fol  de  riddle  dee  !' 

When  the  patient  was  buried,  they  all  asked  him  how  he  felt. 
'  Bully,  thank  you  !'  says  the  pigeon-hawk.  What  will  you,  merry 
gentlemen  ?" 

"This  is  indeed  melancholy,"  said  Peter  ;  "and  ef  the  Don 
knowed  it,  he'd  give  me  the  awfullest  whalin'  you  ever  see !" 

"  Hadn't  we  better  leave,  on  the  quiet,  you  know?"  asked  one 
of  the  soldiery  ;  "  mebbe  the  husband  might  take  the  law  of  us." 

"  Slave  !  be  still !"  cried  Peter,  nerving  himself  up  and  taking 
a  chaw  of  tobacco  ;  "  seize  her,  and  bear  her  away  !  Follow  me  ! 
To  falter  is  to  fail !" 

So  the  once  brilliant  and  well-educated  Glorianna,  now  crazy  as 
a  coot,  was  borne  out  of  the  window,  down  a  rope-ladder,  and 
carried  to  a  flat-boat  on  the  Potomac.  The  sails  were  spread,  the 
anchor  was  hoisted,  and  the  gallant  bark  danced  joyously  athwart 
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HUMORS 


WAR. 


When  the  order  is  given,  each  man  will  feel  his  neighbor  with  his  elbow." 

Hardee's  Tactics. 


Miraculous  Escape. 
One  of  the  New  York  pilot  boats  lately 
picked  up,  off  Sandy  Hook,  an  India-rubber 
bag  containing,  as  we  are  told  by  the  daily 
papers,  "  a  large  number  of  Heralds,  Times, 
Tribunes,  Suns  and  Worlds  of  December 
27." 

How  the  bag  could  have  remained  afloat, 
with  such  a  lot  of  dead  weight  in  it,  was  a 
puzzle  to  us,  until,  having  made  inquiries 
in  the  proper  quarter,  we  ascertained  that 
there  was  one  copv  of  Vanity  Fair  in  the 
assortment.  To  this  circumstance,  doubtless, 
the  Happy  Family  above  referred  to  owed  its 
miraculous  escape. 


Spirit  of  the  Day. 

A  correspondent  of  one  of  the  Philadel- 
phia journals,  speaking  of  New  Year's  Day, 
says  :  "The  day  was  generally  observed  in 
the  Spirit  for  which  New  York  is  famous." 

This  will  be  pleasing  to  the  young  Bour- 
bons now  serving  in  our  army. 


A  Black  Joke. 

It  is  stated  that  cotton  is  about  to  be  cul  - 
tivated  extensively  in  the  Sandwich  Islands  . 
If  the  negro  is,  indeed,  a  descendant  from 
Ham,  he  ought  now  to  find  plenty  of  em- 
ployment among  the  Sandwichers. 


Strange  Coincidence. 

It  is  a  singular  fact  that  Messrs.  Mason 
and  Slidell,  whose  mission  to  England  was 
all  Moonshine,  left  Fort  Warren  by  Starlight. 


What    Spain   took   the    spots    off   Mexico 
with. 

Castile  Soap. 


the  flashing  brine,  all  unconscious  of  the  weight  of  sin  and  sorrow 
that  it  bore. 

The  following  Saturday  night,  Don  Rantanquero  paid  off  his 
soldiers,  locked  up  his  tent,  and  leaving  the  boy  to  put  up  the 
shutters,  took  the  cars  for  Washington,  ia  order  to  pass  Sunday 
with  his  wife,  as  was  his  custom . 

Arriving  at  the  old  baronial  hall,  he  found  everything  in  confu- 
sion. 

"  My  lord,"  murmured  a  terrified  castellan,  "  indeed,  my  lord, 
'tis  notour  fault  .  .  .  but  my  lady  . . .  the  beautiful,  s  veet  lady  . . ." 

"  Dead  ?"  cried  the  unhappy  husband,  turning  pale  sea-green. 

"  No,  my  lord,  not  quite  .  .  .  not  very  .  .  .  but  gone !" 

"Gone?" 

"  Aye,  my  lord .  A  rope-ladder  was  found  leading  to  her  window 
from  the  craggy  steep  below.  She's  probably  run  away  with  some 
person." 

The  Don  quietly  tore  out  two  handfuls  of  hair,  and  felt  better. 

"  Curse  it,"  said  he. 

"  She  was  unworthy  of  my  lord,"  suggested  the  old  retainer, 
"  or  she  wouldn't  have  went  and  eloped." 

"  Too  true,"  said  de  Boom-.jing-jing  ;  "  yet  I  loved  her  more  than 
passing  well.  Stay.  Go  to  the  apothecary  on  the  corner,  and  get 
me  three  cents  worth  of  lodlum.  I  will  not  face  the  pity  of  a 
scornful  world." 

"  The  derringer,  my  lord,  is  a  very  easy  running  instrument,  and 
sanctioned  by  our  courts,  in  such  cases." 

"  I  will  not  plagiarize,"  said  the  Don  ;  "  haste  to  the  drug-store, 
and  get  as  much  p'ison  as  you  can,  for  the  money." 

The  servant  went,  and  soon  came  in  with  half-a-pint  of  the  best 
fourth-proof  laudanum. 

"Now,"  said  the  Don,  "  I  shall  leave  this  groveling  vale  of 
tears.  My  soaring  soul,  untrammeled,  shall  malaxiste  in  more 
kindred  spheres,  forever  hjdrofugenously  to  exploviate." 

...  He  had  a  very  good  education,  bad  the  Don. 

"  Good  bye,  my  trusty  vassal,"  remarked  he  .  .  . 

The  minion  wept .  .  . 

The  Don  lifted  the  poison  chalice  to  the  light  .  .  . 

"  Learn, old  man,"  said  he,  "how  a  de  Boom-jing-jing  can  die  !" 

He  drank. 

Tn  be  continued. 


"FAMILIES    SUPPLLED." 

A  lady — of  course— she  calls  herself  Madame  So  and  So,  but  we 
do  not  think  it  necessary  to  advertise  her,  issues  the  following 
notice  in — of  course,  again — the  columns  of  the  Herald. 

INFANTS  TAKEN  FOR  ADOPTION— BEAUTIFUL  MALE   INFANTS  NOW  FOR 
adoption,  etc.  etc. 

The  above  advertisement  is  very  incomplete,  leaving  the  reader 
quite  in  the  dark  as  to  terms.  It  would  be  important  to  know,  for 
instance,  whether  "  beautiful  male  infants"  can  be  had  on  hire, 
like  fancy-ball  costumes,  or  whether  it  is  necessary  to  buy  them 
out  and  out,  like  calf  dress-boots.  Also,  whether  a  discount  is 
allowed  to  takers  of  a  quantity,  and  whether  the  money  will  be 
returned  if  the  article  doesn't  suit.  In  making  these  suggestions, 
we  assume  that  the  adoption  of  infants  is  simply  a  mercantile 
transaction,  negotiated  through  the  medium  of  baby-brokers.  Our 
faith  in  human  nature  will  not  allow  us  to  believe  that  Madame  So 
and  So  keeps  a  baby-shop  unless  on  some  such  principle  as  "  small 
profits  and  quick  returns  ;"  but  we  should  like  to  know  which 
party  makes  most  money  by  the  adoption  business — Madame  So 
and  So,  or  the  woman  who  sacrifices  her  maternal  affections  upon 
the  altar  of  Cash  Down.  We  suppose  that  the  latter  woman  has 
the  best  of  it,  however,  because  maternal  affection  is  a  very  scarce 
article  in  New  York,  and  must  command  a  gcod  market  price,  ac- 
cordingly. 


OUR    BOOK    REVIEW. 


By  W.  H.  G.  Kingston. 


Round  the  World  :  A  Tale  for  Boys. 

Boston  :  Crosby  &  Nichols. 

A  very  neatly  got  up  edition  of  a  book  seen  sticking  out  of  the 
carpet  bag  of  old  Santa  Claus.  The  illustrations  are  excellently 
designed  and  engraved.  Mr.  Kingston  is,  par  excellence,  one  of  the 
Buoyant  spirits  of  the  day. 

Liliesleaf.     Boston  :  T.  0.  H.  P.  Burniiam. 

This  book,  which  is  a  sequel  to  "  Passages  in  the  Life  of  Mrs. 
Margaret  Maitland,  of  Sunnyside,"  has  a  North-of-Tweed  charm 
about  it  which  will  be  refreshing  to  all  who  suppose  that  Scotia's 
only  music  is  the  squeak  of  the  bagpipes, — as  well  as  to  all  who 
don't. 
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OUR    SPICY    WAR    CORRESPONDENCE. 

WE  have 
engaged  at  an 
expense  of 
One  Thou- 
sand Dollars 
a  column,  the 
services  of 
William  H. 
Russell  Esq., 
L.L.  D.  the 
famous  cor- 
respondent of 
the  London 
Times,  who 
will  occasion- 
a  1 1  y  furnish 
us  with  some 
of  his  Thrill- 
ingNarratives 
from  the  seat 
of  war.     The 

terms  of  agreement  include  a  bran  new  horse  from  Disbrow's 
Riding  Academy  with  equipments  complete,  for  the  purpose  of 
enabling  the  gallant  Reporter  to  anticipate  events  ;  also,  a  basket 
of  Green  Seal  Champagne  per  diem,  a  thousand  cigars  a  month, 
and  credit  at  Gauthier's  restaurant.  In  view  of  this  spirited  un- 
dertaking on  our  part,  we  trust  that  the  public  will  liberally  sup- 
port our  enterprise  and  subscribe  to  Vanity  Fair,  which  will  be 
the  only  paper  in  America  containing  original  contributions  from 
tbe  Great  Historian  Of  The  War.     VVc  have  the  honor  of  presenting 

the  firet  letter.  .  _,.»„. 

Washington,  D.  U. 

Dear  V.  F.— I  write  to  you  as  Livy  said  "  currente  calamo."  The 
fact  is  my  engagements  are  so  numerous,  and  I  am  so  occupied  with 
writing  replies  to  the  numerous  invitations  to  lecture,  which  I  am 
daily  receiving,  that  I  have  to  dash  off  my  correspondence  with  a 
rapidity  equal  to  that  with  which  I  crossed  the  Long  Bridge  on  the 
occasion  of  the  memorable  Stampede  of  Bull  Run. 

Washington  now  presents  a  grand  military  spectacle.  I  he  vast 
avenues  that  pierce  the  citv,  are  throns:ed  with  the  brilliant  uniforms 
of  the  staff  and  the  homely  blue  of  the  private.  Occasionally  a 
hush  comes  over  the  crowd,  and  hats  are  doffed  and  caps  are  touched 
as  McClellan  dashes  by  on  his  favorite  camel,  followed  by  a 
gleaming  cordon  of  officers  mounted  on  dromedaries,  bound  on  some 
mysterious  mission  to  the  army  on  the  other  side  of  the  Potomac. 
This  introduction  of  the  camel,  as  a  mode  of  military  locomotion,  is 
a  late  and  daring  innovation.  The  American  officers,  being  entirely 
unacquainted  with  the  art  of  horsemanship,  have  come  to  the  reso- 
lution of  employing  an  animal  whose  peculiarities  of  gait  and 
equipment  render  their  deficiencies  in  the  art  of  equitation  less 
apparent.  The  result  is,  that  an  oriental  lustre  is  cast  over  the 
scene,  recalling  me  to  the  banks  of  the  Nile,  to  the  buried  Memphis, 
and  the  solemn  isolated  Thebes.  . 

It  is  generally  supposed  that  the  affair  of  the  Trent  is  pacifically 
settled  Nothing  can  be  more  erroneous.  A  vast  conspiracy  is  on 
foot  bred  among  the  turbulent  middle  and  lower  classes  of  this 
country,  and  fostered  by  all  the  national  malignity  which  is  such  a 
characteristic  of  this  people.  It  has  nothing  less  for  its  object  than 
the  seizing  of  the  reins  of  government  by  the  masses,  the  imme- 
diate confiscation  of  English  property  on,  this  continent,  and  an 
instant  declaration  of  war  against  England.  It  is  almost  positive 
that  John  C.  Heenan  will  be  placed  at  the  head  of  the  government, 
so  that  America  may  be  able  at  once  to  vent  her  old  spite  against 
the  mother  land,  and  wipe  out  the  famous  defeat  at  Farnborough. 
This  conspiracy  extends  largely  in  the  army,  principally  among  the 
Massachusetts'  and  Irish  regiments.  The  latter  are  peculiarly 
virulent,  and  as  I  am  an  Irishman  by  birth  and  perfectly  familiar 
with  my  mother  tongue,  I  am  in  a  position  to  obtain  the  very  best 
information  "  arcades  ambo."  'Ihe  command  of  the  army  will  be 
given  to  that  distinguished  warrior  Brigadier  General  Yates,  whose 
services  at  the  New  York  Arsenal  certainly  fit  him  for  that  elevated 
post,  and  Colonel  Buss  of  the  quartermaster's  department  in  New 
York  will  bs  assigned  an  important  position.  It  may  be  urged 
against  these  distinguished  soldiers,  that  they  have  never  seen 
any  service,  but  their  large  connection  with  the  recruiting  of  volun- 
teer regiments  of  New  York  State,  amply  compensates  for  any  want 
of  campaigning  experience.  The  old  adage  "  Adeo  in  teneris  con- 
suesceremultumesf  is  after  all  of  no  avail  in  great  crises  like  the 
present.  Opportunity,  not  education  makes  the  man,  and  these 
quiescent  soldiers  may  prove  equal  to  the  occasion. 

General   McClellan's   recent  illness  favors  the  scheme  of  the 


malcontents.  In  fact  it  is  scarcely  concealed  in  Washington  that 
his  malady  is  premeditated.  There  are  some  that  do  not  scruple 
to  hint  at  poison,  and  I  have  reason  to  know  that  at  the  last  din- 
ner which  he  attended,  one  of  President  Davis's  aid-de-camps 
was  there,  disguised  as  a  waiter,  and  is  supposed  to  have  mingled 
with  the  young  Commander-in-Chief's  soup  a  deadly  drug  which  is 
now  doing  its  fatal  work.  In  this  country  no  one  is  safe.  The 
wild  and  lawless  character  of  the  people  is  such  that  they  will  stop 
at  nothing  to  accomplish  their  fiendish  purposes,  and  even  the 
enlightened  representatives  of  a  foreign  press  are  not  exempt  from 
their  attacks.  It  was  only  the  other  day  that  I  myself  had  a  nar- 
row escape  from  assassination  by  one  of  my  colored  servants,  who 
I  have  since  discovered  was  employed  by  James  Gordon  Bennett  of 
the  Herald  to  destroy  me.  I  am  surrounded  by  a  network  of  spies 
and  bravos,  and  so  fearful  am  I  of  being  poisoned  that  I  never  if 
possible  dine  at  home,  but  take  every  advantage  of  the  tables  of 
my  friends. 

The  condition  of  this  country  viewed  from  a  military  stand- 
point is  truly  deplorable.  "  Alta  sedent  civilis  vulnera  deztrce." 
There  is  an  utter  incompetency  displayed  in  the  machinery  of  the 
various  regiments  and  brigades.  I  have  attended  many  of  the 
drills,  both  of  regiments  and  divisions,  and  after  the  large  expe- 
rience which  I  had  in  the  Crimea— whatever  English  officers  may 
say  about  my  having  been  a  nuisance — I  think  I  may  without  pre- 
sumption offer  the  prediction  that  the  Northern  army  will  be 
utterly  routed  unless  it  is  conducted  more  on  the  English  system . 
I  would  strongly  advise  that  the  present  company  and  regimental 
commanders  be  displaced,  and  their  places  supplied  by  English 
officers  out  of  employment,  a  number  of  whom  are  at  present  to 
be  found  in  this  country.  The  deficiencies  might  be  made  up  by 
French  officers  similarly  situated  and  equally  plenty,  all  of  whom, 
without  exception,  have  been  decorated  with  the  legion  of  honor, 
and  served  with  distinction  in  Algeria  and  the  Crimea.  The  fact 
is  that  the  Northern  States  are  not  self-supporting.  They  are  depend- 
ent on  Europe  for  their  commerce,  their  arms,  and  their  tactics. 
They  have  never  originated  anything  unless  it  was  the  reaping  and 
sowing'machines,  steam,  the  telegraph,  and  a  few  such  trifles  :  once 
cut  from  their  vital  connection  with  England  they  would  fall  into 
a  state  of  atrophy  and  pine  away  to  a  skeleton,  vast  as  that  of  the 
Mastodon,  but  as  bare  and  useless.  While  this  judgment  over- 
takes this  arrogant  and  uneducated  land,  Icannot  refrain  from  pity 
at  the  spectacle.  In  the  words  of  the  poet, — ''Homo  sum; 
liumani  nihil  a  me  aliemtm  puto." 

W.  H.  R. 


TO    PREVENT    A    CONTINGENCY. 

One  of  our  younger  contributors  is  in  high  dudgeon.  He  wants 
to  see  an  immediate  advance  of  the  Federal  forces  somewhere, 
because  he  has  a  large  lot  of  excellent  gags  prepared  expressly  for 
use  when  our  army  again  marches  Southward.  After  patiently 
waiting  four  months,  he  begins  to  feel  disgusted  and  offers  to  sub- 
mit his  conundrums  without  further  delay,  whether  McClellan 
moves  or  tarries.  In  view  of  the  emergency,  and  in  order  to  spare 
as  much  as  possible  the  feelirigs  of  our  readers  and  of  the  public 
at  large,  we  earnestly  implore  the  General  in  Chief  to  make  a  stir 
at  once.  It  would  be  painful  for  us  to  have  to  publish  our 
esteemed  attaches  brilliant  Mots  (and  perhaps  Lies)  before  the 
the  things  upon  which  they  are  supposed  to  be  founded  shall  have 
come  to  pass.  For  instance,  against  the  taking  of  Richmond  he 
has  no  less  than  five  one-line  jokes,  six  witty  paragraphs,  three 
first  class  conundrums,  one  second  class  ditto,  and  a  slate  full  of 
timely  and  patriotic  gasrs  In  the  event  of  our  success  at  Mobile, 
New  Orleans  and  Nashville,  there  are  even  greater  quantities  of 
humor  to  be  let  loose.  So  procrastination  on  the  part  of  the  gov- 
ernment is  not  only  in  the  present  case  the  thief  of  time,  but  of 
many  a  hearty  laugh  at  the  expense  of  our  enemies,  as  well  We 
hope  that  the  army  will  relieve  us  from  our  embarrassment. 
Delays  are  dangerous— what  can  be  done  to-day  ought  not  to  be 
put  off  until  to-morrow — time  is  money — take  care  of  the  mo- 
ments and  the  hours  will  take  care  of  themselves,  say  the  juvenile 
tomes,  and  the  advice  is  endorsel  by  all  lady  school-teachers  of 
ability.  Therefore  let  us  pocket  a  few  Southern  cities  and  inter- 
fere a  little  with  rebel  prosperity. 

N.  B.— Our  contributor's  mind  will  surely  crumble  to  pieces, 
should  his  copy  he  repressed  five  days  longer. 


Good    for   Sharpening   Swords. 
Our  European  Files,  oi  late. 


VANITY    F^lIR. 
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Cruel  Capiat 


HUMORS    OF    THE    WAR. 
-"Here,  you  Sir!  crawl  right  into  that  gun  and  sweep  it  out. 


Providence  and  Privateers. 

It  is  widely  stated  that  at  Nassau,  New 
Providence,  which  is  a  British  Colony,  "Re- 
bel privateers  are  given  every  facility  to 
coal,  repair,  and  refit,  while  not  as  much  as  a 
Union  gunboat  is  admitted  inside  the  har- 
bor." 

With  reference  to  this,  we  have  always 
understood  that  pirates  trust  greatly  in  a 
supposed  special  Providence  that  watches 
favorably  over  them.  New  Providence, 
must  be  that  particular  Providence,  we 
snspect— at  least  we  hardly  think  that  Old 
Providence  has  any  favorable  intentions 
towards  Rebel  privateers. 


Inverted  Justice. 

Among  camp  items,  we  find  it  stated  that 
a  Provost  Marshal  in  McCall's  division, 
having  detected  a  sutler  in  the  act  of  con- 
cealing liquors  for  the  use  of  soldiers,  caused 
"  the  liquors  to  be  destroyed,  and  the  sutler 
punished." 

That  doesn't  come  up  to  our  notion  of 
how  things  ought  to  be  doue.  We  think  it 
would  have  been  better  had  "  the  liquors 
been  punished,  and  the  sutler  destroyed." 


Our  Idea. 

The  Christian^ Alliance,  we  see,  is  playing  a 
heavy  star  engagement  at  Barnum's  Museum 
on  the  off  nights,  Sundays. 

V.  F.,  with  all  respect,  suggests  the  in- 
troduction of  the  "  Great  Behemoth  of  the 
Scriptures,"  as  one  of  the  dramatis personce. 


Herrmann's  Incantation. 
Nicks,  cum  arouse ! 


THE    WORLD'S    FAIR,    OF    1862. 

Heavy  though  the  troubles  lie  upon  our  land,  we  learn,  with 
satisfaction,  that  the  United  States  are  not  to  be  unrepresented  at 
the  great  International  Exhibition  to  be  held  in  London  early  next 
summer.  On  the  contrary,  active  preparations  are  now  in  progress, 
with  the  view  of  displaying  to  admiring  worlds  an  assorted  variety 
of  the  most  lovely  and  interesting  products  of  our  country.  We 
are  not  as  yet  aware  what  arrangements  have  been  made  for  the 
selection  aod  transmission  of  the  first  and  best  of  these  articles, 
American  Woman.  On  that  subject  a  select  Committee  is  at  pres- 
ent sitting,  or,  rather,  walking,  in  Broadway,  and  the  result  of  its 
investigations  is  to  be  made  known  upon  Sr.  Valentine's  Day, 
between  seven  and  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning,  that  being  the 
day  and  hour  when  the  little  birds  begin  to  sing  and  select  their 
partners  for  the  next  season,  as  everybody  knows  wno  has  perused 
the  romantic  pages  of  Shakespeare,  or  dipped  into  the  researches 
of  Audubon.  Independently  of  this  great  attraction — which  will 
certainly  be  acknowledged  by  all  as  the  fairest  of  the  Fair — there 
will  be  numerous  articles  of  American  ingenuity  and  industry  on 
hand,  many  of  them  calculated  to  excite  The  envy  of  the  British 
mind.  Some  of  these  articles  will  admonish  the  British  public; 
others  will  astonish  them.  The  Pulpit,  the  Bar,  the  Press,  and 
the  professions  generally,  will  contribute  to  this  interesting  collec- 
tion such  things  of  beauty  in  their  possession,  respectively,  as  will 
be  likely  to  become  joys  forever  when  properly  secured  by  patent 
or  otherwise,  according  to  circumstances.  Suggestive  items  of  the 
war  in  which  we  are  at  present  engaged  will  find  their  place  there. 
They  will  be  very  numerous  and  striking. 

Our  present  information  upon  this  subject  is  too  slender  to  admit 
of  our  giving  more  than  three  or  four  examples  of  the  proposing 
exhibitors  and  their  productions.     Here  are  a  few  of  them. 

The  Senior  Editor  of  the  Herald  will  exhibit  a  very  ancient  Lyre. 
This  instrument  is  lavishly  inlaid  with  gold,  but  its  Tone  is  very 
bad. 

The  Rev.  Henry  Ward  Beecher  sends  a  patent  trap.  It  is  of  the 
kind  known  as  clap-trap,  and  is  baited  by  putting  money  on  a  re- 
volving plate. 

The  Federal  Government  has  already  forwarded  its  contribution- 


in  the  shape  of  a  pair  of  Southern  Turkey  Buzzards,  known,  gen- 
erally, as  Mason  and  Slidell. 

The  Secretary  of  War  will  furnish  a  model  Sutler,  who  is  a  Col- 
onel in  the  army,  a  U.  S.  Marshal,  a  Detective  Policeman,  a  Con- 
tractor for  boots,  butter,  blankets  and  beef,  and  a  consistent  mem- 
ber of  the  Church. 

We  shall  employ  a  special  reporter  to  obtain  such  further  infor- 
mation as  may  be  interesting  to  our  readers,  on  the  subject  of 
America's  contributions  to  tne  World's  Fair  of  1862. 


THE    COCKNEY    ON    FLAGS. 

There  is  no  more  consistent  abolitionist  than  the  genuine  beery 
bloaty,  puffy  London  Cockney.  His  tears  for  the  wrongs  of  the 
African  are  large ;  and  the  echoes  of  Exeter  Hall  know,  to  their 
cost,  what  it  is  to  give  back  his  tumultuous  demonstrations  in  that 
building,  when  African  rights  are  strenuously  advocated.  On  this 
account,  it  is  a  pity  that  the  Cockney  is  condemned  to  such  perpet- 
ual darkness  on  the  subject  of  America,  the  country  in  which  the 
great  negro  first  became  important.  Cockney,  for  instance,  has  no 
notion  under  which  flag,  the  Federal  or  Confederate,  Darkey  be- 
comes a  man  and  a  brother.  Only  the  other  day,  Cockney  went 
with  a  policeman,  and  caused  the  Stars  and  Stripes  that  floated 
gaily,  theretofore,  from  the  office  of  the  London  American,  in  Fleet 
street,  to  be  hauled  down.  From  a  building  in  the  Strand  flaunted 
at  the  same  time,  and  for  all  we  know,  may  flaunt  yet,  the  rebel 
Stars  and  Bars,  apparently  bringing  no  suggestion  to  the  mind  of 
Cockney  on  the  subject  of  Exeter  Hall.  This  is  bad  usage  by 
Cockney  of  his  dearly  prized  friend  Darkey.  Cockney  is  not  be- 
having to  Darkey  like  a  man  and  a  brother.  \ 


In   Congress. 

Mr.  Vallandigham,  Representative  from  Ohio,  calls  for  s  state- 
ment of  the  present  "  floating  debt  of  the  United  States."  Per- 
haps Mr.  V.  had  better  withdraw  his  call  antil  a  good  many  steel- 
plated  ships  are  built. 
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AN    ENGLISH     SAILOR     COVERS    HIMSELF    WITH     IM- 
PERISHABLE   GLORY. 

In  this  country  the  general  impression  with  regard  to  the  Trent 
affair  is  that  Captain  Wilkes  was  the  bona  fide  hero  of  the  transac- 
tion, while  England  exalted  the  captured  commissioners  and  their 
attache's  to  the  pinnacles  of  admiration.  It  is  really  too  bad  to 
trouble  people  by  offering  to  correct  any  false  views  they  may  have 
taken  in  the  matter,  but  we  are  compelled  to  do  so.  We  are  pained 
— nay  we  are  chagrined  to  own  it,  but  our  bold  Captain  Wilkes 
didn't  after  all  earn  a  saltspoon's  worth  of  praise,  and  the  English 
journals  are  prone  to  confess  that  in  heaping  their  eulogies  upon 
the  rebel  prisoners,  they  singularly  enough  overlooked  the  merits 
of  a  bold  and  blasted  Briton  named  Williams  in  general,  and  occa- 
sionally Villiams  in  particular.  Let  us  observe  that  this  Williams, 
or  Villiams  as  the  case  may  be,  is  not  the  Divine  Williams  so  dear 
to  the  hearts  of  French  Academicians,  and  lately  arraigned  before  a 
board  of  corner  grocers  in  Brooklyn,  on  a  charge  of  uttering  im- 
moral sentiments.  No  !  not  this  man,  but  another  man — a  man 
who  sailed  in  the  Trent  as  mail  Agent,  who  wears  the  Commander's 
handle  to  his  name,  and  who  is  proud  to  say  that  he  is  somewhat 
interested  in  the  Welch  orphan  business.  Yes  !  genile  and  frisky 
readers,  Commander  Williams  is  in  for  all  the  glory  that  originated 
with  the  Trent  business.  The  Royal  Western  Yacht  Company  are 
entitled  to  the  credit  of  having  discovered  Williams,  or  rather  of 
having  helped  him  to  discover  himself. 

At  a  dinner  given  by  the  club  in  question  Williams  drank  him- 
self into  condition,  and  then  proceeded  to  make  an  expose'  of  the 
whole  seizure,  with  notes  and  explanations,  satirical  and  humorous 
allusions,  contemptuous  epithets,  oaths,  inuendoes  etc.  Oh  it  was 
a  rare  old  speech— highly  offensive  to  the  English  grammar,  but 
for  that  very  reason  all  the  more  welcome  to  the  partially  sober 
Yachtmen  who  heard  it.  Williams's  view  of  the  case  is  as  we 
hinted,  novel — therefore  interesting.  Wilkes  and  Fairfax  wanted 
him,  then  they  wanted  Miss  Slidell,  and  finally  took  up  with 
Slidell  &  Mason  &  Co.  All  the  insult  to  the  British  flag  had  to 
pass  through  the  person  of  the  veracious  Williams,  in  order  to  reach 
that  article  so  dear  to  English  Tars,  hence  we  can  judge  how  pene- 
trating was  the  insult.  Williams  was,  at  the  time  the  San  Jacinto 
hove  in  sight,  seated  smoking  a  pipe  and  reading  the  "  Essays  and 
Reviews,"  and  thinking  of  fugitive  slaves  and  free  soil — and  possi- 
bly whether  it  was  a  duff  day  or  not.  These  are  truly  brilliant 
thoughts;  but  that  is  nothing  remarkable,for  it  runs  in  the  Williams 
family  to  have  them. 

We  presume  he  was  just  emerging  from  a  tussle  with  an  unusu- 
ally hard  word  in  the  "  Essays  and  Reviews,"  when  the  Yankees 
stepped  quietly  aboard  the  Trent,  after  having  fired  a  blank  shot 
or  two.  Well,  then  of  course  occurred  the  exciting  scenes 
throughout  which  our  Williams  tried  himself  and  found  that  he 
was  not  wanting.  He  felt  himself  to  be  a  blasted  Briton  upon  a 
blasted  British  ship  under  a  blasted  British  flag,  and  that  such 
goings  on  were  a  blasted  shame — so  they  were,  Williams  says  it 
was  not  a  personal  but  a  national  matter,  by  George,  and  Lieuten- 
ant Fairfax  he  countenanced  the  term  Gasconader,  and  Captain 
Wilkes  he  has  no  shame  neither,  and  Miss  Slidell  she  is  a  young 
lady  how  as  protected  her  father  from  the  marines,  and  slapped 
the  Yankee  Lieutenant's  face,  and  Williams  he  would  have  given 
his  next  glass  of  grog  to  have  had  the  young  woman  slap  him  in 
the  face  and  leave  the  marks  of  her  knuckles  under  his  starboard 
peeper,  and  Williams  he  told  the  ladies  that  it  was  a  damned  in- 
fernal lie,  and  Williams  he  threw  himself  into  a  thin  space 
between  Miss  Slidell's  person  and  the  points  of  a  row  of  bayonets 
which  were  being  pushed  by  a  lot  of  greasy  Yankee  marines  right 
for  Miss  Slidell's  body,  and  Williams  he  stopped  all  that  and 
more  too,  and  may  be  you  would  not  believe  it,  but  it  is  true  that 
Williams  he  got  four  mantles  of  approbation  on  account  of  his 
approved  conduct  on  this  courageous  occasion,  and  one  of  them 
came  from  the  British  Lion,  and  another  of  them  came  from  the 
British  Queen,  and  another  of  them  came  from  the  British  public, 
and  auother  of  them  came  from  the  Royal  Western  Yacht  Club, 
and  by  George,  Williams  he'd  wear  them  all  at  once  and  more 
too,  mantles  of  approbation  was  what  he  came  for,  and  now  he 
had  got  them,  and  he  was  going  because  he  kept  an  orphaned 
nephew,  and  compliments  were  welcome  though  unexpected  and 
the  Trent  by  George  got  him  his  four  mantles  of  approbation, 
hooray !         °         s         °         °         "         °         *         °         • 

That  explains  Williams. 


Tall   Talk. 

France  is  going  to  get  up  a  Great  International  Exhibition,  to 
open  in  18G5.  Dilating  upon  this  subject,  a  French  paper  informs 
us  that  a  stupendous  crystal  edifice  for  the  purpose  is  to  be  erected 
upon  an  elevated  spot  near  St.  Cloud — which  is  a  very  appropriate 
locality  for  a  building  the  dome  of  which  is  to  be  five  hundred  feet 
high. 


JONATHAN    ON    THE    LATE      SURRENDER    OF     MASON 
AND    SLIDELL. 

"  'Tain't  so  !— ye  can't  fool  me!"  says  I, 
Wen  Jess  he  told  me  w'at  they'd  done  : 

It  looked  so  all- fired,  sneakin'  mean 
I  vabw  I  couldn't  see  the  fun. 

W'at !  after  all  the  resk  an'  fuss — 

An'  glory  tedo  ! — to  let  folks  know 
We  got  so  scairt  abaout  it  all 

We  jest  turned  tail  an'  let  'em  go  ! 

"  No  sir  !"  says  I, — "the  day  ain't  come 

For  Englishmen  to  scare  us  much  ! 
N'r  Frenchmen  either  ;  fetch  'em  both  ! 

An'  bring  the  Spanish,  an'  the  Dutch  !" 

We'll  whip  the  world,  ef  they  ask  us  to  ! — 
We'll  lay  ab'ur  left  claw  on  the  Sabuth  : 

An'  thar  you  watch  w'ile  Mister  right 
Sp'iles  all  creation's  face  an'  maouth  ! 

"  Nabw  you  hold  up !"  says  Jess  ; — it's  done ! 

An'  here's  the  papers  !"     By — the — gad — 
Gosh — all-fired — big  horn  gun-flint ! — Sho'  ! 

I  almost  cried  !  an'  so  did  dad  ! 

I  sot  an'  read,  abut  labud,  right  through 

The  fust  dispatch,  an'  so  on  dabwn  ; 
Mighty  smooth  readin'  tebo,  it  wooz  ! 

But  Seward  did  his  part  up  braown  ! 

"  He's  right  P'  says  dad.     "  Darned  ef  he  ain't !" 
Says  Jess,  a-lookin'  so  kind  o'  sab'our, 

I  knew  he'd  rather  'a'  fit  it  abut 
With  every  pesky  furrin  pabwer. 

"  Confabund  their  picters,  dad  !"  says  he, — 

"  They'll  say  they  scared  us  into  it ! 
There's  where  the  rub  comes !" — "  Wal,"  says  dad, 

"  Ef  they  deo,  per'aps  we'll  fight  em  yit  I" 

"  There  ain't  be'n  much  love  lost,  I  guess, 

Within  the  last  six  months  or  so  ; 
They've  showed  the  meanest  kind  o'  spite, 

An'  lied  abaout  us,  high  an'  low. 

"  Habw  the  mean  tykes  'ave  eat  their  words 
'Babut  the  '  poor  slave'  they  used  to  feel  fur  ! 

Who  is  it,  naoio,  they  want  to  help, 
An'  even  lie  an'  cheat  an'  steal  fur  ? 

"  Is  that  the  way  they  pay  us  back 
For  worshippin'  the  Prince  o'  Wales, 

Not  to  see  nothin'  here  to  like 

'Cept  cotton  kings  an'  cotton  bales  !" 

"  Confabund  sech  friendship  1" — "  So  say  I !" 

Says  Jess,  his  eyes  a  snappin'  fire  : 
"  I  wish  this  minute  England  knew 

We  wa'n't  a  mite  afeerd  to  try  her  !" 

"  She's  found  abut  that,  though,  twice-t  afore  : 

Nabw  one  time  more  is  all  I  ask  !" 
"  Mighty  !"  says  dad,—"  habw  it  warms  my  blood  ! 

Where's  my  musket  an'  pab'wder  flask  !" 

"  Habw  the  old  wolf  did  grabwl!"  says  he, 
"  You're  rilin'  up  the  stream,  dabwn  there  ! 

You  want  to  pick  a  quarrel,  I  see  ! 
You  meant  it,  in  that  Trent  affair  !" 

The  lamb  he's  got  some  friends  left  yet ! 

An'  he's  a  fightin'  lamb  hisself  : 
Look  abut,  old  wolf,  for  fear  some  day, 
He'll  up  an'  lay  ye  on  the  shelf! 


Hardly  Ship-Shape. 
The  Captain  of  an  American  merchant  vessel  writes  to  the 
Glasgow  Herald,  complaining  that  he  was  slanged  in  good,  set  terms 
by  the  crew  of  H.  B.  M.  ship  Hogue,  somewhere  in  British  waters,  on 
account  of  his  flag.  We  have  not  the  pleasure  of  being  able  to 
state  what  class  of  nautical  craft  the  Hogue  belongs  to  ;  but,  if  that 
vessel  is  a  steel-plated  one,  and  the  American  Captain's  account  of 
her  is  authentic,  we  think  we  are  justified  in  proposing  that  she  be 
hereafter  recognised  by  the  style  and  title  of  the  "  Hogue  in 
Armor." 
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HARDEE    MADE    EASY. 

A  RGE  Artil- 
lery, so  far 
from  being  a 
result  of  pro- 
gressive im- 
provement in 
the  science  of 
gunnery,  was 
in  very  exten- 
sive use  long 
before  the  in- 
vention  of 
g  u  n  p  o  wder. 
We  are  told  by 
Camden,  for 
instance,  that 
the  ancient 
Britons  were 
very  strong 
upon  artillery 
of  a  heavy 
kind,  and  had 
a  patent  for 
shooting  mill- 
stones out  of  a 
machine 
called  a  mon- 
gonel.  "  This 
engine,  ye 
mongonel"  says 
Camden,  in  his 

quaint  old  way,  "  might  truly  have  been  accounted  a  bigge  thynge 
upon  ice,  only  that  never  was  ice  found  upon  which  it  might  stand, 
so  mightie  was  its  hefte." 

It  is  mentioned  by  De  Brunne,  that  the  guns  used  by  Richard  I, 
when  he  threw  up  his  hat  for  a  mill  with  the  Saracens,  were  con- 
structed upon  the  principle  of  the  windmill,  and  worked  by  means 
of  sails.  It  is  from  this  circumstance  that  the  term  "windage," 
still  in  use  among  cannoneers,  derives  its  origin ;  and  the  expres- 
sion "  a  little  mill,"  as  applied  to  a  fight,  may  also  be  affiliated  upon 
these  wind-mill  guns,  with  which  Dick  I  threw  immense  quantities 
of  granite  boulders  into  the  channels  leading  to  certain  obnoxious 
towns  of  the  enemy,  thereby  utterly  destroying  their  value  as  ports 
of  entry.  The  stones  are  yet  there,  but  the  towns  have  long  since 
crumbled  to  ruins,  with  the  exception  of  what  was  once  the  princi- 
pal corner  tavern  of  one  of  them,  which  is  now  kept  by  an  enter- 
prising American  of  the  Eastern  stripe,  who,  singularly  enough, 
calls  it  the  Charleston  Hotel.  This  gentleman  makes  a  very  hand- 
some living  by  fishing  up  the  submerged  boulders,  and  selling  them 
to  American  tourists,  by  whom  they  are  purchased  with  avidity,  as 
mementoes  of  a  place  that  was. 

In  later  times,  when  gunpowder  was  in  full  blast,  very  liberal 
opinions  appear  to  have  been  entertained  upon  the  subject  of 
calibre.  When  Mahomet  II  riddled  the  walls  of  Constantinople,  in 
the  year  1453,  for  example,  the  projectiles  handed  in  by  him 
weighed  as  much  as  twelve  hundred  pounds  a  piece,  which  is  a  good 
deal  more  than  General  James  can  say  for  his  great  sugar-loaf  shot. 
But  there  were  inconveniences  attending  the  use  of  this  heavy 
metal.  Like  the  bill  of  the  modern  baker,  it  could  with  difficulty 
be  discharged  more  than  once  a  week,  so  that,  as  we  learn  from  an 
old  historian,  "  the  besieged  did  regularly  repayre  their  breaches 
between  every  shotte."  This  must  have  been  a  very  mortifying 
sight  for  the  besiegers. 

Another  difficulty  attending  the  great  guns  of  old  was  that  of 
keeping  them  cool,  for  which  purpose  immense  quantities  of  vinegar 
were  poured  down  their  burning  throats.  Chili  vinegar,  in  particu- 
lar, was  recommended  for  cooling  the  guns  ;  but  the  demand  for 
that  article,  in  consequence,  sent  it  up  to  an  extravagant  market 
price  and  threw  the  monopoly  of  it  into  the  hands  of  fraudulent 
contractors,  the  spurious  fluid  furnished  by  whom  reduced  things 
to  a  bad  pickle. 

It  is  curious,  in  tracing  out  the  history  of  these  gun?,  to  find  that 
they  were  constructed  of  longitudinal  ribs,  bound  together  with 
hoops.  Here  we  find  the  principle  of  the  great  Belgian  inventor 
who  has  lately  given  us  the  breech-loading  revolving  cannon.  We 
allude  to  De  Brame,  whose  commodious  mind  is  said  to  have  con- 
tained the  ideas  of  a  new  baby-jumper,  an  improved  skate,  and  the 
famous  revolving  skeleton  gun,  at  the  same  time.  Napoleon  I 
used  to  say  that  there  is  but  one  8tep  from  the  sublime  to  the  ridicu- 
lous ;  but  it  has  been  reserved  for  De  Brame  to  make  the  one  great 
step  on  record  from  the  ridiculous  to  the  sublime,  as  he  did  when 
he  strode  from  the  baby-jumper  to  the  breech-loading  cannon,  upon 
a  pair  of  patent  skates. 


at  AN    IDEA. 

By  a  Man  who  Writes  for  a  Living. 

[Vanity  Fair  cheerfully  gives  space  to  the  following  suggestion 
from  an  esteemed  contributor  of  long  standing.] 

People  who  write  for  a  living  are  not  very  scarce.  I  am  ac- 
quainted with  several.  They  generally  manage  to  earn  enough  to 
run  into  debt  with,  and  seldom  buy  Central  Park  lots,  or  news- 
paper stock.  In  the  best  of  times  the  Contributor  is  not  afflicted 
with  wealth,  but  in  times  like  these  he  is  even  less  troubled  with 
coin  than  ever.  Two  of  my  friends  and  co-laborers  are  earnestly 
striving  for  political  influence  enough  to  get  them  positions  in  the 
County  Alms  House,  while  a  third,  with  greater  self-reliance  and  a 
good  deal  of  judgment,  is  planning  a  daring  and  almost  impossible 
burglary  with,  a  view  to  being  arrested  in  the  act,  and  afterwards 
supplied  with  furnished  apartments  in  the  Penitentiary  for  a  term 
of  years.  He  is  a  worthy  young  man  too,  and  is,  I  believe,  engaged 
to  a  Sunday  School  teacher.  He  pursued  literature  with  assiduity, 
and  for  a  while  paid  his  way  at  Crook  &  Duff's,  and  occasionally 
lunched  at  Mataran's,  but  the  war  has  blighted  him,  and  I  fear 
that  he  is  destined  for  a  brief  but  rapid  career  of  infamy.  Poor 
dear  Sunday  School  teacher!  How  I  pity  you  !  How  my  heart 
gyrates  for  you !  How  the  tears  will  overflow  your  blue  eyes  and 
deluge  your  fair  blooming  cheeks — cheeks  that  have  so  many  times 
been  pressed  to — but  don't  let  me  stir  up  the  turbid  pathetic.  I 
will  restrain  my  sympathy  and  proceed. 

Another  young  man,  a  young  man  with  flaxen  hair  and  lately 
the  owner  of  a  new  thing  in  trousers — is— prepare  yourself  dear 
Vanity — is  planning  a  startling  sensation  poison  case,  in  which  his 
aged  and  helpless  greater  grandmother  is  to  be  the  victim.  This 
with  an  idea  to  getting  up  an  intense  local  excitement — in  order  to 
sell  editorials  on  "  The  progress  of  crime  in  the  Metropolis,"  and 
at  the  same  time  furnish  subject  matter  for  impecunious  artists 
attached  to  enterprising  illustrated  papers. 

The  old  lady  possesses  a  favorite  parrot,  and  it  is  feared  that  the 
pitiable  young  man  will  in  his  frenzy  extend  his  assassinating  influ- 
ence even  to  this  innocent  bird,  whose  only  weakness  is  crackers. 

I  could  multiply  instances  of  what  is  in  the  contemplation  of 
other  persons  who  are  only  too  gifted  with  genius,  but  "  enough  is 
as  good  as  a  feast,"  especially  when  the  food  is  unwholesome. 
Well,  now  for  my  idea. 

I  propose  that  a  number  of  capitalists — by  capitalists  I  mean 
people  who  know  that  they  have  money  in  a  bank  and  also  know 
where  the  bank  is — form  themselves  into  an  Insurance  Company, 
whose  sole  object  shall  be  to  assume  risks  on  behalf  of  literary  and 
artistic  contributors  in  this  city  and  vicinity,  so  that  in  case  of 
these  persons  failing  to  support  themselves  by  their  regular  pro- 
fession—either through  accumulating:  too  large  stocks  of  rejected 
matter,  or  the  dearth  of  material  upon  which  to  work — they  can 
by  proving  their  claims  recover  value  for  lost  time,  stationery,  ideas, 
etc.  Perhaps  such  an  Insurance  Company  would  not  prove  so  pro- 
fitable upon  experiment  as  at  first  blush  seems  likely— but  that  is 
a  matter  only  interesting  to  the  capitalists  aforesaid  and  the  stock- 
holders generally. 

I  am  not  financially  nice— I  do  not  know  that  I  am  reliable  in 
any  thing  that  I  may  say  about  amounts  of  money  that  are  rated 
above  nine  dollars— but  what  I  do  say  is  sincere  and  prompted  by  a 
large  and  intimate  acquaintance  with  the  painful  realities  of  life. 
List  ye  Capitalists !  Open  your  hearts  ye  people  with  purses  !  Never 
mind  the  foreign  heathen— subscribe  for  the  benefit  of  native 
Christians  !  If  you  can't  get  up  an  Insurance  Company,  do  please 
start  another  magazine  or  journal,  with  an  able  editor  and  a  literary 
fund. 

Broken  Heart  and  Purse. 


Interesting  to  "Artists  in  Hair." 

In  a  late  number  of  the  Herald,  there  is  a  tabular  statement  of 
"  Legislative  Jobs"  likely  to  be  lobbied  for  at  Albany  during  the 
winter.  There  are  city  railroad  jobs,  and  Central  Park  jobs,  ard 
jobs  connected  with  sale  of  property  ;  but  the  strangest  item  of  the 
lot  is  the  following  : 

"Long  locks    .     • 1,000,000." 

Naturally  enough,  we  found  such  an  immense  quantity  of  "  Long 
locks"  rather  confusing  to  our  head  ;  but,  on  consideration,  we 
have  arrived  at  the  conclusion  that  some  honest  man  has  provided 
them  for  the  purpose  of  Wigging  fraudulent  speculators. 


Theatricals  with  Trimmings. 
The  Emasculated  Drama  in  Brooklyn. 
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A    L3TTER    FROM    A    LADY. 

Dear  Mb  .  V.  F.  —I  want  you  to  come  out  against  a  great  social 
evil!  It  is  men's  feet.  Why  do  they  have  them  so  big?  It  is 
positively  dreadful,  and  I  never  saw  anything  like  it  in  my  life. 
There's  my  husband  now — darling  Benjamin  I  call  him  sometimes 
— he  is  not  a  bad  looking  man,  really,  but  he  wears  10's  I  assure 
you.  Great,  ponderous,  wrinkly,  bulgy  boots  they  are  too.  My 
darling  children  shrink  back  affrighted  when  he  walks  across  the 
floor.  Why  should  this  state  of  things  exist  ?  Why  should  bitter- 
ness be  cast  into  the  domestic  circle  in  consequence  of  feet  ? 

I  think,  my  dear  Mr.  V.  F.  that  a  reform  is  needed.  There  is 
no  use  in  men'u  feet  being  so  big.  It  is  perfectly  ridiculous.  Can- 
trell  always  makes  my  gaiters  on  a  No.  3  last.  Why  should  the 
feet  of  the  man  whom  I  have  sworn  to  love,  cherish  and  obey  be 
more  than  two  sizes  larger  ?  They  shouldn't  and,  something  must  be 
done. 

Only  the  other  day  I  met  in  an  omnibus  a  man  whose  feet  must 
positively  have  weighed  a  hundred  pounds  a  piece.  When  this 
wretch  got  in  he  crushed  the  feet  of  every  one  in  his  way,  took 
his  seat. 


sprawled  out  his  feet,  pulled  out  his  newspaper  and  began  to  read 
with  perfect  unconcern.  I  looked  daggers  at  him,  but  he  was  as 
impervious  as  one  of  Stewart's  clerks. 

Then,  again,  you  have  no  idea  how  destructive  they  are — these 
feet,  I  mean- — to  our  dresses !  Every  day,  almost,  Mr.  Secretary 
Seward  sends  to  Fort  Lafayette  some  wretched  and  ignominious 
traitor.  But  what  are  traitors  when  compared  to  men  with  big 
feet?  I  think,  really,  my  dear  Mr.  V.  F.,  that  a  portion  of  the 
Sing  Sing  Prison  should  be  devoted  to  those  creatures  who  step  on 
ladies'  dresses  in  Broadway.  They  make  me  so  vexed  that  I  don't 
know  what  to  do,  and  I  wish  my  dear  Mr.  V.  F.,  that  you  would 
give  it  to  'em  good. 

Yours  indignantly, 

Leonora  Higgs  nee  Litiletoe. 


CABINET    CONVERSATION    PIECES. 
No.  3. 

Scene. — A  Symposium  in  a  private  parlor  of  the  While  House. 
The  President  and  several  Members  of  the  Cabinet  seated  around  a 
rather  hospitable-looking  board. 

President. — Have  you  ever  read  Webster's  Dictionary,  Mr. 
Seward  ? 

Sec.  of  State. — I  have,  sir.  It  has  long  been  my  favorite  relaxa- 
tion to  indulge  in  the  perusal  of  that  well- worded  book.  I  look 
upon  it  as  very  bracing  to  the  mind. 

President. — I  fear  we  have  over-rated  it,  sir.  My  message  con- 
tained many  of  the  choicest  words  from  Webster,  and  yet,  I  am 
told  that  the  English  press  is  finding  fault  with  my  style. 

Sec.  of  State. — The  English  newspaper  writers  are  very  particular 
about  style.  I  have  noticed  that  they  quote  Hobace  a  great  deal  ; 
to  astonish  the  farmers  and  operatives,  I  guess,  because  Horace 
was  nothing  but  a  slip-shod  old  fool  after  all,  and  his  writings  can 
have  no  influence  upon  modern  politics.  Nevertheless,  you  might 
quote  him  sometimes,  sir,  if  only  for  the  sake  of  style,  and  to 
astonish  the  farmers  and  operatives. 

President. — I  have  a  great  respect  for  Mr.  Greeley,  sir,  and  am 
sorry  that  you  should  call  him  an  old  fool,  while,  at  the  same  time, 
I  acknowlege  that  he  is  generally  slip-shod,  and  that  his  writings 
can  have  no  possible  influence  upon  modern  politico.  I  shall  not 
quote  Mr.  Greeley  even  for  the  sake  of  style  ;  and  when  I  aston- 
ish the  farmers  and  operatives,  you  shall  know  it,  sir ! 


Sec.  of  Treasury. — "  Chip  chow,  cherry  chow,  fol  lol  de  riddy  row, 
fol  de  rol  de  riddle  iddle  ido  !" 

President.— That  is  very  unseemly  language,  Mr.  Chase.  Had 
you  any  reference  to  my  style,  sir,  when  you  made  use  of  it  ? 
_  Sec.  of  Treasury.— Not  at  all,  sir.  I  was  thinking  of  the  suspen- 
sion of  specie  payments  by  the  banks,  by  which  I  am  enabled  to 
meet  my  January  interest,  and  I  naturally  felt  a  little  elated  at  the 
circumstance.  Hooray  for  the  banks  !  Let  us  drink  to  the  banks  ! 
with  a  "  chip  chow,  cherry  chow,"  etc.,  etc. ! 

Postmaster  General.— I  honor  your  toast,  sir,  and  drink  to  it  with 
pleasure,  especially  as  this  wine  is  of  a  very  choice  and  luscious 
vintage.  But  you  are  more  successful  in  your  Toast  than  ia  your 
Tea  and  Coffee,  Mr.  Chase,  and  your  sugar.  The  merchants  are 
on  the  rampage  because  you  have  put  a  duty  on  these  articles  while 
in  bond.     That  Tea  and  Coffee  business  is  discreditable  to  you,  sir. 

President-— Gentlemen,  no  recrimination  here,  if  you  please. 
Those  who  frequent  White  Houses  must  not  throw  mud.  Let  us 
drink  "absent  friends  and  may  they  long  remain  absent."  I  al- 
lude to  Messrs.  Mason  and  Slidell. 

Sec.  of  War.— That  is  a  sweet  metaphor  about  White  Houses  and 
mud.  It  is  full  of  poetry,  and  reminds  one  of  that  other  fine  idea 
about  chickens  coming  home  to  roost.  Allow  me  to  amend  your 
toast,  though.  "Here's  to  our  goners,  Mason  and  Slidell,  and 
may  they  soon  go  home  to  roost— like  any  other  cusses  !" 

Sec.  of  State.— Very  neatly  put,  indeed.  There  is  an  epigram- 
matic point  in  that  worthy  of  Martial. 

President— We  have  had  a  good  deal  of  Martial  law  around,  sir 
since  I  became  the  Executive.     No  doubt  the  Secretary  of  War  has 
found  his  point  in  that. 

Sec.  of  Navy.— The  word  is  that  John  Bull  is  going  to  cut  up 
rusty  about  my  stone  blockade.  But  what  I  say  is  that  Charleston 
threw  the  first  stone. 

President.—  When  I  was  a  boy— about  fourteen  year  old,  I  guess, 
and  six  foot  seven  inches  high— a  circumstance  happened  to  me'. 
I  was  passing  near  to  a  quarry,  driving  a  brindled  cow  before  me 
when  a  full-sized  loafer  jumped  up  from  a  crotch  of  the  fence,  and 
picking  up  a  stone  from  the  road,  hit  the  cow  with  it  behind  the 
small  ribs.  I  said  nothing  at  the  time,  but,  making  for  the  quarry 
got  command  of  a  heap  of  manufactured  stones,  with  a  volley  of 
promiscuous  ten-pounders  from  which  I  laid  the  craven  giant  sense- 
less upon  his  tracks.  I  have  thought  a  heap  of  a  heap  of  stones 
ever  since,  I  tell  you. 

Sec.  of  State.— The  "  craven  giant !"  a  hit  at  Rebellion.  Why 
this  is  the  very  essence  of  Oriental  imagery  !  It  carries  me  back  to 
the  Arabian  Nights  enjoyed  by  me  in  the  dulcet  East. 

President—  Try  some  of  these  cigars,  gentlemen.  I  don't  smoke, 
myself,  but  am  assured  that  these  weeds  are  of  a  fine,  fruity  crusty 
old  brand.  And,  talking  of  Weeds,  Bill,  that  was  a  good  stand 
Thublow  made  for  you  in  the  London  Times. 

Sec.  of  State.—  And  the  comments  made  upon  Mr.  Weed's  letter 
by  the  London  Times,  sir,  reminded  me  of  the  uses  of  adversity 
They  were  sweet. 

President.— 1  have  dwelt  much  in  the  Western  country,  Mr. 
Seward,  where  pork  is  a  staple  article  of  manufacture,  and  I  have 
never  known  Echo  make  but  one  reply  to  the  question—"  What 
can  you  expect  from  a  Pig  but  a  Grunt  ?" 

Sec.  of  Interior.— What  state  was  the  Duke  of  Newcastle  in,  Mr. 
Seward,  that  night  you  met  him  at  Governor  Morgan's  festive 
board?  several  of  us  would  like  to  hear. 

Sec.  of  State.— Re  was  in  the  State  of  New  York,  sir, 

President.—  The  question  is  a  delicate  one,  of  course,  but  there 
are  circumstances  that  it  would  be  important  to  know  Dook 
tight,  for  instance  ?— talk  thick  ? 

Sec.  of  Stale.— We  were  very  thick,  sir,  Duke  and  I.  The  cigars 
were,  as  you  say,  fruity,  and  of  a  fine  old  crusty  brand. 

Sec.  of  Far.— Wines  of  the  real  Morgan  breed,  I  reckon— strong 
upon  the  Hocks,  fast  to  go,  but  easy  to  hold. 

Sec.  of  Stale.— -There  was  fish  at  table,  sir,  and  the  sauce  with  it 
might  have  been  considered  strong  by  some.  Mine  has  been  com- 
plained of  by  the  London  Times. 

President— -There  is  u  fine  iuuendo,  here  ;  but  I  should  like  vou 
to  be  more  explicit,  sir.  Dook  tight,  for  instance  ?— talk  thick  f 
Sec.  of  State.—  Fine  old  St.  Croix  rum  is  a  very  insinuating 
element  in  the  summer  julep.  It  was  summer  when  Duke  and  f 
shared  allotted  portions  of  Governor  Morgan's  festive  board  T 
never  drink  fine  old  St.  Croix  rum. 

President.— In  your  statement,  sir,  do  you  mean  to  convey  a, 
severe   truth   by  implication?    Dook   tight,    for  instance  ?— talk 

Sec.  of  State.— I  have  seen  fewer  juleps  drank  than  some  persons 
had  one  day  at  Governor  Morgan's  festive  board. 

President— Gentlemen,  there  are  more  things  around  upon  this 
clay  ball  than  are  dream' t  of  in  our  political  philosophy.  Straw 
drinks  is  one  of  them. 
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VANITY   FAIE. 


JANUARY  11,  1862.] 


THE    AGE    OF    PROGRESS. 
Astonished  Relative. —  Why,  Johnny,  what  are  doing  in  that  uniform. 
Johnny. — Why,    I'm    raising   a   regiment,   I    am,    Aunt — and  they're  all  able- 


A  Neat  and  Happy  Idea- 
Describing  the  pranks  of  the  wind  on  the 
1st  instant,  an  up-river  paper  says  that  a 
young  lady  was  carried  away  by  that  air. 
"  In  some  places,  when  she  would  strike  a 
glassy  spot,"  says  the  up-river  paper,  "  she 
would  be  carried  along  with  the  speed  of  an 
ice-boat."  Well,  we  suppose  that  the  young 
lady,  if  a  boat  at  all,  must  have  been  about 
that  kind  of  ona  ;  and,  under  the  circum- 
stances, we  regret  that  we  were  not  a '  'glassy 
spot"  for  the  occasion. 


The  Eagle  and  Small  Birds. 

On  reading  .in  the  Norfolk  Day  Book,  an 
account  of  a'certain  "  dashing  achievement" 
performed  by  one  Commodore  Lynch  of  the 
Sea  Bird,  we  came  to  the  conclusion  that  the 
Northern  Eagle  has  nothing  to  fear  from  the 
combined  movements  of  the  Southern  Sea 
Bird,  the  Norfolk  Day  Book's  Crow,  and  the 
Gulls  by  which  the  circulation  of  the  latter 
paper  is  maintained. 


Put  that  and  that  together. 

Among  maritime  items  we  find  that  the 
Hunchback  had  arrived  at  Fortress   Monroe. 

Punch  came  to  hand  per  Asia,  on  Friday 
last. 


A  Downy  Bed  for  the  Sunken  Whalers- 
Down  in  the  depths  of  Charleston  Har- 


bor. 


Trouble  with  England. 
Can't  understand  American  Affairs. 


bodied  men,  too. 


WHEELS    WITHIN    WHEELS. 

A  Machine  Shop  at  Port  Eoyal. — We  learn  that  preparations  are  making 
for  establishing  a  machine-shop  on  the  "  sacred  soil"  of  South  Carolina,  at 
Port  Royal. — Daily  paper. 


The  shadow  falls  black  on  the  "  sacred  soil, ' 

The  cruel  shadow  of  Northern  toil ; 

And  a  terrible  pang  the  Southrons  feel 

When  they  hear  the  whirr  of  the  Northern  wheel. 
Wheels  within  wheels  go  round  and  round, 
Our  spokes  are  strong,  and  our  axles  sound  ; 
And  hammers  and  anvils  are  singing  away 
This  glorious  Northern  song  to-day. 


"  Her  land  is  ruined,  her  soil  decayed, 
Her  glory  is  fettered,  her  strength  betrayed  ; 
But  hammer  and  anvil  shall  break  the  chain 
And  blot  out  forever  the  shameful  stain. 
Wheels  within  wheels,  &c. 


"  Hammer  the  iron,  and  wield  the  steel, 
Work  out  the  problem,  wheel  within  wheel, 
Till  muscular  arm  and  nervous  hand 
Shall  wield  the  power  all  over  the  land] 
Wheels  within  wheels,  «fec. 


"  Weak  and  besotted,  and  sunk  in  sin, 
Ye  left  the  course  where  others  begin  ; 
What  wonder  that  strength  and  prosperity  rest 
Where  workers  have  worked  through  life  their  best? 
Wheels  within  wheels,  &c. 


"  The  click  of  the  lash  is  a  terrible  thing, 
And  'tis  better  to  hear  the  anvil  ring  ; 
The  shriek  of  the  slave  is  a  painful  sound, — 
Far  better  to  hear  the  wheels  go  'round. 
Wheels  within  wheels,  &c. 


"  Place  shaft  and  rod,  and  pulley  and  hand, 

Till  the  wheels  go  'round  on  every  hand  ; 

Till  every  spot  where  a  slave  has  been, 

Shall  ring  with  the  clank  of  the  Yankee  machine. 

Wheels  within  wheels  go  'round  and  'round, 

Our  spokes  are  strong,  and  our  axles  sound  ; 

And  hammers  and  anvils  are  singing  away, 

This  glorious  Northern  song  to-day . 

A  Real  Blanket,  at  last  1 

Among  the  incidents  at  the  White  House,  on  New  Year's  Day, 
was  the  presentation  of  an  Indian  blanket  to  Mrs .  Lincoln,  by 
Major  Arny,  the  U.  S.  Indian  Agent  for  the  Territory  of  New 
Mexico.  This,  article,  which  was  made  of  wool,  excited  the 
greatest  astonishment  among  the  military  officers  present,  nearly 
all  of  whom  asserted  that  it  was  the  only  woolen  blanket  they  had 
seen  since  the  commencement  of  the  war.  The  Secretary  of  War 
has  ordered  a  pair,  exactly  similar  to  it,  in  order  that  it  may  not 
hereafter  be  stated  that  there  were  nevifr  any  woolen  blankets  in 
the  stores  of  the  army  of  the  North . 


No  Learning  without  Tears. 

We  learn,  from  France,  that  M.  Thiers  is  to  be  appointed  peda- 
gogue to  the  young  Prince  Imperial. 


A  Bell  that  Tolled  anything  but  truth  in  London,  lately. 
Bell  Brittain. 


A  BEAUTIFUL  LITTLE  MICROSCOPE. 

Magnifying  small  objects  500  times,  will  be  mailed  to  any  address,  on  the  receipt  of  25  cents,  in  silver,  and  I  red  Stamp.     Five  of  different 
poweis,  free  of  postage.     $1.     Address,  F.  BO  WEN,  Lock  Box,  220,  Boston,  Mass . 

TITLE  PAGES  for  the'  4th  Volume  of  this  Paper  can  be  had  on  application  at  this  Office. 
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THUNDER  AND  SMALL  BEER. 

Or,  the  Homage  of  the  New  York  Club  to  the  War  Correspondent  of  the  Loxno.N  "Times." 


n  ere.  accurdmg  «,  Acid  Con^ss  ,„  u,e  >.-»r  looi  ,  bj,  Louu  U.  antraiou,  in  the  Clerk's  OMoeof  the  Uislriot  Court  of  the  United  States, for  the  Southern  Distriot  o'  .n^v  York. 


VANITY    FAIK. 


TO     THE     PUBLIC. 


When  the  Cavours,  the  Douglases  and  Prince  Albert?  die  in  their  prime,  be  sure  it  was  not  want  of  vitality,  but  the  -want  of  correct  princi- 
ples of  Medical  practice.  In  each  of  these  cases  a  fen-  doses  of  Brandreth's  Pills  would  infallibly  have  cured  the  patient.  Yes,  I  say  infallibly, 
and  I  know  what  I  am  saying,  and  can  produce  evidence  to  establish  what  I  assert. 

Often  in  youth,  just  as  we  suppose  ourselves  fitted  to  fill  some  position  of  honor  and  profit,  we  find  ourselves  attacked  by  a  supposed  incurable 
disease.  Such  was  the  case  of  a  young  man  whose  remarkable  cure  deserves  more  than  a  passing  notice.  He  had  entered  upon  professional  duties, 
when  he  found  his  energies  neutralized  by  a  continual 

Gnawing,  Dragging,  Dull,  Heavy  Pain  in  his  Left  Side. 

He  consulted  an  eminent  physician,  who  sounded  his  chest,  lungs,  and  abdomen. "^Over  the  region  of  the  pain  was  a  dull  sound,  not  like  the  ringing 
one  over  the  other  parts.  He  inquired  the  meaning  of  that  dull  sound,  and  was  informed  that  it  might  be  an  adhesion  of  the  lung  to  the  ribs. 
",1s  it  curable?"  "  Sometimes,"  was  the  serious,  ominous  answer.  He  went  to  a  college-mate  who  was  a  doctor.  His  friend  examined  him  and 
gave  his  opinion  that  it  was  dropsy  of  the  pericardium  or  sac  or  bag,  in  which  the  heart  moves.  "  Is  that  curable  ?"  ■'  It,  is  not  supposed  curable ; 
but  I  believe  Nature's  constant  tendency  is  toward  a'cure,  and  the  object  of  art  is  to  remove  the  cause  of  disease — that  is,  to  free  riature  from 
those  morbid  matters  that  hinder  its  action.  Go  to  Dr.  Brandreth  ;  he  will  tell  you  that  his  Pills  will  aid  Nature  to  bring  about  a  cure— and  they 
may  do  so."  This  young  man  came ;  was  ordered  through  a  course  of  Pills,  to  be  followed  by  another  in  a  few  days.  He  was  admonished  that, 
should  he  feel  intense  pain  in  the  locality  of  the  disease  at  any  time,  to  take  five  Pills  every  four  hours  until  the  pain  somewhat  abated,  and  to  drink 
very  plentifully  of  linseed-tea,  or  Indian-meal  or  oat-meal  grind,  or  any  other  warm,  innocent,  cooling,  lubricating  drink.  The  pain  did  become 
intense  after  some  few  weeks'  use  of  the  Pills,  and  the  above  advice  was  strictly  followed.  When  twenty  Pills  had  been  taken,  and  from  twelve  to 
fourteen  hours  from  the  attack  of  the  intense  pain,  something  gave  way  in  the  region  of  the  heart  with  a  sound  like  that  of  a  pistol -snap.  He  laid 
his  hand  on  his  side,  and  thought  he  was  about  to  die,  but  lie  sunk  off  into  a  sweet  and  quiet  sleep,  little  thinking  that  he  was  cured  of  a  supposed 
incurable  affection;  but  it  was  so.  He  slept  for  ten  hours,  and  then,  though  weak,  got  up  and  completely  dressed  himself.  He  found  he  did  not 
favor  the  side.  True,  there  was  some  soreness,  but  the  heavy,  dragging  pain  was  all  gone.  In  a  few  days  he  found  his  energies,  spirits,  and  health 
all  restored,  and  he  realized  he  was  a  sound  man. 

A  Cure  of  Pain  in  the  Right  Side. 

Dk."B.  Brandreth: 

Dear  Sir  :  Out  of  respect  to  you,  for  your  Pills,:and  above  all,  for  the  good  of  mankind,  I  send  yon  this  short  notice  of  my  case.  I  suffered  for 
two  years  with  a.  severe  pain  in  my  right  side,  which  was  declared  to  proceed  from  the  liver,  by  two'celebrated  physicians  of  this  city,  whose  reme- 
dies I  used,  but  without  effect.  "Finding  myself  constantly  growing  worse,  I  was  advised  to  take  your  Vegetable  Universal  Pii.t.s,  which 
immediately  relieved  me.  But  after  having  taken  them  for  two  weeks,  I  felt  one  of  my  old  attacks.  I  then  consulted  you,  as  you  well  remember, 
and  you  ordered  me  to  bed,  and  to  take  four  Pills  every  two  hours  until  the  pain  should  entirely  cease ;  which  I  believe  was  most  excellent  advice, 
for  I  could  scarcely  breathe  or  endure  the  least  movement  of  my  body,  so  acute  was  the  pain.  After  the  first  dose  of  the  Pills,  the  pain  grew 
worse;  then  I  took  seven  Pills,  and  continued  taking  them  in  doses  of  seven,  until  I  had  taken  thirty-five,  when  I  felt  a  sharp  pain  as  if  a  hot 
iron  passed  through  my  side,  and  soon  after  I  passed  a  kind  of  fleshy  substance  in  appearance,  when  I  felt  relieved,  though  the  pain  did  not  entirely 
cease  for  a  week.  I  am  now  perfectly  cured,  and  enjoying  the  best  of  health,  being  wholly  a  new  man,  and  able  to  breathe  and  walk  about  as  well 
as  ever. 

I  remain,  sir,  your_most  thankful,  BEN.T.  EVANS, 

|172  Broome  Street,  New-York. 

Thousands  like  the'above. 

The  above  case  is  a  type  of  thousands,  but  how  different  the  termination  ! 

Widows  and  orphans  suffer  the  sad  consequences  which  Brandreth's  Pills  could  often  prevent.  Limbs  are  removed  with  great  skill  which  a 
few  months'  use  of  these  Pills  would  have  restored  to  soundness. 

Epilepsy  Cured. 

Dr.  BeandeethJ:  ^ew-York,  July  8,  1857. 

Sir  :  A  boy  of  mine  was  subject  to  Fits  from  his  infancy.  His  case  was  considered  hopeless  by  the  doctors,  who  thought  he  would  be  subject  to 
them  for  life.  After  they  had  given  him  up,  I  was  recommended  to  try  your  Pills,  and,  without  much  faith,  did  try  them,  according  to  your 
printed  directions.  Four  years  ago  I  commenced  giving  them  to  him,  and  to  my  great  joy  and  relief,  he  has  had  but  one  return  only  of  his 
affliction  since.    I  consider  him  now  perfectly  cured. 

The  extraordinary  benefit  they  did  him,  makes  me  always  recommend  them  to  my  friends,  and  I  would  be  glad  that  everybody  knew  their 
value.  The  case  was  the  worst  possible ;  he  would  have  been  helpless  and  almost  uselessly  unfit  for  any  kind  of  business,  from  the  length  and 
severity  of  eacli  attack — often  lasting  a  whole  night,  and  leaving  him,  for  two  or  three  days  afterward,  entirely  prostrate  from  weakness.  Every 
kind  of  treatment  was  also  externally  applied  that  was  professionally  advised.  You  may  therefore  judge  what  good  reason  I  have  for  letting  you 
have  this  statement  in  acknowledgment  for  the  benefit  received,  and  for  the  purpose  of  letting  those  who  may  be  hesitating  under  similar  cir- 
cumstances have  in v  testimony  in  confirmation  of  the  reliability  of  other  certificates,  and  perfect  confidence,  like  myself,  in  the  value  of  the 
Pills.  Yours  respectfully,  JOHN  WEBB, 

18  Beekman  Street,  New-York. 

I  can  refer  to  numbers  of  persons  cured  of  Fever  and  Ague,  Rheumatic,  Typhoid,  and  other  fevers,  even  yellow  and  spotted.  Any  person 
who  desires  evidence  shall  be  furnished  with  it  without  stint.  We  can  prove  that  BRANDRETH'S  PILLS  PURIFY  THE  BLOOD,  and  that 
in  doing  so,  they  cure  or  modify  every  disease.  Oh !  that  the  world  sufficiently  appreciated  their  curative  qualities.  There  would  be  fewer  widows 
and  children  weeping  for  lost  fathers. 


Brandreth's  Pills  and  Simple  Maladies. 


But  while  they  cure  extreme  cases,  they  are  equally  adapted  for  every  affection.  If  you  are  sick,  use  them.  Suppose  your  child  is  sick — 
bowels  costive,  and  out  of  sorts  generally.  Give  one,  two,  or  three;  if  no  improvement  takes  place,  continue  the  Pills.  Ten,  or  even  twenty, 
won't  hurt  the  child,  but  not  being  used,  your  child  may  die. 

It  is  the  doubtful,  the  timid  that  sufler  in  sickness,  die  or  have  a  tedious  time,  while  the  courageous  and  bold  take  a  good  dose^  Prtls,  and 
get  well  at  once.- 

While  you  are  in  pain,  have  debility,  or  in  any  way  not  in  possession  of  health,  .USE  BRANDRETH'S  PILLS.  They  will  [restore  you, 
because  they  have  affinity  for  the 


Subject  Matter  of  Disease, 


and  remove    it  from  the  body.    No  man  can  appreciate  them  sufficiently  until  he  has  tried  them.    Their  merits  surpass  [all  eulogy,  and  must  be 
used,  to  be  properly  valued.     Sold  at  No.  294  Canal  Street,  and  No.  4  Union  Square,  and  by  all  respectable  dealers.     . 


Two    New    Vols,    of 
THE 

NELLY    AND    MARTIN   STORIES. 

By  Josephine  Franklin — beautifully  illus- 
trated. 
The  series  now  consists  of 
NELLY  AND  HER  FRIENDS, 
NELLY  AN n  HER  BOAT, 
NELLY'S  FIRST  SCHOOL  DAYS, 
LITTLE  BESSIE, 
NELLY'S  VISIT, 
ZELMA. 
The  main  object  of  the  author  of  this  series 
is  the   inculcation   in  a  quiet,  simple  way 
of  the  principles  of  good   nature,  kindness, 
and  integrity  among  children. 
Price  50  cents  per  vol. 

PUBLISHED  BY 
BROWN  &    TAGGARD. 

29   CORNHILL,  BOSTON. 

Ex  racts  from  Chas.  Stokes'  Continental 
Almanac. 

As  our  Almanac  this  year  wears  a  Military 
aspect,  we  will  bring  up  the  rear  with  some 
Drums,  which,  though  quite  hollow,  are 
yet  hard  to  beat.  They  are  known  to  the 
readers  of  Almanacs  as  Connn-drums. 

Why  is  Chas.  Stokes'  Illustrated  Almanac 
for  18152  like  a  mansion  of  the  Rebels  near 
Beaufort  ?— Ans.  Because  the  figures  in  it 
are  all  colored. 

Why  is  the  Rebel  army  so  well  supplied 
with  officers  1  Ans. — Because  so  many 
"contrabands"  have  been  left-tenants 
of  the  plantations. 

Why  are  the  customers  of  Stokes  one-price 
store  like  chimney  sweeps  1  Ans.  Because 
they  are  always  sooted  in  their  dress. 

What  is  the  difference  between  the  "  Con- 
tinental Hotel"  andasuitot'clothing?— Ans 
The  Hotel  being  too  large,  part  of  it  will  be 
rented  out  ;  and  your  clothing  being  too 
small,  part  of  it  will  be  rented  out. 

Why  does  Fort  Walker  at  Port  Royal  har- 
bor resemble  Chas.  Stokes'  one-price  cloth- 
ing store  ?— Ans.  Because  of  the  great  num- 
ber of  breeches  within  its  walls. 

CHARLES  STOKS3' 

CLOTHING  ESTABLISHMENT, 

824  CHESTNUT  STREET. 

PHILADELPHIA. 

THE  READERS    CF 
VANITY  FAIR 

WILL   BEAR   IN   MIND   THAT 

E.     ANT  HON  Y, 

501    BROADWAY, 

(Three  doors  from   the   St.  Nicholas  Hotel,) 

IS 

HEAD    QUARTERS  FOR 

PHOTOGRAPHIC   ALBUMS. 

STEROSCOPIC     VIEWS, 

AND 

CARTE    DE    VISITE     PHOTO- 
GRAPHS OF  CELEBRITIES. 


It  will  be  unwise  to  buy  before  seeing  his 
assortment 


GREAT    MUSICAL   BOX 
DEPOT.     M.  J.    PAILLARD, 

Importer,  21  Maiden  Lane,  N.  Y.  Has  for 
sale  the  most  extensive  assortment  in  the 
country,  at  prices  varying  at  Two  t<>  T*«o 
Hundred  and  Fifty  Dollars,  each  playms  i. 
2,  3   4,  0,  8,  10,  12,  10  and  24  airs. 

BEAUTIFUL  TOY  BOXES  FOR  CHILDREN. 

BOX  ES  TO  SUIT  ALL  AGES  AND  TASTES. 
Call  and  examine  them  I 

Fine  Gold  and  Silver  Watches  Cheap  for 
Cash. 

MUSICAL  BOXES  REPAIRED. 


Advertising  Rates  of.  Vanity  Fair. 

Title  Page,  50  cents  per  line,  occupying  1-3 
the  space  across  the  page. 

Title  Page,  $1.50  per  line,  across  the  page. 

Second  Page,  25  cents,  wide  column. 

"        "      10  cents,  narrow  column. 


IMPROVED 

Gutta     Percha 

CEMENT 

ROOFING 

It  is  water-proof, 
and 

Costs  only   about 

one  -  third    as 

much    as 

Tin, 

AND     IS     TWICE 
AS  DURABLE. 


"CHEAPEST  and\ 
DURABLE 


ROOFINU 
Fjre  and  Watik 
Pkoof.  Applied 
to  New  and  Old 
Roots  of  all  kind.«, 
and  sent  to  all 
parts  of  the  coun- 
try with  full  di- 
rections for  use. 
Send  for  a  Circular 


s\ESjjgg^jjgjgg^ 


JOHNS  &  CROSLEY, 

SOLE   MANUFACTURERS. 

78  WILLIAM   ST., 

(COR.   LIBERTY  ST.), 

NEW    YORK. 


GUTTA  PERCHA 

CEMENT, 

FOR  preserving 
new  and  repairing 
LEAKY  METAL 
ROOFS  of  every 
description ;     Will. 

NOT  CRACK  IN  COLD 
OR  RUN  IN  WARM 
WEATHER. 

Agents  Wanted. 

Terms  Cash  ! 


JOHNS    &    CROSEEY'S  AMERICAN    CEMENT  GEUE,  FOR 
J    CEMENTING  WOOD,    LEATHER,  GLASS.    IVORY,     CHINA,     MARBLE, 

PORCELAIN,  ALABASTER,  BONE,  CORAL,  Sic,  &c,  the  only  article  of  the  kind  ever  produced 
which  will  withstand  water.     Liberal  terms  to  Wholesale  dealers. 

PRICE   TWENTY -FIVE    CENTS. 

JOHNS  &  CROSLEY,  Sole  Manufacturers, 

Wholesale  Warehouse,  78  William  st.,  cor.  Liberty. 


Volunteers    for     the 
Arimy, 

Should  not  leave  the  city  until  supplied  with 
HOLLOWAY'S  PILLS  &  OINTMENT. 
For  Sores,  Scurvy,  Wounds,  Small  Pox, 
Fevers,  and  Bowel  Complaints,  these  medi- 
cines are  the  best  in  the  world.  Every 
French  Soldier  uses  them.  Only  25  cents 
per  Box.  211. 


WAR»  &  PARRY,  PUB- 
LISHERS,   BOOKSELLERS 

and  Importers,  (Successors  to  H.  W.  Derby.) 
025  Broadway.  Are  selling  their  own  Pub- 
lications, together  with  all  the  current  mis- 
cellaneous issues  of  the  day  at  partly  re- 
duced prices. 

They  publish  the  following  : 
POPULAR.  BOOKS  OF    WIT  AND  HUMOR. 
The  Widow  Bedott  Papers,  12mo., 

cloth,  1  00  60 

Mrs.  Partington,  by  B.  P.  Shillaber,  1  00  60 
The  Sparrowgrass  Papers,  1  00  60 

Riley's  Humors  of  the  West,  1  00  60 

Brougham's  Humorous  Irish  Stories,  1  00  60 
Miss  Slimmens'  Window,  1  00  60 

Prentice's  Wit  and  Humor,  1  00  60 

Letters  of  Jack  Downing,  12mo.,  1  00  60 
Jack  Downing's  Yankee  Stories,  1  00  60 
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RANTANQUERO  DE  BOOM-jmGKTING  I 

■ — OR — 

THE  WRATH   OF    THE  REBEL   RIVAL. 

A  ROMANCE  OP  THE  WAR. 
By  McArone. 

CHAPTER    VI. 

Gritn  and  silent  as  the  Egyptian  Sphynx  or  an  unlucky  stock- 
speculator,  sat  Don  Rantanquero,  awaiting  his  doom.  Already  he 
felt  the  subtle  poison  gnawing  at  his  victuals. 

Ten    hours   thus    elapsed,   and  great  drops  of  deathly   agony 
gathered  upon  bis  brow. 
It  was  kind  of  rough. 

Suddenly  came  a  brisk  ring  at  the  bell,  and  a  young  friend  of  the 
Don  entered  ...  a  young  gentleman  who  was  engaged  in  the  study 
of  medicine.     He  bore  a  neat  mahogany  case  under  his  arm. 

'•Ah  !"  chirped  he  ;  "  glad  to  rind  you  alone  ;  I  want  to  show 
you  just  the  neatest,  nicest,  most  convenient,  handiest  little  con- 
trivance you  ever  saw  in  the  world  ;  an  invention  of  my  own,  just 
patented  ;  look  at  that,  sir  !'' 

Opening  the  case,  he  exhibited  to  the  Don  a  very  handsome  self- 
adjusting  low-pressure  stomach-pump. 

"  Aha,''  said  the  Don,  good-naturedly  :  "  yes,  I  see.  Very  pretty 
very  pretty  indeed." 

"  Now,  my  dear  fellow,  let  me  explain  it  to  you.  You  see,  when 
it  operates,  I  put  the  end  in  my  mouth,  so  ;  then  I  open  this 
valve,  and  close  the  throttle,  which  turns  on  this  flange,  so.  Then 
I  work  this  handle  two  turns  back,  to  exhaust  the  air,  and  a  single 
turn  forward  does  the  business.  See?  It  is  really  a  pleasant  sensa- 
tion ...  so  different  from  the  old-fashioned  instrument.  Ever 
been  pumped  ?" 
"No." 

"  0,  then  you  must  try  it !  It  is  splendid.  Folks  use  my  pump 
just  for  amusement.  Children  cry  for  it.  No  family  should  be 
without  it.     Get  the  best.     Come,  try  a  turn." 

•'  No  .  .  .  thank  you.  .  .  1  .  .  .  I've  been  taking  medicine." 
"  Sick?  Ah,  this  will  cure  you.     Better  than  all  the  medicine  in 
the  world.     Come  !" 

Our  hero  was  the  best-natured  man  in  the  world.  He  loved  to 
see  science  prosper,  and  recognized  at  a  glance  the  importance  of  a 
good,  reliable  stomach-pump.  His  friend  begged  hard,  and  he 
yielded.  Iu  two  minutes,  the  laudanum  was  removed  and  he  felt 
that  the  shears  of  Atropos  were  not  destined  to  sever  his  thread 
just  yet. 

On  Monday  mornitig  he  returned  to  his  camp,  at  Richmond,  well 
as  ever,  and  plunged  into  the  cares  of  business,  to  distract  his 
mind. 

Glorianna  de  Boom-jikg-jing  was  retained  a  prisoner  in  the 
halls  of  Peter,  at  Mobile.  Her  insanity  was  pretty  bad,  at  first, 
but  Dr.  Dixon,  of  the  Scalpel,  happened  along  that  way,  collecting 
and  canvassing  for  advertisements  for  his  somewhat  maniacal  but 
excellent  publication,  and  took  charge  of  the  case.  The  result  was 
that  the  fair  dame  soon  recovered,  without  an  operation,  and  the 
doctor  acquired  a  wide  reputation  all  through  that  sectiou  of  the 
country. 

Georianna's  first  care,  after  paying  the  doctor's  bill  and  thank- 
ing him  copiously,  was  to  arrange  a  plan  for  escape.  Peter  had 
cruelly  denied  her  pens,  ink,  and  pa,,er,  and  Bkaurbgabd,  who  had 
now  regained  his  normal  condition,  said  he  didn't  think  it  would 
answer  for  Northern  women  to  be  writing  to  their  husbands  much. 
Strategy,  then,  had  to  be  employed,  and  Mrs.  de  Boom-jing-jing 
was  pretty  well  up  to  trap  She  procured  a  young  girl  ...  a  poor 
white  .  .  .  and  having  written  an  affectionate  letter,  with  full 
details  concerning  the  abduction,  a  list  of  prices  current  in  Mobile, 
the  latest  information  as  to  Rebel  movements,  ami  other  valuable 
items,  upon  the  arms  of  the  damsel,  in  indelible  ink,  blacked  her 
neatly  all  over  with  burnt  cork,  curled  her  hair  tight,  gave  her  a 
pass  as  a  slave,  and  sent  her  off  to  make  her  way  North. 

The  result  was,  that  Don  Uantanqui.ro  was  surprised,  one  fine 
day,  by  a  visit  from  a  very  dirty  nigger.  He  was  about  to  send  to 
Washington  for  instructions  as  to  how  be  should  dispose  of  her, 
when  she  went  to  a  brook,  washed  her  face  and  arms,  took  her  hair 
out  of  curl,  and  revealed  her  color  ...  a  dingy  white. 
"  What  WOUldst  tuou,  fair  maiden  ?''  asked  the  Don. 
She  presented  her  arms,  and  showed  him  the  letter  written 
thereon. 


He  was  beside  himself  with  joy,  and  immediately  made  the  girl 
a  present  of  two  shares  of  Camden  &  Amboy  R.  R.  stock,  the  title- 


deeds  to  the  New  York  City  Hall,  a  corner-lot  at  Scoby's-Corner, 
N.  J.,  and  a  free  pass  to  Artemus  Ward's  lectures. 

That  night,  there  was  hurrying  to  and  fro,  and  arming  in  hot 
haste,  and  preparation  for  all  the  pomp  and  circumstance  of  glorious 
war. 

"What  are  you  going  to  do,  my  General  ?"  asked  the  young 
lieutenant  of  Light  Quadroons  who  so  narrowly  escaped  the  bat- 
tery, in  the  last  battle  described. 

"  Going  to  do  Mobile,"  replied  the  Don,  with  a  sardonic  smile. 

Twelve  days  and  nights  had  the  dreadful  cannon  roared  forth 
their  thunder-notes,  and  smote  the  frowning  walls  of  the  doomed 
city  of  Mobile. 

Twelve  days  and  nights  had  a  lurid  pall  hung  over  the  trenches 
where  lay  the  gallant  band  of  our  noble  hero  ;  and  the  sounds  of 
the  pickaxe,  the  shrapnel,  and  the  gabion  were  heard  mingling 
with  the  hot  blast  of  war  and  the  martial  clang  of  the  tom-tom. 

Twelve  days  and  nights  had  Don  Rantanquero  worked  inces- 
santly, without  food  or  sleep,  or  a  change  of  linen.  His  watchword 
was  : 

"  Down  with  the  Rebel's  vile  abode  ; 
That  town  must  fall,  or  I'll  be  blowed." 

The  most  unimaginative  reader  will  readily  see  thata  hundred  bat- 
teries of  two  thousand  guns  each,  all  twenty-eight  inch  columbiads, 
rifled,  throwing  improved  percussion  projectiles  incessantly,  day 
and  night,  must  sooner  or  later  break  away  any  kind  of  fortifica- 
tion. 

Such  was  the  case  in  this  instance.  At  daybreak  on  the  twelfth 
morning,  the  young  lieutenant  startled  Rantanquero,  who  was 
shaving  himself  in  the  trenches,  by  announcing  the  joyful  news. 

"  A  breach  !  a  breach  in  the  walls!"  he  cried. 

.  .  .  Now  the  writer  perceives  that  this  presents  an  opportunity 
for  a  pun  which  few  persons  could  resist ;  but  the  joke  is  really  so 
stale  and  fishlike,  that  he  religiously  abstains  from  it.  Will  the 
reader  give  him  due  credit  ? 

"  Thank  Heaven,  Mobile's  ours !''  exclaimed  the  Don,  and 
fainted. 

On  coming  to,  he  appointed  the  lieutenant  an  officer  of  his  staff, 
with  the  rank  of  Lieutenant-General. 

You  are  not  a  French  prince,  nor  a  Prussian  Count,  nor  a  German 
Baron,  nor  a  Magyar  chief,"  said  he,  "but  I  begin  to  think  it 
wouldn't  be  a  bad  idea  to  have  a  few  clever  Yankees  among  our 
staff-officers,  for  a  change.  You  bring  me  good  news,  and  by  my 
halidame,  you  shall  have  this  reward.  Go  to  my  tailor,  when  the 
light  is  over,  and  get  the  gayest  old  uniform  he  can  get  up  !" 

"  Meanwhile,"  said  the  lieutenant,  smoothing   down  his  green 
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Small  Parly  (to  Brother  Jonathan,  who  keeps  a  very  large  store).     "  I  told  you  'ow  it 
WOULD  BV,  you  know.     Carnt  goveen  youkselves,  you  know,  just  like  the  blarstkd 

HlBISlJ,  \  OU  KNOW." 


The    Bight   Liquor   in   the    Bight    Place. 

Southern  papers  publish  a  note  from  Gen- 
eral Beauregard,  thanking  a  lad}'  who,  in  a 
truly  Samaritan  spirit,  sent  that  impover- 
ished Confederate  a  couple  of  bottles  of 
"home-made  wine,"  to  wet  the  New  Year 
with. 

In  allusion  to  this  very  appropriate  gift,  B. 
says  in  his  note  :  "  We  shall  have  the  pleas- 
ure of  drinking  it  on  New  Year's  day  to  your 
very  good  health  and  prosperity,  and  to  the 
success  of  our  sacred  cause." 

Not  beiDg  a  fool,  we  never  tasted  "  home- 
made wine,"  ourselves  ;  but  we  have  a  vivid 
recollection  of  a  friend  of  ours  being  once 
brought  home  in  a  fit,  upon  a  shutter,  with 
symptoms  that  appeared  to  combine  epilepsy, 
quinsy,  cretinism  and  jibbering  idiocy  in  a 
very  remarkable  form.  He  had  been  drink- 
ing "  home-made  wine." 

We  consider  that  "  home-made  wine"  was 
a  very  harmonious  beverage  for  Beauregard's 
libation  to  the  "  sacred  cause  "  and  the  New 
Year  for  the  South. 


The  Chamber  of  Commerce. 

Considering  certain  facts  that  have  trans- 
pired, lately,  respecting  the  queer  Molly- 
put-the-kettle-on  squabbles  that  occasionally 
take  place  in  the  above  mentioned  institu- 
tion, we  look  upon  that  as  a  very  happy 
translation  made  by  a  French  friend  of 
ours,  who  calls  it  Le  Chambre  des  Commeres. 
This  may  be  freely  translated  by  "  Scandal 
and  Gossip  shop." 


A  Path  considered  pleasant  by  some. 
The  Homoeopath. 


gloves  and  calling  his  blaok-and-tan  terrier,"    meanwhile,  may  I 
storm  that  breach  and  pillage  the  city  ?" 

"  To  be  frank  with  you,  you  may.  If  you  see  my  wife,  give  her 
my  love,  and  tell  her  I'll  he  in  directly.     Fare  thee  well." 

"  Adoo,"  said  the  gallant  youth. 

Seven  times  did  he  lead  a  brave  handful  of  artillerymen  to  the 
imminent  deadly  breach,  and  seven  times  were  they  swallowed  up 
in  the  sheet  of  flame  that  guarded  the  city.  At  length,  some  old 
fishermen  were  chosen  from  Col.  Sears' s  regiment  of  Shovel-nose 
Shark  Sharp-shooters,  of  the  Crab  Squadron,  and  they,  long  accus- 
tomed to  scaling  fish,  scaled  the  walls  without  difficulty. 

The  Rebels  were  naturally  much  annoyed  by  the  intrusion  of  the 
lieutenant  and  his  men,  and  played  a  very  severe  practical  joke 
upon  them.  As  the  storming  party  rushed  down  the  main  street, 
a  large  band  of  Rebels  approached  with  a  flag  of  truce.  They  were 
permitted,  unrler  protection  of  the  flag,  to  come  close,  and  even  to 
quite  surround  the  Federals,  whom  they  immediately  assailed  with 
bowie-knives  and  revolvers,  so  fiercely  that  but  one  was  left  alive. 

This  little  burst  of  facetiousness  provoked  much  laughter  about 
the  town,  but  the  lieutenant  .  .  .  the  sole  survivor  of  thestorming- 
parfcy  .  .  .  couldn't  see  it.  Being  mad,  he  fought  like  a  tiger, 
aided  by  the  rest  of  the  Federal  troops,  who  now  swarmed  through 
tbe  brench  by  hundreds  of  thousands. 

It  was  soon  after  this,  that  the  Old  Flag  was  flung  to  the  battle- 
stained  air  of  heaven  from  the  cupola  of  the  Court-House. 

For  the  particulars  of  this  solemnity,  the  reader  is  referred  to 
Tom  Bailey's  celebrated  epic,  beginning  : 
"  Here's  to  the  hero  of  Mobile 

The  gallant  and  the  true  ! 
True  to  our  Flag  .  .  .  by  jimmenee  ! 
Long  may  she  wave  ;  bully  for  you  !" 

(This  poem  .  .  .  the  whole  of  it,  nearly  .  .  .  may  be  found  in  the 
back  of  the  book.  Also,  in  the  Independent.  Send  in  your  orders 
early.) 

After  a  clean  shave  and  general  fixing  up  pretty,  the  Don  called 
a  carriage  and  drove  into  Mobile.  He  searched  a  long  time,  high 
and  low,  till  he  found  Peter,  hidden  in  a  show-window  on  the 
principal  thoroughfare. 

"Hound,"  remarked  the  Don,  "thou  diest,  unless  thou  tellest 
me  where  thou  hast  hidden  her  whom    thou   persecutest  and  I 


adore  ?" 

Peter  trembled  so  that  he  shook  out  his  front  teeth,  which  were 
false.     He  was  scared  most  to  death. 

"  Come  with  me,"  he  said  ;  "ef  yer  mean  Mrs.  de  Boom-jing-jing, 
I'll  show  yer.  I  only  kerried  her  off  for  a  lark.  I  didn't  mean 
nothin'." 

The  Don  kicked  him.     He  went  round  to  his  back  to  do  it. 

"  Show  her  to  me,"  said  he. 

Peter  led  the  way  to  dungeon  where  Glorianna  had  been  im- 
prisoned. A  party  of  men  were  pillaging  the  mansion.  Peter 
opened  the  door  .  .  .  the  Don  darted  in  .  .  . 

Glorianna  was  gone  .  .  . 


A  Long  Look-Out- 


They  seem  to  be  in  a  bad  way  with  regard  to  almanacs,  out  in 
Wisconsin.  A  newspaper  published  somewhere  in  that  region  tells 
us  of  a  gentleman  there  who  "  stakes  his  reputation"  upon  a  pre- 
diction inferred  from  certain  arrangements  of  the  beavers  and 
muskrats,  to  the  effect  that  "  we  are  to  have  a  mild  Winter,  with 
prevailing  winds  from  the  South  for  the  next  six  months." 

It  is  pleasant  to  know  that  the  Winter  will  be  mild  during  a 
good  portion  of  the  Summer,  a  season  into  which  people  naturally 
expect  to  be  carried  some  time  within  "  the  next  six  months  :"  but 
one's  pleasurable  anticipations  are  slightly  alloyed  by  the  prospect 
of  "prevailing  winds  from  the  South,"  on  account  of  the  Bad 
Odor  in  which  that  region  is,  at  present. 


D.  K.  if  not  O.  K. 


Captain'DRAKE  de  Kay,  Aid  to  General  Mansfield,  lately  made  a 
reconnaissance  in  the  neighborhood  of  Beaufort,  with  about  150 
men,  and,  as  usual,  they  were  encountered  by  a  superior  rebel  force, 
by  which  some  were  slain  and  captured  and  the  rest  dispersed.  This 
was  what  Dryden  calls  "  Fretting  the  pigmy  body  to  decay." 


The  Last  British  Performance. 
The  American  Cussin'. 
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HARDEE     MADE    EASY. 

s^=^===iHERE  is  no  evi- 

_^dence  that  the 

siisi^ss^g^isasteprimitive  pieces 

__^gof  ordnance 

1^=^=3,11  nded     to    in 

our    last    were 

ever  converted 

to  the  purposes 

p=ITjjErf|of    horse   artil- 
g=§!§|Iilery.       Indeed, 
~I  the    nearest 
thing  to  flying 
:^^^=ar  ti  1  ler  y  of 
^  !§||f^=  which  any  no- 
Si  tice  is  taken  in 
pold    hooks    o  f 
^military  science, 
.  is   the  great 
windmill     gun 
from  which  old- 
time  cannoneers 

used  to  pepper  their  enemies  with  millstones.  Some  writers,  never- 
theless, persist  in  averring  that  flying  artillery  must  have  been 
known  to  the  ancients,  basing  their  supposition  upon  the  fact  of 
the  balista  being  described  as  a  "  sort  of  Crow  with  a  lever." 

Annice  Mirabolus,  an  old  Flemish  painter,  has  left  behind  him 
a  battle-piece  in  wbich  we  find  the  first  direct  reference  to  horse- 
artillery.  It  represents  a  mategrijfon  drawn  by  a  donkey.  The 
mategriffon  was  a  very  complicated  machine,  the  projective  power  of 
which  was  based  upon  the  mathematical  principle  of  the  Archime- 
dean screw. 

In  a  curious  old  play  called  "  Chowderre  and  Choppes,"  written 
by  an  obscure  dramatist  whose  name  was  Bussyco,  there  is  more 
than  one  allusion  to  the  locomotion  of  ordnance  by  means  of 
trained  animals.  "Limber  up  yer  old  ribaudequin,  there  and  send 
yer  half-starved  mules  to  grass !''  exclaims  the  Thersites  of  the 
piece,  addressing  his  playful  badinage  to  a  major  of  artillery.  The 
ribaudequin  referred  to  was  a  clumsy  engine  lika  a  modern  pile- 
driver,  worked  by  means  of  a  derrick  and  a  couple  of  mules.  It 
was  borrowed  from  the  French  by  Bussvco,  who  is  said  to  have 
realized  a  large  amount  of  theatrical  properties  from  similar  loans 
contracted  by  him  with  that  people. 

And  here,  apropos  of  our  mention  of  the  donkey  and  the  mule, 
we  must  express  our  regret  that  the  Secretary  of  War  has  not  seen 
fit  to  provide  these  hardy  and  indestructible  animals  for  the  use  of 
our  cavalry  soldiers,  instead  of  the  nobler  and  more  sensitive  horse. 
It  may  appear  paradoxical  to  say  that  these  men  should  not  be 
allowed  to  mount  on  horseback  until  they  know  how  to  ride  ;  but, 
really,  if  there  is  any  faith  to  be  pinned  upon  the  principle  of  pro- 
gressive education,  we  must  record  our  conviction  that  a  course  of 
patent  Spring  Rocking-Horse  would  be  the  best  initiative  for  our 
gay  dragoon.  For  this  harmless  imitation  of  nature  a  live  donkey 
might,  after  awhile,  be  substituted,  ia  order  gradually  to  accustom 
the  trooper  to  the  responsibilities  involved  in  the  maintenance  of  a 
live  animal.  When  thoroughly  broken  to  the  donkey,  the  rider 
should  be  promoted  to  a  mule ;  his  subsequent  promotion  from 
which  obstinate  animal  to  a  horse,  would  be  a  blessing  so  great  as 
invariably  to  induce  that  contentment  with  a  soldier's  life  by  which, 
alone,  the  camp  can  be  assimilated  to  a  happy  village  lying  in  the 
midst  of  Elysian  fields. 

Under  the  existing  state  of  things,  about  one  man'  in  a  hundred 
of  our  cavalry  soldiers  appears  to  be  in  full  possession  of  his  facul- 
ties when  mounted  upon  a  horse.  The  animal  despises  him,  accord- 
ingly ;  and  many  a  horse-laugh  must  go  merrily  around  in  the 
stalls,  at  night,  as  the  noble  animals  reflect  upon  the  results  pro- 
ceeding from  the  Fall  of  Man.  Perhaps  the  Secretary  of  War 
would  be  good  enough  to  consider  whether  the  appointment  of  a 
Riding-master  Geneial  might  not  be  conducive  to  the  organization 
of  efficient  cavalry  ,  mid  whether  General  Asboth  might  not  be  the 
right  man  for  the  place. 


Fuller  Intelligence  from  England. 

Fuller,  formerly  of  the  Mirror,  has  assured  the  Londoners  lately 
that  he  fully  enjoys  the  confidence  of  the  American  press  and  pub- 
lic. This  is  quite  true,  for  he  has  been  living  on  it  ever  so  long. 
Nothing  can  perhaps  surpass  that  confidence  unless  it  is  his  present 
assurance. 


A  Cereal  Conundrum. 


Q. — Why  is  the  lid  of  a  meal  barrel  like  a  fall  of  s:iow  ? 
A. — Because  it  o\eis  the  Gioutid. 


THE    SONG    OF    THE    STONE-HULK. 

I. 

Time  was,  I  roved  the  Northern  seas 

To  chase  the  blubbering  whale, 
But  now  I  lie  in  dreamy  ease 
To  rest  my  poor  old  ribs  and  knees 
...  A  Cell,  but  not  a  Sail. 


A  number  of  us  Calmly  Lie  .  .  . 

Jeff  D.  is  not  alone  .  .  . 
And  barristers  who  southward  hie 
Can  comment,  passing  Charleston  by, 

Upon  the  works  of  Stone. 


Though  old,  I  still  am  staunch  and  stout, 

A  store  of  Rocks  have  I ; 
My  comrades  and  myself,  no  doubt, 
With  such  a  lot  of  Bars  about, 

Will  ne'er  get  high  and  Dry. 


The  sharks,  and  porgies,  and  the  whales 

Swim  by  with  look  intent, 
And  ask  if,  when  I  Bent  my  sails 
To  lead  the  life  this  job  entails 

I  followed  out  that  Bent. 


Though  Davis,  spite  of  shame  and  sin 

Masters  the  South,  'tis  true, 
To  Lincoln  I  my  faith  give  in  .  .  . 
As  I  a  Three-Master  have  been, 
Two  Masters  will  not  do. 


When  cannon,  against  Sumter's  wall 

Shall  roar  in  warlike  sort, 
I'll  think,  as  howl  the  shot  and  ball 
From  frigates  trim  and  taut  and  tall, 
"lis  their  but  uot  my  Forte. 


So  here  in  Charleston  Bay  I  lie, 
A  part  of  War's  great  game  ; 
To  pass  me,  let  no  skipper  try, 
For  though  he  Reck  but  little,  I 
Shall  Wreck  him  all  the  same  ! 


THE    LATE    LAMENTABLE    SNOW    STORM. 

Last  week  there  came  a  great  snow  storm  which  produced  quite  a 
perceptible  effect.  Most  of  the  dailies  gave  it  a  favorable  notice, 
and  asked  it  to  make  itself  at  home  and  stay  awhile,  and  try  to 
scare  up  a  little  sleighing  for  the  livery  stable  keepers.  Most 
people,  however,  growled— it  is  a  habit  they  have— and  said  they 
didn't  want  snow.  Skaters  especially  inveighed— so  did  literary 
men  with  leaky  boots  and  pockets,  semi-circular  spines,  dim  eyes, 
pale  cheeks,  a  demand  for  cough  lozenges,  and  loads  of  manu- 
script. Somebody  in  our  hearing  made  a  very  violent  proposition 
—he  drew  himself  up  to  his  full  height,  glared  like  a  gas-lit 
thoroughfare,  anathematised  the  snow  storm,  and  declared  tuat  he 
would  rather  have  a  deluge  of  fire  bricks,  knives  and  forks,  blood 
cobble-stones,  or  Worcestershire  sauce.  The  novelty  of  such  com- 
ings-down might  have  made  them  more  tolerable  for  awhile  than 
the  "  old-fashioned  snow  storm,"  but  we  hardly  think  that  a  cob- 
ble-stone shower  would  find  lasting  favor  with  the  community.  If 
the  Legislature  would  earn  the  gratitude  of  its  constituents,  it 
should  take  meteorological  matters  into  consideration  and  try  to 
regulate  their  phenomena,  instead  of  spending  time  in  planning 
schemes  for  gridironing  New  York  with  costly  railways  and  adding 
to  the  expense  of  the  great  Park. 

So  the  snow  storm,  you  see,  gentle  reader,  leads  us  to  point  a 
moral  in  a  mild  way— and  morals  are  always  advantageous  to  the 
public. 


By  a  Spinster. 
People  express  a  great  deal  of  sympathy  for  women  who  are  Un- 
happily   Married  ...  but    how 'about    those    who   are    Unhannilv 

Single/  il    3 


34 


VANITY    PAIR, 


[JANUARY  18,  1*62. 


A    SKETCH    OFF    CHARLESTON    HARBOR. 


VANITY    FAIR    TO    THE    BRITISH    LION- 

Illustrious  Brute, 

With  respectful  salaam, 
Permit  us  to  chant  in  your  honor  a  psalm, 
As  open-mouthed,  showing  the  depth  of  your  maw, 
And  rampant,  extending  your  prey-clutching  paw, 
You  roar  in  your  wratb,  as  great  brutes  only  can, 
For  the  life-blood  of  one  whom  you  deem  a  "sick  man." 
Some  lions  'tis  said  take  the  war-path  alone, 
And  then  come  the  jackalls  for  offal  and  bone  ; 
But  you,  cunning  creature,  lie  close  in  the  bush 
While  legions  of  jackalls  are  making  a  rush, 
And  presently  rising  with  grinders  displayed, 
Would  charge  'mid  the  turmoil  they  seem  to  have  made. 

Most  politic  quadruped,  prudence  like  yours 
That  first  looks  to  safety,  our  homage  secures. 
'Tis  pleasant  to  know  that  the  guile  of  the  fox 
Alone  underlies  those  proud  leoline  locks  — 
That  e'en  in  the  flush  of  your  rage  and  your  pride, 
You  don't  desire  conflict  with  risk  to  your  hide. 

It  once  was  reported,  a  long  time  ago, 
(There  is  no  accounting  for  libels,  you  know), 
That  like  the  distinguished  old-fairy-tale  Beast 
Who  won  Beauty's  heart  at  his  magical  feast, 
You  were  royal  within,  and  your  form  but  a  mask 
For  chivalry,  honor — all  manhood  could  ask — 
In  short,  notwithstanding  your  rough  shaggy  vest, 
That  the  heart  of  a  man  rose  and  fell  in  your  breast. 

The  estimate  wronged  you — 'twas  all  a  canard; 

You're  the  "  cat-paced  marauder"  described  by  Gerard  ; 

A  worrier  of  flocks,  a  devourer  of  kine, 

Untouched  by  one  gleam  of  an  instinct  divine — 

A  big-headed,  burly  and  bloodthirsty  thing, 

That  watches  the  moment  of  weakness,  to  spring. 

Type  of  old  English  pluck  !  while  less  scrupulous  brutes 

For  fair  play  declare  in  their  private  disputes, 

The  "  Lion  of  England  that  fights  for  the  crown  " 

On  folks  in  the  midst  of  disaster,  comes  down  ! 

And  thinks  as  "  the  dew-drops  he  shakes  from  his  mane' 

That  of  all  ways  to  strike,  but  the  safe  way  is  sane '. 


Proud  Leo,  your  doings  of  late  in  your  den, 
Will  make  you  henceforward  the  wonder  of  men. 
No  monster  in  Heraldry's  queer  caravan 
Has  been  so  distinguished  since  blazon  began. 
You  ought  to  be  trailed  through  the  world  as  a  show 
With  some  one  to  make  you  bounce,  bellow,  and  blow, 
And  explain,  showmanlike,  how  "  this  cretur,  so  gay, 
When  he  sees  his  advantage  walks  into  his  prey." 
Meantime,  as  is  meet,  you  shall  make  the  folks  stare, 
Who  expect  to  see  monsters  in 


A    NOBLE    SAVAGE. 


A  Seneca  Indian,  who  goes  by  the  sporting  name  of  Deerfoot, 
has  been  astonishing  the  fast  runners  of  England  with  his  fleetness 
of  foot.  -  He  ran  a  race  at  Cambridge,  the  other  day,  and  so  thor- 
oughly distanced  all  competitors,  that  our  young  friend  the  Pkince 
of  Wales  not  only  presented  him  with  a  purse,  but  actually  shook 
hands  with  him.  Only  one  ciicumstance  occurred  to  mar  the  har- 
mony of  the  meeting.  It  appears  that  the  Indian's  white  name  is 
Bennett,  on  learning  which,  a  young  gentleman  in  the  suite  of  the 
Prince,  inquired  of  him  whether  he  claimed  relationship  with  the 
Senior  Editor  of  the  New  York  Herald.  Instantly  the  Indian's  eye 
flashed  fire,  and  it  was  only  by  the  prompt  interference  of  thoiK 
present  that  he  was  prevented  from  performing  the  scalp  operation 
upon  the  curly  head  of  his  rash  interrogator.  These  Indians  of 
the  Seneca  tribe  are  a  very  ancient  and  honorable  race,  and  are 
quite  proverbial  for  seleotness  in  choice  of  their  company  and  con- 
nections. 

^ 

Traitor   vs-   Tator. 

The  Richmond  Whig,  in  an  article  censuring  Jeff.  Davis  for 
throwing  away  opportunities,  calls  that  pernicious  person  "the 
great  Cunctator."  From  this  it  appears  that  Titors  are  sometimes 
served  up  with  sauce  pi 'quante  in  the  stro  ighold  of  the  F.  F.  Vs. 


A   Subtle    Combination. 
A  Milesian  friend  of  ours,  with  that  felic'ty  of  expression  for 
which  his  countrymen  are   so  remarkable,   characterizes  the  unc- 
tuous pronunciation  common    to   Ethiopian  Delineators  as    the 
"  burnt  Cork  accent." 


VANITY    PAIE. 


QUASHIBOO    BULL. 


Hurrah  for  the  Brother  of  the  Sun  ! 
Hurrah  for  the  Father  of  the  Moon  ! 
In  all  the  world  there's  none 
Like  Quashiboo." 


"  Buffalo  of  Buffaloes  ! 
Bull  of  Bulls  ! 
He  sits  on  a  throne 
Of  his  subjects'  skulls  ;" 

"  Huggabajee,  Huggabajoo ! 
Hail,  Lord  and  Emperor  of  Bugaboo !" 


"  And  if  he  needs  more 
To  play  at  foot-ball, 
Ours  all  for  him — 
All!     All!" 


JANUABY  18,  1862.1 


VANITY    FAIR. 


37 


VANITY    FAIR    TO    THE    PRINCE    OF     WALES.  # 

Dear  Young  Sir. — A  late  unexpected  event,  deplored  as  a 
calamity  by  us  in  common  with  all  other  civilized  Powers,has  placed 
you  in  a  position  considerably  ahead  of  that  hitherto  occupied  by 
yon,  as  the  "Young  Astyanax"  of  England.  Hope,  having  first 
sounded  carefully  the  harbor  of  the  British  mind,  has  cast  out  her 
anchor  in  the  Roads  radiating  from  Your  Royal  Highness — roads 
that  may  lead  to  Honor  or  to  Ruin,  just  as  Your  R.  H.  decides  upon 
running  them. 

Assuming  that  you  cherish  with  fondness  the  memory  of  those 
jolly  times  we  had  together,  You  and  We,  in  that  pleasant  Autumn 
of  18G0,  when  you  drew  so  well  here  as  a  new  sensation,  we  make 
no  ceremony  of  conveying  a  piece  of  our  mind  to  you.  There  is  a 
rumor  rustling  on  the  wind  from  the  East,  and  it  hints  that  your 
habits  are  dissipated.  True,  that  the  suggestion  arrives  to  us  from 
a  source  not  the  most  reliable  in  the  world  by  a  long  chalk.  It 
■was  the  London  Times  that  first  threw  out  the  hint,  in  that  little 
didactic  paragraph  addressed  to  you  on  the  subject  of  what  you 
know  ;  and  as  the  inuendoes  of  that  many-tuned  barrel-organ  were 
apparently  chimed  in  with  by  the  old  Plum-gut-strung  Lyre  which 
affects  thunder  for  us,  here,  we  swallow  the  insinuations  with  more 
than  one  grain  of  salt. 

In  plain  English,  however,  there  is  a  suspicion  abroad  that  Your 
R.  H.  drinks.  It  is  not  because  we  ourselves  are  virtuous,  as  we 
know  we  are"  that  we  would  counsel  you  from  an  occasional  judi- 
cious repetition  of  "  cakes  and  ale."  That  day  when  you  so  cheer- 
fully assisted  at  the  little  blow-out  given  by  us  in  our  modest 
country  mansion,  we  did  not,  as  Your  R.  H.  will  perhaps  remember, 
set  you  an  example  of  contempt  for  the  good  things  of  life  that 
abounded  upon  our  festive  board.  If  we  had  our  Chinkaroras  on 
the  half-shell  by  the  bushel,  we  flatter  ourselves  that  we  also  had 
our  Burgundy  by  the  barrel.  We  bought  our  cigars  by  the  box,  for 
that  occasion  only  ;  and  the  liberality  with  which  tooth-picks  were 
handed  round  was,  as  we  well  remember,  the  subject  of  a  very 
handsome  compliment  from  Your  R.  H.,  in  the  form  of  a  gold 
tobacco-box. 

Now  this  kind  of  thing,  for  once  in  a  while,  is  not  only  com- 
mendable ;  according  to  our  way  of  thinking  it  is  necessary.  Not 
the  gold  tobacco-box,  but  the  little  spree.  But  we  should  be  sorry 
to  think  that  Your  R.  H.  did  habitually  go  in  for  such  out-and 
outers  as  that  little  Chinkarora  business  to  which  we  have 
delicately  alluded  above.  We  have  a  sort  of  claim  upon  you, 
young  Sir,  and  we  want  you  to  know  when  to  pull  up,  and  how  to 
be  apparently  virtuous  and  respectable.  Electroplate  passes  for 
gold  and  silver  with  the  crowd.  Be  electroplated,  then,  and  you 
will  be  happy  ;  and  even  in  this  state  of  electro-respectability,  if 
we  may  so  term  it,  you  can  do  much  good  service  to  this  really 
respectable  country  from  which  we  have  the  honor  of  addressing 
you,  by  disabusing  the  British  mind  of  its  prevailing  superstition 
that  we  are  all  muffs. 

Your  R.  H.  knows,  he  does,  better  than  we  can  tell  you,  that 
the  brilliant  and  gifted  galaxy  of  young  men,  some  of  them  con- 
tributors to  this  journal,  who  so  ably  assisted  at  the  little  Chinka- 
rora business  already  slightly  resuscitated,  was  not  a  conglomera- 
tion of  muffs.  If  wit  is  as  good  as  gold — and  we  swear  it  is,  ex- 
cept for  the  purposes  of  base  commerce — you  were  surrounded  with 
just  about  as  doree  a  jeunesse  on  that  occasion  as  ever  you  had 
laughed  and  quaffed  with  in  foggier  lands.  Native  American  Art 
was  only  tolerably  represented  there,  and  yet  Your  R.  H.  knows 
of  a  glowing  landscape  by  Vansiculus,  and  a  sparkling  genre  by 
Pintado,  which — excuse  us  for  the  remembrance — may  yet  recall 
to  you  the  graceful  manner  in  which  they  were  transferred  to  Your 
R.  H.  upon  a  certain  festive  occasion  heretofore  casually  spoken  of 
by  us  as  the  Chinkarora  one.  Vansiculus  and  Pintado  are  only 
rising  young  artists  here,  and  yet  Your  R.  H.  will  have  the  good- 
ness to  perceive  that  they  are  not  muffs.  You  were  so  polite  as  to 
say — that  Chinkarora  night — that  you  did  not  consider  our  yachts- 
men muffs.  Art  and  yachting  in  America,  then,  have  your  appro- 
bation, and  we  hope  you  will  tell  them  so  in  England,  when  your 
time  comes.  You  heard  a  good  many  speeches  from  our  public 
men,  here — too  many,  perhaps — and  wc  fear  that  you  set  them  all 
down  as  muffs,  accordingly  ;  but,  upon  calm  reflection,  you  will 
perhaps  allow  that  only  some  of  them  were,  and  will  instruct  the 
British  mind  to  that  effect  when  you  come  to  counsel  and  influence 
it.  Your  opinion  of  the  literary  talent  of  this  country  was  of  a 
favorable  stripe.  You  hesitated  not  to  acknowledge  the  superior- 
ity of  Vanity  Fair  to  Punch.  As  for  politics,  the  very  first  thing 
that  struck  Your  R.  H.  as  you  good-naturedly  remarked  to  us,  was 
that  we  have  about  twice  as  much  of  the  article  here  as  you  ever 
heard  of  in  England.  What  did  you  tell  us  about  lively  Ameri- 
can Woman? — eh?  When  you  went  to  th:;  prairies  of  the  West, 
you  saw  that  the  gardened  lands  of  England  could  never  furnish 
such  wild  and  native  field-sports  an  you  found  there.  We  have  no 
fox-hunting,  to  he  sure,  but  in  that  buffalo-hunt  to  which  we 
treated  your  R.  H.  in  the  spacious  grounds  surrounding  our  man- 


sion— the  day  before  that  Chinkarora  nitrht — there  were  glimpses 
for  you  of  men  who  might  "lead  the  flight"  in  Leicestershire  if 
inclined  to  visit  your  great  hunting-grounds  with  that  view,  and 
who  will  undoubtedly  lead  the  charge,  here,  in  the  slashingest, 
cuttingest  and  most  multifarious  manner  that  the  world  has  yet 
seen,  whenever  called  upon  to  do  so  in  defence  of  their  country. 

Dear  young  Sir,  we  want  you,  who  have  had  some  slight  expe- 
rience of  America,  to  disabuse  the  rabid  British  mind  of  its  green 
superstitions  about  us.  That  is  one  of  the  reasons  why  we  had 
rather  you  didn't  give  yourself  up  to  reckless  dissipation  and 
drink.  The  British  mind,  if  slow,  is  eminently  respectable,  and 
we  should  like  you  to  acquire  influence  over  it. 

Your  considerate  Mentor, 


1  attity  Jair. 


BELLOWS    vs.    BELLUM. 


It  appears  that  Eliiiu  Burritt,  intellectually  known  as  the 
"  Learned  Blacksmith,"  professes  to  have  hit  upon  a  plan  for  an 
amicable  adjustment  of  all  our  difficulties,  without  any  more  war. 

There  are  some  who  sneer  at  the  mild  and  beneficent  preacher 
of  peace.  There  are  some  who  go  so  far  as  to  call  even  the  melli- 
fluent John  Bright  a  muff.  We  have  heard  it  stated  that  a  Black- 
smith who  has  too  many  irons  in  the  fire  is  liable  to  sear  his 
mauleys. 

We  hear  that  Mr.  Bright  is  on  his  way  to  visit  us,  in  the  charac- 
ter of  a  mediator — cotton  sticking  out  at  the  seams  of  his  mind, 
pax  vobiscum  dripping  sugarly  off  the  tip  of  his  tongue. 

These  men,  we  believe,  are  excellent  and  sincere  persons,  both 
of  them  ;  but  we  are  morally  certain  that  they  cannot  tinker  up 
our  "  difficulties,"  neither  the  Blacksmith  nor  the  BrightsmUh. 
To  the  one  we  will  say  that  human  nature  is  not  a  horse-shoe  bar 
— to  the  other  that  human  nature  is  human  nature  ;  and  to  both, 
that  "there  is  no  peace  for  the  wicked,"  a  proposition  which 
covers  a  good  deal  of  ground. 

The  Blacksmith  fans  fire  into  flame  with  his  bellows  ;  but  the 
Brightsmith  cannot  allay  the  flame  with  his,  bellow  as  he  may.  Al- 
literary  persons,  attend.  Behold  how  Burritt  brings  the  Black- 
smith's bellows  to  bear  upon  the  brand  that  burns  all  the  brightei, 
while  Bright  blows  blandly  upon  belligerents  with  the  benevolent 
bellows  of  John  Bull  of  Bashan,  blending  all  the  battle  with 
blazes  that  are  blue. 

That's  about  the  size  of  it. 

We  are  afflicted  about  Mr.  Burritt,  though  :  who,  linguist  as 
well  as  blacksmith,  ought  to  have  been  aware  that  Bellus  is  not 
exactly  applicable  io  Bellum. 


Vallandiahamisnv 


To  aid  rebellion  day  by  day 

Yet  meanly  clutch  at  Union  pay  ; 

To  stand  erect — a  living  lie 

And  seem  secession  to  decry, 

Still  using  against  Law  and  Right 

The  weapons  of  the  hypocrite  ; 

To  stand  aloof  from  dangerous  strife 

And  back-stab  at  the  Country's  life  ; 

Concord  to  hate,  and  worship  schism  ; 

This,  this  is  Vallandighamism. 


What  do  you  think  of  this  ? 


A  YOUNG  MAN,  RECEIVING  THE  PRINCELY  SALARY  OF  $5  PER  WEEK 
j\_  and  has  only  had  his  wages  lowered  once  in  four  years,  wishes  to  find 
some  young  lady  foolish  enough  to  marry  him  ;  beauty  ard  money  will  not  be 
sneered  at.     If  agreeable,  send  photograph  to  H.  J.,  Herald  office. 

Such  a  young  man  as  h.  j.  is  really  dangerous  to  the  community, 
and  ought  not  to  be  allowed  to  room  outside  the  walls  of  a  mad 
house. 

If  the  lucky  respondent  to  his  advertisement  does  not  bring  with 
herself  "  beauty  and  money,"  we  think  it  is  obvious  that  there  will 
be  a  dearth  of  those  articles  from  the  commencement  of  the  honey- 
moon. 

Perhaps  h.  j.  looks  upon  five  dollars  a-week  as  quite  a  fortune — 
if  so,  well  and  good  ;  but  we  wonder  how  many  of  the  female  kind 
there  are  who  would  offer  to  be  supported  by  him  ? 


Hard  to  Please. 


The  temperance  apostles  denounced  the  tea  tax,  though  every- 
body knows  it  will  prevent  nine  tenths  of  us  from  taking  "  a  cup 
too  much." 

Breakers  ahead. 

Tossing  amid  "a  sea  of  trouble''  the  Southerners  are  naturally  in 
constant  dread  of  being  overwhelmed  by  the  Serfs. 
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The  Key  to  our  Position  (vide  Lecture  by  Wendell  Phillips.) 


A    PIOUS    PEER. 

For  rank  and  religion,  fortune  anil  faitb,  position  and  piety,  con- 
sequence and  conscientiousness,  we  do  not  know  any  British  noble- 
man who  is  the  peer  of  Peer  Shaftesbury,  of  Exeter  Hall,  England. 
He  is  one  of  those  rare  animals  which  may  be  called  Platform- 
Peers,  lie  is  a  sort  of  Perpetual  Chair — though  with  little  or  no 
bottom  ;  and  at  all  meetings  for  the  promotion  of  pure  religion  in 
Equatorial  Africa  and  the  distribution  of  moral  pocket-handker- 
chiefs to  the  unregenerate  gorillas,  you  will  find  Shaftesbury  pre- 
siding, and  putting  himself  down  for  one  pound,  one  shilling.  It 
was  Shaftksbuuy,  we  believe,  who  hit  upon  the  notable  idea  of 
sending  tracts  on  shore,  where  infidels  were  blood-thirsty  for  mis- 
sionaries, by  enclosing  the  documents  in  bottles  tightly  corked — to 
the  great  exasperation  of  the  wicked  finders,  who  persisted  in  their 
preference  of  toddy  to  truth.  It  was  Shaftesbury,  if  we  are  not 
mistaken,  who  invited  Mrs.  Stowe  to  breakfast — to  defray  the  ex- 
penses of  which,  we  trust  that  renowned  lady  will  send  him  five 
shillings.  Shaftesbury  wears  long-sighted  barnacles,  and  is  down 
upon  the  rascality  of  the  antipodes.  Shaftesbury  is  a  deuce  of  a 
fellow  after  idols  with  seventeen  eyes,  seventy  arms  and  no  legs  ! 
Shaftesbury  thinks  that  the  American  Union  is  the  idol  of  the  god- 
less Yankees  ;  and  he  is  for  putting  out  its  eyes,  and  amputating 
its  arms  at  once.  "  I."  says  Shafiesbury — "  1"  observes  Shaftes- 
buky — "I"  remarks  Shaftesbury — "I"  exclaims  Shaftesbury, 
with  fascinating  modesty  and  affecting  humility — "  I,  in  common 
with  almost  every  English  Statesman,  sincerely  desire  the  rupture 
of  the  American  Union." 

Modest '  [Shaftesbury  !"  "I,  in  common  with  almost  every 
English  Statesman.'' 

Christian  Shafte-bury  ! — "desire  the  rupture  of  the  American 
Union.'' 

It  is  "  statesmanlike,"  therefore,  to  "  desire''  anarchy. 

It  is  Christian-like,  therefore,  to  "desire"  the  bloody  feuds  of 
brethren,  the  contests  of  kindred,  discord  instead  of  unity,  revolu- 
tion in  tead  of  stability,  want  instead  of  plenty,  weakness  instead 
of  strength,  adversity  instead'  of  prosperity,  and  ruin  instead  of 
salvation. 

Pray,  what  edition  of  the  New  Testament  does  this  loving  Lord 
Shaftesbury  read  ? 

But  Shaftesbuky  shall  have  fair  play.  He  gives  his  most  reli- 
gious reasons.  He  smugly  says,  in  his  own  inimitably  Pecksniffian 
way,  and  with  all  the  unction  of  Stiggins  and  Mauworm  rolled 
into  one  ;  "  It  has  been  the  policy  of  England  to  brook  no  rivalry, 
especially  in  the  direction  of  her  own  greatness.'-  "We  justly 
fear''  continues  the  amiably  timid  dry  nurse  of  the  British  Lion — 
"  we  justly  fear  the  commercial  and  political  rivalry  of  the  United 
States." 

Candid,  Shaftesbury  is  at  any  rate.  lie  doesn't  mouth  matters. 
He  doesn't  say  "Good  Lord''  and  "  Good  Devil,"  in  a  breath,  but, 
upon  this  occasion,  baldly  sticks  to  "  Good  Devil,"  which  doesn't 
stick  at  all  in  his  throat.  He  desires  a  "  rupture"  of  the  American 
Union,  fur  all  the  world  like  a  maker  of  patent  trusses  ;  or  just  as 


a  surgeon  gloats  with  rapture  over  an  icy  pavement,  which 
promises  to  bring  a  few  lucrative  fractures  and  profitable  disloca- 
tions to  his  shop.  He  is  as  jolly  as  the  proprietor  of  a  patent 
physic  when  a  charming  epidemic  has  broken  out.  We  are  really 
beginning  to  feel  a  sort  of  affection  for  Shaftesbury— he  is  so 
candid.  He  desires  "aruptuie"  of  the  American  Union,  but  he 
desires  it  with  a  sanctified  selfishness  becoming  a  Christian  noble- 
man. 

"  It  has  been  the  policy  of  England  to  brook  no  rival."  Exactly 
so,  Lord  Shaftesbury  !  and  that  was  the  policy,  too,  of  the  Romans 
who  crucified  the  Founder  of  the  Faith,  without  which— think  of 
it !  there  would  have  been  no  Exeter  Hall  for  Lord  Shaftesbury  to 
air  his  religion  in.  That,  too,  was  the  policy  of  Lord  Shaftesbury's 
ancestors,  the  Scribes — or  is  it  from  the  Pharisees,  that  his  Lordship 
is  lineally  descended?  and  very  much  a  descent  we  think  it  would 
be.  That,  too,  is  the  policy  of  His  Hungry  Majesty,  the  King  of 
the  Cannibal  Islands.  He  would  gobble  you  down,  Lord  Shaftes- 
bury— and  give  excellent  state  reasons  for  it — without  askingany- 
body  to  share  with  him  your  nice  cuts  and  tender  tidbits.  And  so, 
as  you  truly  observe,  England  with  her  miraculously  good  appe- 
tite, would  swallow  us,  "justly  fearing  our  commercial  and  politi- 
cal rivalry."  It  is  civil,  at  J  east,  to  give  us  warning  before  the 
predestinate  deglutition  commences. 

The  parting  advice  of  Vanity  Fair  to  Lord  Shaftesbury  is  to 
buy  a  cheap  Bible.  Or  if  there  be  no  such  thing  in  England— and 
we  have  no  reason  to  supppose  that  there  is— perhaps  poor  Mrs. 
Stowe,  in  consideration  of  the  breakfast,  and  out  of  her  abundance, 
will  send  his  Lordship  a  second  hand  copy,  with  the  text  "Love 
one  another"  specifically  marked. 


From  the  Studios. 


"  There  is  going  to  be  a  skating  tournament  at  the  Centra!  Park, 
soon,"  said  Chromiello,  "and  I  have  got  a  commission  to  paint  it." 

"  Indeed  !"  drawled  Mandeville  in  his  dryest  manner.  "  I  should 
think  that  Church,  now,  would  have  been  the  man  for  that,  on 
Gignoux.  They^e  had  such  experience  in  painting  Ice,  and  Falls 
and  things,  you  know.1' 


Sick    and   Sore. 

Among  items  by  the  late  English  mails  we  find  the  following  : 

14  A  body  of  trained  nurses  on  Miss  Florence  Nightingale's  plan  were  to  pro- 
ceed at  once  to  Halifax." 

Immediately  after  the  above,  comes  this  announcement : 
'■  The  Army  and  Navy  Gazette  says  that  there  is  a  prospect  of  trouble  with  the 
Sikhs." 

If  there  was  trouble  anticipated  with  the  Sikhs,  why  were  the 
"trained  nurses"  ordered  to  Halifax  instead  of  Hindostan  ?  It 
looks  as  if  things  were  at  Sikhses  and  sevens  with  England,  ever 
since  that  little  Trent  business. 


A  Bad  Match- 
It  has  been  calculated  by  an   English  writer,  that   the  whole 
length  of  waxed  cotton  wicks  consumed  every  year  by  a  large  Lon- 
don  manufacturer   of  matches,    would    reach   from    England    to 
America,  and  back. 

This  calculation  is  curiously  suggestive  of  the  cotton  bond 
between  England  and  America.  Lucifer  sits  at  the  English  end  of 
it. 


Horse  and  Foot. 


In  depriving  General  Asboth  of  his  position,  the  government 
have  lost  a  valuable  officer,  for,  being  skilled  equally  as  dragoon  and 
foot  soldier,  he  can  always  act  As  both. 


Interesting  to  Cavalry  Officers. 


A  music  master  in  this  city  announces  that  he  is  ready  to  teach 
the  "  Lancers"  in  eight  lessons. 


"Is  thy  Servant  a  Dog?" 

A  writer  in  Hall's  Journal  of  Health  says  :  ' 
thing  in  the  mouth  while  skating." 


Never  carry  any- 


A  Dot  which  no   Critic  should  omit  from  his  i. 
Fanny  Browne  as  Dot,  at  the  Winter  Garden. 
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A    FEW    SANITARY    SUGGESTIONS- 

AN  extreme- 
ly ami  able, 
agreeabl e 
friend  of  ours, 
who,  from  his 
infancy,  has 
been  subject 
to  mea  s  1  e  s , 
hooping- 
cough,  nettle- 
rash,  croup, 
e  r  y  s  i  p  elas, 
neural  gia, 
r  h  e  umatism, 
sciatica, jigger, 
lockjaw,  chie- 
go,  shortness 
of  breath,  car- 
buncle, tetter, 
lumbago, 
p  n  e  u  monia, 
delirium  i  r  e  • 
mens,  tooth- 
ache, bronchi- 
t  i  s  ,  catarrh, 
s  a  It- rheum, 
=^  chil-  blains, 
inverted  nails 
and  depres- 
sion of  spirits, 
told  us,  a  few 

days  ago,  that  be  had  partially  got  over  several  of  these  little  troubles 
by  following  some  plain  rules  found  by  him  in  an  excellent  publi- 
cation entitled  Hall's  Journal  of  Health. 

It  has  long  been  our  opinion  that  the  American  people,  as  a 
nation,  do  not  take  sufficient  care  of  their  health.  We  are 
nationally,  as  all  foreigners  remark,  addicted  to  reckless  culture  of 
muscle,  regardless  of  the  finer  instincts  which  lead  to  the  realiza- 
tion of  large  profits.  There  are  but  few  of  us  who  wear  India- 
rubber  shoes,  warm  overcoats  and  interior  arrangements  of  flannel. 
Fewer  still  are  those  who  carry  umbrellas  ;  and  our  houses  and 
places  of  business  are  invariably  regulated  by  thermometer  to  a 
maximum  warmth  of  60°.  We  all  gallop  avound  on  swift  horses, 
box,  fence,  play  single-stick,  kick  foot-balls,  climb  greased  poles, 
catch  smelts,  run  foot-races,  indulge  in  rackets,  swim,  shoot,  stalk 
deer,  and  cultivate  other  manly  exercises,  instead  of  sitting  round 
stoves  with  cigars  in  our  mouths,  intensifying  the  idea  of  business. 
We  are  one  big  Windsiiip,  in  fact,  and  have  been  quite  overdoing 
the  muscle  business,  when  we  ought  to  have  been  cuddling  our- 
selves up  in  warm  dressing-gowns,  and  giving  our  minds  to  work. 
The  day  for  that  kind  of  thing  is  drawing  to  a  close  :  Hall's 
Journal  of  Health  is  going  to  shut  down  upon  it. 

Let  us  cull  a  few  of  the  sanitary  precepts  from  'that  valuable 
periodical.  If  we  do  net  always  give  them  in  the  exact  words  of 
the  text,  it  is  because  we  quote  them  partly  from  a  memory  to 
which  they  committed  themselves  unbidden.  If  we  occasionally 
adulterate  them  with  our  own  comments,  it  is  because  of  our 
enthusiasm  in  the  cause  of  humanity,  of  which  the  greatest  bless- 
ing is  health. 

Hall's  Journal  of  Health  has  an  intense  and  well-regulated  objec- 
tion to  fresli  air.  "In  going  into  a  colder  air,"  says  It,  "keep 
the  mouth  resolutely  closed,  that  by  compelling  the  air  to  pass 
circuitously  through  the  nose  and  head,  it  may  become  warmed 
before  it  reaches  the  lungs."  Also,  after  skating,  you  are  to 
"walk  home,  or  at  least  half  a  mile,  with  your  mouth  closed." 

The  above  direction  is  well-meant,  but  incomplete,  inasmuch  as 
it  does  not  contain  any  clause  respecting  the  length  of  the  nose. 
In  cases  where  that  member  is  of  unusual  length  and  circuitous- 
ness,  it  is  well  to  plug  the  nostrils  with  preserved  ginger,  which 
keeps  the  air  aired  as  it  passes  through  them. 

"Never,"  says  Hall's  Journal  of  Health,  "never  put  on  a  new 
boot  or  shoe  in  beginning  a  journey." 

As  everybody  travels  on  foot,  now-a-days,  the  above  is  a  very  im- 
portant rule,  and  should  be  observed  strictly.  Indeed,  so  con- 
vinced are  we  of  its  value,  that  we  never  think  of  wearing  our 
boots  and  shoes  until  they  are  nearly  worn  out,  whether  we  are 
going  on  a  journey  or  not. 

"Never,"  pursues  Hall's  Jour;; al  of  Health,  "never  sit  for  more 
than  five  minutes  at  a  time  with  tho  back  against  the  lire  or  stove." 
This  is  a  good  rule,  and  should  be  observed  by  all  persons  except 
those  who  have  neither  fires  nor  stoves.  Persons  who  are  so  for- 
tunate as  to  possess  these  articles,  would  do  well  to  avoid  sitting  on 
them  for  a  longer  time  than  that  specified  above . 


"  Avoid  sitting  against  cushions  in  the  backs  of  pews  in  churches," 
says  Hall's  Journal  of  Health.  "If  the  uncovered  board  feels 
cold,"  continues  It,  "  sit  erect  without  touching  it." 

We,  personally,  owe  the  remarkable  straightness  of  our  spinal 
column  to  the  fact  of  our  always  having  avoided  "  sitting  against 
cushions  iu  the  backs  of  pews  in  churches."  Mind,  now,  we  say 
"  in  churches."  In  theatres,  and  such  other  places,  you  may  plant 
your  back  against  cushions  as  much  as  you  will,  and  come  out  all 
right  and  straight  in  time  for  oysters. 

Here  is  a  fine  practical  maxim  promulgated  by  Hull's  Journal  of 
Health  : 

"Never  begin  a  journey  until  breakfast  has  been  eaten." 

To  this  we  have  only  one  objection.  Hall's  Journal  of  Health 
neglects  to  instruct  us  by  whom  breakfast  is  to  be  eaten  ;  whether 
by  the  careful  person  going  to  "  begin  a  journey,"  or  by  his  horse, 
or  by  his  dog,  or  by  all  three  in  banquet  hall  assembled,  or  by 
others. 

Upon  skates,  Hall's  Journal  of  Health  is  particularly  strong.  "  If 
the  thermometer  is  below  thirty  "  says  It,"  and  the  wind  is  blow- 
ing, no  lady  or  child  should  be  skating. 

We  don't  know  about  this.  If  the  lady  is  "below  thirty,"  and 
good  looking,  let  her  skate,  thermometer  or  otherwise.  If  she  is 
the  reverse,  let  her  slide. 

The  following  professional  opinion  of  Hall's  Journal  of  Health 
will  collapse  the  flues  of  those  foolish  persons  who  imagine  that 
the  goddess  Htgeia  has  an  interest  in  Central  Park  lots. 

"The  grace,  exercise  and  healthfulness  of  skating  on  the  ice,  can  he  bad 
without  any  of  its  dangers,  by  the  use  of  skates  with  rollers  attached,  on  com- 
mon floors  ;  better  if  covered  with  oil-cloth." 

By  doing  this  kind  of  thing  you  will  keep  your  lungs  inflated 
with  plenty  of  good  stale  gas,  which  is  wholesomer  than  fresh  air  : 
but  do  not   neglect  to  cover  yourself  with  oil-cloth,  as  directed. 

We  think  it  is  Hall's  Journal  of  Health,  but  we  are  not  sure,  which 
states  that  a  cold  may  be  caught  by  spilling  a  couple  of  spoonfuls 
of  water  upon  one's  clothing.  There  is  a  curious  principle  involved 
in  this,  and  it  is  the  very  same  as  that  upon  which  a  man  may 
become  thoroughly  corned  by  placing  a  salt-spoonful  of  salt  upon 
the  top  of  his  head. 

It  is  to  be  hoped  that  our  readers  will  follow  carefully  the  pre- 
cepts contained  in  Hall's  Journal  of  Health.  Thus  doing,  they  cannot 
fail  of  becoming  strong,  and  handsome,  and  good  ;  though,  of 
course,  these  conditions  would  be  sooner  attained  by  them  if  they 
could  only  be  prevailed  upon  to  wrap  themselves  permanently  up 
in  tissue-paper  and  live  in  band-boxes. 


Refreshments  for  the  Representatives- 
Congress  is  terribly  dull,  this  Session  ;  Representatives  want 
something  to  stir  them  up.  We  perceive  that  Mr.  Aldrich  has 
moved  in  the  House  a  resolution  calling  upon  the  Secretary  of  the 
Treasury  to  pay  the  amount  of  mileage  due  to  members,  and  that 
it  was  laid  upon  the  table.  If  members  are  to  have  mileage  at  the 
public  expense,  we  do  not  see  why  they  should  not  have  drinks. 
The  refreshments  might  be  charged  under  the  head  of  Smileage, 
and  should  be  laid  upon  the  table. 


Highly  Commendable. 
Officer  Parkhill  was  yesterday  arraigned  before  the  Police  Commissioners  for 
trial,  on  a  charge  of"  tickling  a  cat  with  a  straw  when  on  duty." — N.  T.  paper. 

In  connection  with  the  above  it  may  not  be  uninteresting  to 
state  that  on  Friday  last  Officer  Jones  of  the  22d  precinct  was  dis- 
charged from  the  force  for  "  blowing  his  nose  in  the  open  street," 
and  that  Officer  Smith,  of  the  Broadway  Squad,  will  shortly  be 
brought  to  trial  on  a  charge  of  "  winking  his  right  eye  three  dis- 
tinct times  on  the  day  of  the  departure  of  the  Irish  Brigade." 

We  are  glad  to  see  that  the  Police  Commissioners  have  taken 
these  desperadoes  in  hand. 


True  for  you,  Sir 


A  modern  writer  has  finely  said  : 

"Like  the  gnarled  oak  that  has  withstood  the  storms  and  thun- 
derbolts of  centuries,  man  himself  begins  to  die  at  the  extremities." 

We  suppose  he  does,  sir.  With  this  Professor's  patent  blacking 
for  his  head,  and  that  Professor's  patent  blacking  for  his  feet,  we 
rather  think  that  the  modern  elegant  representative  of  "  man  him- 
self" has  got  a  good  way  into  beginning  to  "  Dye  at  the  extrem- 
ities," by  this  time. 


Something  New  for  Our  Soldiers. 
Shields  from  California. 


VANITY 


JANUARY  13,  1862.] 


Time    down    South. 

In  no  less  than  six  different  accounts  of 
movements  by  the  Confederate  forces,  six 
different  Southern  papers  stated  that  Gene- 
ral, or  Colonel,  or  Captain  So  and  So,  "  took 
time  by  the  forelock." 

We  are  not  so  sure  of  Time,  up  here  at 
the  Potomac.  Indeed,  one  might  suppose 
l  that  Time,  poor  old  fellow  !  "had  fallen 
among  Indians  and  got  scalped  of  his  fore- 
lock, inasmuch  as  none  of  our  Generals,  or 
Colonels,  or  Captains  in  the  army  called 
after  the  above-mentioned  river,  appear  to 
be  able  to  lay  hold  of  him  any  more  than  if 
his  head  were  as  bald  as  an  ostrich's  egg. 


The    Difference. 

On  the  principle,  perhaps,  that  "  brevity 
is  the  soul  of  wit,"  some  of  the  smart  news- 
paper correspondents  have  taken  to  calling 
the  rebels  in  general  the  "  Confeds.'' 

The  wit  of  abbreviation  would  be  more 
pungent,  racy  and  pointed  in  its  application 
to  the  Federal  soldiers,  however  ;  as,  by 
terming  them  the  "Feds,"  a  striking  com- 
parison would  be  suggested  between  their 
good  fare  and  the  hard  rations  reported  as 
prevalent  at  the  South. 


"  Very  Dead,  Indeed  " 

There  is  a  bill  before  the  Senate  for  certain 
reforms  in  the  Dead  Letter  Office. 

It  provides  that  "  all  Dead  Letters  be  re- 
turned to  the  writers,  instead  of  being  des- 
troyed." 

We  wonder  how  many  of  our  Laws  will 
come  under  the  provisions  of  that  bill,  M  it 
should  be  passed  into  an  act. 


A  Sketch  in  Baltimore,  showing  how  solicitous  the  young  ladies  of  that  city 

ARE   TO     PREVENT     THKIR     SKIRTS     FROM     COMING   IN    CONTACT   WITH    "THAT  NASTY   U.    S. 
UNIFORM  !'' 


The  Signals  of  a  certain  modern  Army. 
Signal  frauds  and  Signal  delays. 


OH  DEAR  ! 
Eead  this  extract  from  the  Richmond  Examiner  : 
We  are  intensely  and  altogether  surprised  at  the  latest  event  of  Yankee  im- 
pudence and  Richmond  servility.  We  are  surprised  to  learn  that  a  certain 
Yankee,  Dr.  King,  from  Newport,  Rhode  Island,  has  been  permitted  to  come 
here  to  see  a  sick  son,  a  prisoner.  We  are  surprised  to  learn  that  the  doctor, 
his  lady  and  sou,  ar3  occupying  very  select  rooms  at  the  Arlington  House.  We 
are  surprised  to  learn  that  these  persons  are  called  upon  by  th?  would  be  elite 
(a  very  feeble  •'  would  be,"  though,  we  suppose)  ot  Richmond,  and  that  women 
of  Virginia,  making  such  social  pretence,  have  been  flocking  to  see  the  Yankee 
family  circle  and  to  perform  daily  the  debasing  work  of  paying  the  greatest 
civilities  to  the  enemies  of  our  country  and  State.  If  Mrs.  Lincoln  was  only 
holding  court  at  the  Spotswood,  in  her  celebrated  green  silk  and  Illinois 
witchery,  we  have  no  doubt  that  there  are  creatures  in  Richmond  wh«  would 
bend  their  necks  for  the  social  honor  of  licking  a  little  dust  in  her  presence. 

Doesn't  this  let  a  little  "  cat  out  of  a  bag?"  We  think  so.  It 
appears  now  that  there  is  no  doubt  about  the  fact  that  "  there  are 
creatures  in  Richmond  who  would  bend  their  necks  for  the  social 
honor  of  licking  a  little  dust''  in  presence  of  Mrs.  Lincoln.  Allow- 
ing for  the  source  whence  the  remark  emanates,  it  seems  proba- 
ble that  there  are  Unionists  in  Richmond.  Nay,  another  paragraph 
says  as  much  in  so  many  words — thus  : 

On  New  Year's  day  we  saw  quite  a  number  of  Northern  men  briskly  perambu- 
lating our  streets  with  p  issports  to  Fortress  Monroe.  They  were  making  a  num- 
ber of  "  calls."  Among  them  we  noticed  Dr.  King,  the  Rhode  Island  "lion," 
at  the  Arlington  House,  at  large,  and  in  as  high  a  glee  as  the  Union  men  he  has 
baen  conferring  with.  There  is  a  sombre  aspect  on  many  faces  ;  and  the  belief 
prevails  that  if  t  ,e  war  is  not  waged  in  earnest,  we  are  doomed,  and  that  Vir- 
ginia and  all  the  border  States  must  inevitably  bo  reoccupied  by  the  federal 
authorities.  But  we  differ  with  the  faint  hearted  in  one  respect  of  opinion.  We 
thiol;  the  army  will  not  submit,  whatever  may  be  the  stipulations  of  others. 

These  admissions,  though  taidy  are  a  complete  offset  to  the  reams 
of  lies  published  all  alonu  about  theabsence  of  anything  like  Union 
sentiments    in    the  Confederacy,    and  are    certaiuly  encouraging. 


We  had  fears  latterly  that  the  proportion  of  spies  at  the  Federal 
capital  was  greater  than  at  Richmond,  and  it  is  gratifying  to  be 
assured  on  such  excellent  authority  as  the  Examiner  that  sucti  is  by 
no  means  the  case.    It  is  a  poor  rule  that  cannot  work  both  ways. 


[Advertisement.] 
Peremptory  Sale. 

The  Undersigned,  having  drawn,  lately,  in  a  Raffle,  the  BIGGEST 
KIND  of  an  ELEPHANT,  named 

THE  REBEL  AMBASSADORS, 
and  having  no  possible  use  for  it  or  place  to  put  it  in,  desires  to  dis- 
pose of  it  IMMEDIATELY.  If  anybody  on  earth  can  find  any- 
thing for  it  to  do,  any  room  for  it,  or  any  good  of  any  sort  in  any 
way  connected  with  it,  now  is  the  time  to  secure  it  at  a  BARGAIN. 
It  must  be  got  rid  of,  at  all  sacrifices.     Address 

JOHN  BULL,  England. 


A  Clerical  Error. 


The  annual  sale  of  pews  in  Plymouth  Church,  Brooklyn,  on 
Tuesday  last,  gave  rise  to  an  amusing  canard.  It  was  widely  stated 
on  the  Wednesday  following,  that  the  Rev.  H.  W.  Bebcher  had 
openly  given  utterance  to  Puseyite  sentiments  ;  but,  on  investiga- 
tion, it  turned  out  that  the  rumor  originated  from  a  harmless  joke 
upon  the  word  Pew,  thrown  off  in  a  momeat  of  levity  by  one  of  the 
boisterous  old  Directors  of  the  Brooklyn  Academy. 


Not  Cleared  up  yet. 

The  following  Delphic  announcement  from  the  Washington  cor- 
respondent of  the  Daily  Times,  seems  to  indicate  that  the  Executive 
does  not  yet  see  clearly  his  way  through  our  difficulty  with  En- 
gland : 

"  It  has  turned  warm,  and  a  London  fog  envelopes  Washington." 


I'ublishe  1  by    Louis  H.  SrKFBENS,  for  the  Proprietors,  at'100  Nassau  street,  N.  Y. 


A  BEAUTIFUL  LITTLE  MICROSCOPE. 

Magnifying  small  objects  500  times,  will  be  mailed  to  any  address,  on  tbe  receipt  of  25  cents,  in  silver,  and  I  red  Stamp.     Five  of  different 
powers,  free  of  postage.     $1.     Address,  F.  BO  WEN,  Lock  Box,  220,  Boston,  Mass . 

THE  AGENT    OF  VANITY  FAIR  IN  LONDON,  ENGLAND,    is  JOHN  ADAMS  KNIGHT,  Publisber  of  tbe  "London  American,"  No.  100 
Fleet  street.    The  trade  will    be  supplied  and  subscriptions  received  at  his  office.      Single  copies  also  for  sale. 


{§"  NO.  109 
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THE     GOOD    PATIENT. 

Uncle  Sam.— "  Well,  Dr.  CHASE,  if  you  MUST  bleed  me  why  don't  you  begin? 


Entered  according  to  Act  of  Congress  in  the  year  1801 ,  by  Ions  H.  Stkpuens,  in  the  Clerk's  Office  of  the  District  Court  of  the  United  States,  for  the  Southern  District  o'  New  York. 


VANITY    FAIE. 
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THE  READERS    OF 
VANITY  FAIR 

WILL  BEAR   IN   MIND   THAT 

.     ANTHONY, 

501    BROADWAY, 

(Three  doors  from   the   St.  Nicholas  Hotel,) 
IS 

HEAD    QUARTERS  FOR 
PHOTOGRAPHIC   ALBUMS. 

STEROSCOPIC     VIEWS, 

AND 

CARTE    DE    VISITE     PHOTO- 
GRAPHS OF  CELEBRITIES. 


It  will  be  unwise  to  buy  before  seeing  his 
assortment 


QTACKHOUSE'S 

O  OLEATE  OF  ROSES 

A  most  superior  and  efficacious  remedy  for 
the  prevention  and  cure  of  chapped  lips  and 
hands,  and  all  inflamed  and  irritated  surfaces. 
Ladies  will  find  by  its  use  that  it  will  keep 
their  lips  and  hands  as  soft  as  velvet.  It 
teals  like  magic — say  those  who  have  used 
h.     Prepared  only  by 

DAVID  L.  STACKHOUSE, 

Chemist  and  Druggist, 

Handel  and  Haydn  Hall, 
Kth  and  Green  sts.,  PHILADELPHIA 


MERRY 
MERRY 
MERRY 


THE    WHOLE     YEAR 

FOR 

$1.00 


MERRY  THE    YOUNG  FOLKS    LIKE 


MERRY 
MERRY 
MERRY 
MERRY 
MERRY 
MERRY 
MERRY 
MERRY 
MERRY 
MERRY 
MERRY 
MERRY 


MERRY'S 

MUSEUM 


Better  than  any  other  Dollar 
Magazine,  because  it  contains 
the  best  Stories,  Instructive 
Articles,  Illustrations,  Puzzles 
etc. 

PARENTS    LIKE  MERRY'S 
MUSEUM. 

Because  it  adds  to  Home  Plea- 
sures, and  is  of  the  most 
healthful  moral  tone. 

TEACHERS    LIKE    MERRY'S 
MUSEUM, 

Because  it  teaches  children  to 
think,  and  aids  them  in  their 
studies  by  Special  Articles 
pertaining  to  their  lessons. 

It  is  just  the  thing  for  a 
Holiday  Present.  The  Forty- 
third  Volume  commences  Jan- 
uary 1st. 

A  fine  Steel  Engraved  Por- 
trait of  Aunt  Sue  in  the  Jan- 
ary  number. 

One  Dollar  a  Tear.  Single 
Copies  Ten  Cents. 

J-N.  STEARNS, 

Publisher, 
111  Fulton  street,  N.  Y. 


w 


ABD  &  PARRY,  PUB- 
LISHERS,   BOOKSELLERS 

and  Importers,  (Successors  to  H.  W.  Derby.) 
025  Broadway.  Are  selling  their  own  Pub- 
lications, together  with  all  the  current  mis- 
cellaneous issues  of  the  day  at  partly  re- 
duced prices. 

They  publish  the  following  : 
POPULAR  BOOKS  OF    WIT  AND  HUMOR, 
The  Widow  Bedott  Papers,  12mo., 

cloth,  1  00  GO 

Mrs.  Partington,  by  B.  P.  Shillaber,  1  00  00 
The  Sparxowgrasa  Papers,  1  00  00 

Kiley's  Humors  of  the  West,  1  00  00 

Brougham's  Humorous  Irish  Stories,  1  00  00 
Miss  Slimmens'  Window,  1  00  00 

Prentice's  Wit  and  Humor,  1  00  00 

Letters  of  Jack  Downing,  12mo.,  1  00  00 
Jack  Downing's  Yankee  Stories,  I  00  00 


To  those  who  can  Comprehend. 

In  every  disease  not  produced  by  external  injury,  all  severe  pain,  and  every  severe  inflammation, 
must  be  always  taken  as  decidedly  favorable  symptoms;  and  if  purging  with  BRANDRETH'S 
PILLS  is  at  such  a  time  sufficiently  enforced,  a  great  advance  will  be  made  towards  an  ultimate  cure. 

It  is  an  established  truth  that  chronic  illness  is  very  seldom  cured  otherwise  than  by  conversion 
into  acute.  It  is  thus,  that  I  have  named  the  excitement  and  fever,  that  come  on  in  these  eases  after 
some  number  of  doses  of 

BRANDRETH'S  PILLS—"  THE  FEVER  OF  HEALTH." 

Let  it  be  born  in  mind,  that  all  pain  and  inflammatory  symptoms,  are  only  so  many  signs  that  the 
vital  powers  are  aroused  to  throw  out  impurities,  and  if  we  aid  nature  at  such  times  with  BRAND- 
RETH'S PILLS,  our  ultimate  recovery  may  be  deemed  certain. 

FEVERS  EXPLAINED. 

Fever  is  nothing  more  nor  less  than  the  effort  of  nature  to  throw  out  from  the  body  something 
foreign  and  injurious.  BRANDRETH'S  PILLS  used  judiciously  will  cure  any  case  of  fever.  When 
the  patient  craves  for  cold  water  he  should  have  all  he  wants.  Oh !  what  valuable  lives  are  every  day 
lost,  that  might  be  saved  if 

BRANDRETH'S  PILLS 

were  relied  upon  as  their  merits  deserve. 

A  gentlemen  ate  his  tea  as  usual.  In  the  course  of  the  evening  a  singularly  dizzy  feeling  came  over 
him,  he  could  hardly  collect  his  thoughts  ;  the  doctor  was  sent  for,  who  said  he  must  be  bled,«that  he 
was  threatened  with  Apoplexy.  This  gentleman  abhorred  bleeding,  and  informed  the  doctor  his  ser- 
vices were  not  further  required,  as  he  would  take  seven  of  BRANDRETH'S  PILLS  immediately. 
He  did  this,  and  by  ihe  next  evening  was  as  well  as  ever.  These  cases  are  every  days  experience. 
Yet  numbess  die  that  could  be  as  easily  saved. 

B.  BRANDRETH. 

Sold  at  294  Canal  Street,  and  No.  4  Union  Square,  New  York. 

Be  sure  you  purchase  your  first  box  of  Pills  at  one  of  the  above  places. 
Orders  by  Mail  promptly  attended  to. 


Editors   throughout    the    Country 

Who  have  received  this  paper  for  ONE  YEAR,  will  please  insert  the  following— NOTICE  AND 
TERMS— THREE  TIMES  in  their  advertising  columns,  and  send  marked  copies  of  the  papers  con- 
taining the  same  to  this  office.  The  paper  will  not  be  sent  to  such  as  do  not  comply  with  our  terms, 
as  our  exchange  list  is  an  unusually  large  one. 


Notice  to  Subscribers. 


WE    OFFER    AS   A    PREMIUM    TO 

EVERY  THREE  DOLLAR  SUBSCRIBER   TO   VANITY   FAIR, 

A    COPY   OF   THE 

ARTEMUS      T^AJRJD      LETTERS, 

To  be  shortly  publlished.'in  book  form,  by  RUDD  &  CARLETON,  of  this  city.     Price,  $1  00. 
We  will  send  any  other  ONE  DOLLAR  Publication  which  may  be  preferred. 
We  do  not  prepay  the  paper  to  Premium  Subscribers,  but  the 

BOOK   WILL   BE   SENT   POSTAGE  FREE. 
TERMS    OE    SUBSCRIPTION. 

One  Copy  one  year Postage  unpaid $2  50 

"  "        and  "  Artem us  Ward  Letters, "        unpaid, 3  00 

"        "  paid 3  00 

Two  Copies  one  year  (to  one  address) "  paid 5  00 

Five  Copies  one  year  (to  one  address) "        unpaid 10  00 

One  Copy  one  year  and  Worcester's  llls'd  Q'rto  Dictionary       "        unpaid 6  00 

Three  Copies  one  year  and  Worcester's  llls'd  Quarto  Dictionary, 0  00 

BOUND    VOLUMES. 

Single  Volume Postage  paid $2  00 

Three  Volumes  and  copy  of  paper  one  year,  books  prepaid  only 7  00 

Four  Volumes  and  Copy  of  Paper,  one  year,  books  prepaid  only, 8  00 

Three  Volumes        "  "  "  (to  California)  books  prepaid  only 8  00 

Four  Volumes  "  "  "  "  "  "  0  00 

Remittances  must  be  made  in  Gold,  New  York  or  Eastern  Currency,  or  other  Currency  at  New 
York  par.     Seal  all  letters  securely,  and  address  plainly  to 

LOUIS  H.  STEPHENS,  Publisher  for  Proprietors, 

No   100  Nassau  street,  N.  Y, 


IMPROVED 

G-utta     Percha 

CEMENT 

ROOFING 

It  is  water-proof, 
and 

Costs  only  about 

one  -  third    as 

much    as 

Tin, 

AND    IS     TWICE 
AS  DURABLE. 


"CHEAPEST  nndN 
moat  DURABLE 


HOOFING 
1'IKE  and  Water 
Proof.  Applied 
to  New  and  Old 
Rool'a  of  all  kinds, 
and  sent  to  all 
parts  of  the  coun- 
try with    full  d 
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Send  for  a  Circular 


JOHNS  &  CROSLEY, 

SOLE   MANUFACTURERS. 

78  -WILLIAM  ST., 

(OOIt.   LIBERTY  ST.), 

NEW    YORK. 


GUTTA  PERCHA 

CEMENT, 

FOR  preserving 
new  and  repairing 
LEAKY  METAL 
ROOFS  of  every 
description  ;      Will 

NOT  CKACK  IN  COLD 
OR  RUN  IN  WARM 
WEATHER. 

Agents  Wanted. 

Terms  Cash  ! 


JOHNS    &    CROSEEY'S  AMERICAN    CEMENT  GLUE,  FOR 

J    CEMENTING  "WOOD,    LEATHER,  GLASS,    IVORY,    CHINA,    MARBLE, 

PORCELAIN,  ALABASTER,  BONE,  CORAL,  &c,  £<•..  the  only  article  of  the  kind  ever  produced 
which  will  withstand  water.     Liberal  terms  to  Wholesale  balers. 

PRICE   TWENTY  -  FIVE    CENTS. 

JOHNS  &  CROSLEY,  Sole  Manufacturers, 

Wholesale  Warehouse,  78  William  st.,  cor.  Liberty. 


Advertising  Rates  of  Vanity  Fair. 

Title  Page,  50  cents  per  line,  occupying  l-3 
the  space  across  the  page. 
Title  Page,  $1.50  per  line,  across  the  page. 
Second  Page,  25  cents,  wide  column. 
"        "      10  cents,  narrow  column. 


GREAT    MUSICAE   BOX 
DEPOT.     M.  J.    PAILLARD, 

Importer,  21  Maiden  Lane,  N.  Y.  Has  for 
sale  the  most  extensive  assortment  in  the 
country,  at  prices  varying  at  Two  tf  'No 
Hundred  and  Fifty  Dollars,  each  playing  1. 
2,  3   4,  6,  8,  10,  12,  10  and  24  airs. 


BEAUTIFUL  TOY  BOXES  FOR  CHILDREN. 
BOXES  TO  SUIT  ALL  AGES  AND  TASTES. 
Call  and  examine  them  1 

Fine  Gold  and  Silver  Watches  Cheap  for 
Cash. 

MUSICAL  BOXES  REPAIRED. 

Attention  Company! 

Volunteers  who  expect  to  retain  their 
health  unimpaired  during  the  campaign, 
must  see  to  it  themselves,  do  not  trust  to  the 
Army  Surgeons,  supply  yourselves  with 
HOLLOWAY'S  PILLS  and  OINTMENT. 
Every  English  Soldier's  Knapsack  contains 
them,  only  25  cents  per  Box  or  Pot.  212 


Extracts  from  Chas.  Stokes'  Continental 
Almanac. 


What  is  the  difference  between  Independ- 
ence Hall,  on  Chestnut  Street  below  Sixth, 
and  Chas.  Stokes'  "one-price"  clothing 
store,  Chestnut  below  Ninth  1 — Ans.  About 
three  squares. 

Why  is  a  lover  who  composes  a  pretty  son- 
net to  the  features  of  his  "object"  like  a 
soldier'/ — Ans.  Because  he  knows  how  to 
write  about  face. 

What  great  coon  is  advanced  by  the  pub- 
lications of  illustrated  works  similar  to 
Stokes'  Illustrated  Almanac  ? — Ans.  Scatter- 
good,  the  Engraver. 

Why  is  Stokes'  Illustrated  Almanac  for 
1802  like  a  well-appointed  butcher  shop? — 
Ans.  Because  it  is  made  attractive  by  its 
fine  cuts. 

Why  are  the  wood  engravings  in  Stokes' 
Almanac  like  the  ships  of  war  at  present  on 
the  Southern  coast  I — Ans.  Because  they 
are  block  aids  to  his  business. 

Why  is  a  Southern  planter  like  a  Prussian 
nobleman  ? — Ans.  Because  he  dwells  near 
the  Black  Oder. 

Why  should  the  soldiers  outside  the  walls 
of  Fortress  Monroe  be  convicted  for  coun- 
terfeiting ? — Ans.  Because  they  are  making 
wooden  "quarters." 

Why  is  a  "  Revolver"  like  a  volunteer 
with  the    measles? — Ans.    Because    he's  a 

SICK  SHOOTER. 

CHARLES  STOKES' 

CLOTHING  ESTABLISHMENT, 

824  CHESTNUT  STREET. 

PHILADELPHIA. 


s 


TEAM    JOB    PRINT- 
ING  ESTABLISHMENT, 

44   ANN    STREET. 


CHAPIN  &  McKAY, 

'VANITY    FAIR"   PRINTERS, 

Newspaper,  Book,  Job  and  Card  Printing 
neatly  executed  on  the  most  reasonable 
terms,  and  with  dispatch. 
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Elevated  state  of  little  Franky,  to  whom  Papa  has  just 
presented  one  of  the  new-fashioned  rocking-horses,  with  a 
good,  strong  spring. 


LEX    TALIONIS. 

Recrimination  is  not  much  to  our  taste  ;  it  havmg  never  appeared 
to  the  serene  and  well-regulated  mind  of  Vanity  Fair  that  two 
wrongs  can,  by  any  mathematics,  make  one  right.  But  whereas 
Bull  is  just  now  particularly  blatant  and  most  decidedly  and  espe- 
cially critical  upon  American  Society,  which  he  represents  as  rather 
under  the  average  of  the  polite  circles  of  polished  Dahomey,  why 
we  think  it  right  to  remind  him,  if  we  haven't  been  able  to  roar 
to  absolute  perfection,  that  his  own  flight  too  has  been  limited, 
and  that  he  needn't  if  it  is  any  inconvenience  to  him — and  we 
should  think  it  would  be — set  himself  up  as  a  model  to  the  nations. 
Vanity  Fair  has  this  week  taken  the  trouble  to  invest  a  small 
portion  of  its  immense  profits  in  the  purchase  of  a  bundle  of 
British  newspapers,  and  has  devoted  a  few  anxious  and  laborious 
hours  to  their  perusal.  As  the  result  of  this  reading,  though  Bull 
may  be  the  most  beautiful,  benevolent,  pious  and  peaceable  beast 
in  the  whole  world's  zoology,  yet  Vanity  Fair  don't  see  it — no, 
sir  !  don't  see  it,  even  with  the  most  charitable  pair  of  eyes  in  the 
world.     Suppose  Vanity  Fair  gives  a  little  summary  of  its  studies  ! 

The  London  Times,  Dec.  28,  1861.  A  particularly  unclean  caee 
of  "inquiry  into  the  state  of  mind  of  Mr.  W.  F.  Windham,  of 
Felbrigg-hall,  Norfolk,"  full  of  profanity,  and  general,  coarse 
detail — and  such  detail  as  we  don't  think  any  of  our  neighbors,  at 
either  of  the  three  corners  would  have  published — and  that  is  say- 
ing a  great  deal. 

2.  Various  cases  of  insolvency  and  bankruptcy,  in  every  one  of 
which  the  man  was  white-washed,  although  in  every  one  of  them 
he  was  proved  to  be  a  cheat  and  a  swindler. 

3.  Two  cases  of  infanticide  both  committed  by  the  same  young 
woman  under  horrible  circumstances. 

4.  One  letter  from  Mr.  William  H.  Russell,  American  Corres- 
pondent, which  is  rather  worse  than  the  infanticides. 

5.  One  article  on  Mr.  William  H.  Seward,  which  is  rather 
worse  than  Mr.  Russell's  letter. 

6.  Four  columns  of  general  editorial  abuse  of  America. 

7.  One  execution  of  a  soldier  for  killing  his  sergeant. 

Bell's  Life  in  London,  Dec.  29th,  1861.  A  nine-columned  cata- 
logue of  winning  race-horses  in  1861. 

2.  Twenty  advertisements  of  swindling  race-horse  prophets. 

3.  Five  announcements  of  "  Fights  to  Come." 

4.  One  account  of  the  gallant  fight  between  "  Charley  Lynch 
and  George  Holden,"  very  particular  and  very  bloody. 

5.  Seventeen  advertisements  of  prize-fighters  who  keep  taverns, 
with  sparring  and  malt  liquor—  of  which  establishments,  we  par- 
ticularly notice  that  of  Jack  Tootkll,  who  announces  that  "  the 
taps  both  liquid  and  pugilistic,  continue  to  give  general  satisfaction." 


6.     One  sanguinary  murder  with  all  the  particulars. 
Reynold's  (Sunday)  Neivspaper ,  December  29tb,  1861. 

1.  One  "Desperate  Encounter  with  a  Night  Robber,  in  the 
Island  of  Jersey." 

2.  Fifteen  cases  of  "  Poaching"  tried  at  the  Oxford  Assizes, 
under  what  the  popular  Reynolds  calls  "the  Iniquitous  Game 
Laws." 

3      Reports  of  the  Great  Strike  of  the  Builders. 

4.  Leading  Article  complaining  that  Divorces  are  very  expen- 
sive. 

5.  Dreadful  Divorce  Case  in  High  Life,  with  a  full  account  of 
the  trial. 

6.  Charming  Leading  Article  on  the  "  Anglo-American  Diffi- 
culty," complaining  of  "  the  insane  passion  and  idiot  statesman- 
ship" of  America. 

7.  Abduction  of  two  children  at  Dundalk,  by  John  Murphy, 
Esq.     Member  of  Parlament. 

8.  Shocking  murder  of  a  child  by  its  mother  at  Brighton. 


Now,  suppose  that  with  these  frightfully  sufficient  materials,  we 
should  sit  down,  and  being  full  of  all  uncharitableness,  should  grind 
out  a  leading  article  on  English  Society,  would  it  not  be  some- 
thing like  the  following  : 


The  lacerating  tidings  which  reach  us  by  the  last  British  mails, 
exhibit  a  repulsive  picture  of  vice,  anarchy,  want,  dissipation, 
bankruptcy  and  social  and  commercial  corruption.  Prize-fighting, 
that  bloody  relic  of  the  barbarous  ages,  with  its  hideous  spectacle 
of  ensanguined  noses,  and  black  eyes,  with  its  slang  nomenclature 
and  its  disgusting  details,  continues  to  flourish.  Several  fights  "  to 
come"  are  announced,  and  several  have  already  taken  place,  while 
the  wretched  revelry  of  low  taverns  continues  to  be  winked  at  by 
the  Police.  To  prevent  the  half-murders  of  the  Ring,  the  Govern- 
ment has  shown  itself  utterly  inefficient.  We  wish  this  were  all. 
But  other  murders  are  continually  taking  place,  in  which  no  half- 
way work  is  made  ;  murders  of  children  by  their  parents,  of 
parents  by  their  children,  of  wives  by  their  husbands  and  of  hus- 
bands by  their  wives.  Not  a  newspaper  is  issued  in  England  which 
fails  to  contain  the  wretched  record  of  an  assassination.  Mean- 
while, the  Courts  of  Justice  are  busy  with  domestic  scandals,  from 
which  the  highest  classes  of  British  society  are  no  more  exempted 
than  the  lowest ;  and  lawyers  are  engaged  in  the  lucrative  work  of 
collecting  damages  and  of  arranging  separations.  Burglaries  in- 
crease, as  well  as  murders  and  actions  of  crim.  con.  The  house  is  no 
safer  than  the  highway  ;  and  neither  appears  to  be  safe,  without 
perpetual  recourse  to  the  bludgeon  and  the  blunderbu?s.  To  public 
vice,  we  are  compelled  to  add  private  dishonesty ;  and  long 
columns  of  insolvents  enfilade  the  gazette.  Wages  are  at  the  lowest 
point,  and  in  payment  of  their  labor  or  their  idleness,  thousands  of 
desperate  and  hungry  men  have  betaken  themselves  to  a  persis- 
tent and  determined  violation  of  the  game-laws. 

To  one  cause,  and  to  that  only,  are  these  disturbances  and  excesses 
to  be  attributed.  What  was  the  ministry  doing,  we  ask,  while 
Charles  Lynch  and  George  Holden  were  pounding  each  other  out 
of  all  semblance  to  humanity  ?  Why  doesn't  the  Lord  Chief 
Justice  suppress  race-course  gambling  t  Why  doesn't  the  Home 
Secretary  suppress  murder  ?  Why  doesn't  the  Police  suppress  prize 
fights  and  burglaries,  and  rapes  and  wife  beating  ?  We  answer — 
we  reluctantly  answer,  because  they  are  all  asses,  and  poor  idiots 
and  knaves  and  incapables — because  they  have  neither  courage  not- 
ability, neither  efficiency  nor  will. 

Under  these  circumstances,  news  of  the  overthrow  of  the  British 
Constitution  may  come  to  us  by  any  steamer.  It  cannot  last,  it 
cannot  continue,  it  cannot  remain,  it  must  depart,  it  must  disappear 
— and  its  ruin  will  be  the  ripe  result  of  its  own  rascality. 


There  !  we  rather  than  else  think  that  we  should  have  a  right  to 
print  something  like  that ;  but  we  hope  we  should  be  too  much  of 
a  gentleman  to  do  it. 

■•■ 

Ruby  Wine. 

A  singular  case  of  smuggling  was  brought  up  before  the  United 
States  District  Court  on  Tuesday  last,  the  Government  evidence  on 
which  tended  to  show  that  a  box  of  jewelry  had  been  found  con- 
cealed in  a  cask  of  wine  in  one  of  the  bonded  warehouses.  By 
comparing  this  circumstance  with  the  head-line  of  our  paragraph, 
the  reader  will  see  that  there  may  be  truth  as  well  as  poetry  in  an 
epithet  bestowed  ages  ago  upon  the  juice  of  the  grape,  by  baccha- 
nalian bards., 


A  IN  ice  Distinction. 


The  soldier  who  fights  may  indeed  be  said  to  belong  to  the 
Army.  The  soldier  who  runs  away  should  rather  be  considered  as 
belonging  to  the  Leggy. 
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"  A  Light  and  Genteel  Business." 

We  saw  it  stated  in  a  Southern  journal, 
not  long  since,  that  the  Cabinet  at  the  Con- 
federate capital  has  determined"  to  leave  no 
stone  unturned  for  means  to  prosecute  suc- 
cessfully the  war  for  Southern  rights." 

Now  that  the  Stone  hulks  are  oozily 
sleeping  down  at  the  bottom  of  Charleston 
channel,  this  will  be  a  pretty  tough  job,  we 
guess,  and  one  to  be  carried  out  only  by  the 
employment  of  Diver's  stratagems. 


FB1GHTFUL      STEATAGEM. 

It  is  announces  that  the  Canadian  Militia  are  to  be  put  into  the  uniform  of 
the  British  Eegulaks,  in  order  to  frighten  the  Yankees,  who,  according  to 
Canadian  authorities,  can  stand  anything  but  THAT  !  ! 


The  True  Harbormasters. 

Notice  has  been  given  in  the  Senate,  of 
a  "bill  to  amend  the  Harbormaster's  act." 

Now,  the  only  Harbormaster's  Act  we 
know  of,  that  is  worth  a  peppercorn,  is  that 
famous  one  of  choking  up  Charleston  in  the 
Harbormasterly  style  peculiar  to  ancient 
whalers  loaded  to  the  gunwale  with  big 
stones— an  Act  which,  with  all  due  deference 
to  the  Senate,  we  hardly  think  that  they 
can  amend. 


Contented  Minds. 

Several  of  the  Members  of  Congress  are 
quite  resigned  to  the  expected  passage  of  the 
bill  preventing  them  from  Franking  their 
letters,  as  it  does  not  provide  against  their 
Expressing  their  views. 


"  Th'  Imminent,  Deadly  Breach." 

The  Breach  of  privilege  scrape  into  which 
Alderman  Brady  has  got  himself  with  the 
State  Legislature. 


Maxim  oi  Privateer  Law. 

Bender    to  Seizer    the  things    that   are 
Seizer's. 


"  CL'AR    DE    KITCHEN  I" 

"  Too  many  Cooks,"  says  the  adage,  "  spoil  the  Broth." 

We  have  rather  too  many  Cooks. 

Therefore,  our  fat  is  very  likely  to  get  into  the  fire. 

We  have,  firstly,  an  Army  of  Cooks,  over  six  hundred  thousand 
in  number,  who  understand  their  business,  are  directly  in  the  cook- 
ing line,  and  neither  need  nor  want  any  outside  help  or  inter- 
ference. 

They  can  cook  Jefferson  Davis's  goose  without  assistance. 

Then  we  have  the  corps  of  Editorial  Cooks  .  .  .  terrible  fellows 
of  the  blood-thirsty  stamp,  who  skewer  the  raw  rebels  with  deadly 
steel  pens,  every  morning  ;  hang  privateersmen  diurnally,  upon 
leaded  lines,  and  base  traitors  unmercifully  in  each  edition. 

Then  we  have  the  Congressional  Cooks,  who  not  only  get  eggs 
into  hot  water,  but  hatch  them  also,  and  serve  up  the  chickens 
thence  derived.  They  pepper  all  their  preparations  very  highly, 
and  generally  succeed  in  diuhing  everthing  they  undertake.  The 
favorite  pepper  of  the  Congressional,  as  well  as  the  Editorial,  Cook 
of  a  certain  stripe  is  very  black  and  very  strong  ...  a  sort  of 
Nigger  pepper,  in  a  word. 

Now,  the  worst  feature  of  all  this  cooking,  is  that  the  two  latter 
classes  .  .  .  the  Congressional  and  Editorial  .  .  .  spend  all  their 
time,  otherwise  valuable,  in  poking  their  noses  into  the  legitimate 
Army  cookery.  They  cry  for  changes  that  they  know  nothing 
about,  and  seem  anxious  to  convert  every  plat  into  a  etew  or  a 
broil.  Meanwhile,  their  own  exertions  .  . .  especially  as  manifested 
in  that  pestilent  nest  of  meddling  Cooks,  the  House  of  Representa- 
tives .  .  .  result  only  in  a  stupendous  loaf. 

Mr.  Stevens,  of  Pennsylvania,  asks,  "  Has  it  come  to  this,  that 
the  House  is  only  a  Registrar  of  Executive  edicts,  and  is  merely  to 
vote  men  and  money  1" 

Mr.  Conkling,  of  New  York,  asks,  "do  we  intend  to  be  accom- 
plices in  trampling  upon  personal  rights?" 

Mr.  Lovejoy,  of  Illinois,  asks,  in  effect,  "Are  not  the  Nigger 
and  the  House  the  two  most  important  elements  of  the  War  ?" 

Whereupon  those  precious  Cooks  instancy  go  into  a  long  and 
spicy  debate  upon  the  important  question  oi  I  he  personal  feelings 
of  Messrs.  Quinn,  Stevens,  Dunn,  Lovejoy,  Mallory  and  Wick- 
liffe,  toward  the  Nigger. 


The  Editorial  Cooks,  lovingly  acting  in  concert  with  their  dear 
Congressional  brethren,  take  up  the  cry,  and  say  : 

"  The  debate  in  the  House,  to-day,  on  Roscoe  Coxkling's  resolution  in  regard 
to  'che  Ball's  Bluff  disaster,  was  exceedingly  animated,  and  indicates  the  spirit 
which  the  Administration  will  meet,  from  this  time  forth,  in  the  Republican 
ranks." 

Then  we  beg  that  "  the  Republican  ranks"  may  be  suppressed, 
as  an  intolerable  nuisance. 

The  Army,  indirectly  controlled  by  the  Executive,  has  just  as 
much  opposition  as  it  needs.  That  opposition  is  one  of  bayonets 
and  black-muzzled  columbiads,  pointing  across  the  Potomac  toward 
Washington  ;  and  if  "  the  Republican  ranks"  contemplate  attack- 
ing McClelian  in  the  rear,  and  thereby  aiding  and  abetting  the 
Rebel  ranks,  we  earnestly  adjure  the  Secretary  of  State  to  treat 
Messrs.  Lovejoy,  Sevens,  et  al.  in  accordance  with  the  laws  made 
and  provided  to  cover  such  cases.  Vallandigham,  the  known  and 
transparent  Secessionist,  has  done  less  mischief  in  Congress  than 
these  secret  and  underhand  sympathizers  with  the  old  Abolition 
war-cry  of  "  No  Union  with  slaveholders." 

We  hope,  therefore,  that  General  McClellan  will  continue,  as 
heretofore,  to  give  the  Cooks  of  Congress  and  the  Press  just  as 
much  or  as  little  information  and  explanation  as  he  sees  fit ;  and 
that,  when  they  are  set  out  in  the  cold  for  attempting  to  get  a 
finger  in  the  pie,  they  may  make  themselves  as  happy  with  their 
Nigger  as  circumstances  will  permit. 

For  too  many  Cooks  spoil  the  Broth. 

And  we  have,  at  present,  rather  too  many  Cooks. 


Pater  and  Pater's  Son- 
Most  folk  believe  we  lost  Bull  Run 
By  fault  of  General  Patterson. 
And  now  his  eldest  hope,  how  queer  ! 
As  a  reward's  made  Brigadier  ! 
This  way  of  paying  for  defeat 
The  cause  thereof  is  rather  neat. 
But  let  us  trust— excuse  the  pun— 
The  youth  won't  turn  out  Pater's  son. 
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RANTANQUERO  DE  BOOM-JING-JING ; 

— OR — 

THE  WRATH   OF    THE  REBEL    RIVAL. 

A  ROMANCE  OP  THE  WAR. 
By  McArone. 

CHAPTER    VII. 

"  She  is  not  here  !"  cried  Peter,  turning  pale. 
"  That's  so,"  said  Rantanquero. 

Then  clutching  Peter  by  the  scruff  of  the  neck,  he  shook  him 
till  the  loose  change  flew  out  of  his  pockets. 

There  wasn't  much  of  it  ...  he  had  been  in  the  Confederacy  for 
some  time. 

"  Scoundrel !"  roared  the  Don  ;  "  produce  her  this  instantly  ! 
Fetch  her  out !  Would'st  thou,  base  vidian,  that  I  should  slew 
thee?" 

"  Not  any,"  remarked  Peter  ;  "  but  by  jingo,  Don,  I  do'  know 
where  she's  went !'' 

The  enraged  Don  would  probably  have  incarnadined  his  mawleys 
in  Peter's  life-blood,  had  not  the  door  just  then  been  darkened  by 
a  sylph  like  form  .  .  . 
The  form  of  Glorianna  !  * 

"  'Tis  he-e-e  ?"  she  shrieked. 
"  'Tis  she-e-e-e  !  Ha  ha !"  yelled  Rantanquero. 
They  hugged. 

The  young  lieutenant  of  Light  Quadroons  now  entered,  and  ex- 
plained that  he  had  found  Glorianna  weeping  alone  in  her  dungeon. 
She  could  hear  the  crash  of  shot  and  shell,  the  falling  of  walls,  and 
the  roar  of  cannon  outside,  and  was  frightened.  She  knew  that 
somebody  was  raising  thunder,  but  couldn't  make  out  what  it  was 
all  about.  Naturally,  she  felt  timid,  and  lonesome,  so  when  the 
lieutenant  came,  she  proposed  that  they  should  go  out  shopping, 
as  it  was  a  fine  day,  He  gladly  accompanied  her,  and  they  had 
just  returned. 

"  Take  off  thy  things,  sweet  Love."  said  the  Don,  "  and  sit  thee 
down  by  me.     I  have  much  to  tell  thee." 

She  drew  a  chair,  and  with  the  winning  grace  peculiar  to  the 
human  species  and  others,  showed  her  husband  the  purchases  she 
had  made. 

Amongst  them  was  a  love  of  a  bonnet,  which,  though  it  is  des- 
tined to  play  no  prominent  part  in  this  story,  still  merits  a  word  of 
description . 

The  body  was  of  grilled  muslin,  embroidered  with  taches  de  sang 
in  iron-gray  taffetas,  with  a  ribbon  aux  dindons,  fringed  with  polka 
spot,  wreathed  over  the  top  and  falling  upon  a  mauve  satinet  cape 
in  two  tassels  of  bric-a-brac  velvet.  This  was  considered  very  chaste 
in  Mobile.  The  inside  ornaments  were  sunflowers  and  hollyhocks, 
of  peach-blossoms  flannel,  au  mcelle-de-bosuf,  and  the  strings  were 
thunder-and-lightning  moire-antique  ribbon,  trimmed  with  potato- 
colored  chintz. 

While  Glorianna  was  prattling  away  with  all  the  artless  naivete 
of  Gaylord  Clarke's  "two-year-old"  contributors,  Peter  was  ex- 
amining the  doors  and  windows. 

"  I  think  I'd  better  go ;"  said  he  ;  "I  guess  I've  got  an  engage- 
ment, or  something.'' 

"  No  you  don't !"  said  the  Don,  sternly.  "  Don't  think  to  play 
no  points  on  me,  young  man.  Revenge  is  sweet.  You  are  my 
prisoner!" 

So  Peter  remained,  while  the  young  lieutenant  went  out  to  see 
what  he  could  pick  up. 

A  great  many  nice  things  are  to  be  found  lying  around  loose, 
after  a  city  has  been  stormed  ;  but  we  wish  it  understood  that  we 
do  not  mention  this  as  an  inducement  for  people  to  volunteer. 

Mobile  is  one  of  the  oldest  and  richest  of  all  Southern  towns. 
It  was  built  by  the  Romans,  under  the  Emperor  Pompeius  Gracchus 
von  Sciilackeniieimfler,  who  used  to  edit  the  New  Jersey  Standard, 
and  was  intended  for  a  port  of  entry  for  the  Canadian  India-trade. 
There  were,  consequently,  a  number  of  banks,  exchange-oflices, 
and  jewelry-stores  there  ;  so  the  young  lieutenant  made  out  pretty 
well. 

While  the  fun  was  going  on  outside,  Don  Rantanquero  and  his 
wife  exchanged  words  of  love,  etc.,  in  the  dungeon,  and  Peter  was 
tortured  by  being  compelled  to  listen.  At  length,  when  the  Don's 
back  was  turned,  Glorianna  happened  to  go  into  an  inner  chamber, 
to  mix  a  brandy  cocktail  for  her  husband,  and  the  crafty  Rebel 
seized  the  opportunity  right  deftly.  He  slipped  on  the  lady's  new 
bonnet  and  shawl  that  lay  on  an  elagere  and  tapped  the  Don  on  the 
shoulder. 


"  My  love,"  said  he,  feigning  Glorianna's  voice  ;  "  I  am  going 
after  the  evening  papers  for  you.     I  will  return  anon." 


'•  Au  revoir,"  said  Don  Rantanquero,  and  actually  kissed  his  per- 
fidious enemy  without  suspecting  the  ruse.  He  noticed,  however, 
that  there  was  a  flavor  of  tobacco  about  the  kiss,  that  he  had  not 
before  observed  ;  but  concluded  that  his  wife  had  taken  to  chewing 
to  relieve  the  ennui  of  imprisonment. 

Peter  walked  out,  then,  unobstructed,  and  going  to  a  bank 
where  Glorianna  was  known,  borrowed  seven  thousand  dollars  in 
her  name.  He  then  went  to  Huntsville,  where  he  found  Beaure- 
gard, strongly  intrenched. 

The  General  soon  learned  that  Peter  had  some  money,  and  got 
him  to  play  Mississppi  brag  till  every  dollar  had  changed  hands. 

This  is  an  awful  warning  to  all  who  are  prone  to  buck  against 
the  raging  tiger. 

Meanwhile,  the  Don  could  hardly  believe  his  eyes  when  he  saw 
Glorianna  emerge  from  the  other  room  with  two  cocktails,  frag- 
rant and  strengthy  ;  one  for  him  and  one  for  herself. 

"Back  so  soon?''  asked  he;  "why,  I  saw  you  not,  when  you 
entered." 

"I've  not  been  out,"  said  she. 

"  Hah  !  I  doubt  some  foul  play  !  Where  is  Pe-ee-eter  !'' 

"  My  bonnet !  0  !  I  see  it  all !" 

They  fainted. 

The  brandy  cocktails,  however,  revived  them. 

They  talked  it  over,  and  felt  better,  soon  ;  when  Glorianna 
sang  the  following  song,  which  she  had  composed  during  her  cap- 
tivity : 

Air. — "  Gobbler  in  de  bean-patch." 

i. 

The  Rebels  cannot  hope  to  beat ; 

1  think,  without  a  doubt, 
(As  vulgar  boys  say  in  the  street,) 

Secession  is  '  played  out ;' 
Once  more  the  stormy  flag  shall  wave 

Unstained  o'er  land  and  sea, 
With  its  high,  its  low,  its  pummadiudlc  n at- bang 
sollygogglc  jamboree ! 


My  hus-iband  is  galliant  and 

Mv  hus-iband  is  gay  ; 
When  e'er  he  takes  a  warlike  stand 

The  Rebels  run  away  ; 
He  laughs  a  laugh  of  scornful  wrath 

To  see  the  cowards  flee, 
With  their  high,  their  low,  their  pummadiddle  nat- 
baug,  sollygogglc  jamboree  1 
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SKETCH 


WASHINGTON    MARKET. 


Culprit. — "  IS   IT    STOLE   THE    CHICKEN,    NOW  ? — ArRAH    WHAT    SORT    OF    A    POLICEMAN 
ARE   TE   AT   ALL,    AT   ALL,    NOT    TO   KNOW    A   MONNYMANNIAC    FROM    A    THIEF  !" 


STARTLING  AND  INTERESTING  iDIS- 
COVERY. 

Last  week  a  young  man  of  regular  habits, 
and  not  given  to  excitement  of  any  kind, 
was  suddenly  seized  while  seated  in  the  ex- 
tension room  of  his  father's  house,  with 
violent  twitchings  from  head  to  foot.  He 
turned  deathly  pale,  his  hands  grasped  at 
the  pervading  atmosphere,  his  eye-balls  re- 
volved like  young  moons,  his  silken  hair 
stood  up  and  stared  in  amazement,  his  teeth 
chattered  vigorously,  and  his  fine  Italian 
nose  began  to  twirl  fearfully. 

This  state  of  things  naturally  alarmed  the 
friends  of  the  unfortunate  young  gentleman, 
and  fears  were  at  first  expressed  that  he  had 
become  "  possessed.'' 

Physicians  were  summoned  from  all  the 
great  hospitals,  and  after  close  attention  to 
the  case,  the  learned  practitioners  succeeded 
in  restoring  the  patient  to  his  normal  condi- 
tion, though  much  weakened  in  several 
places.  His  explanation  of  the  cause  of  his 
sudden  and  startling  spasm  was  at  once 
eagerly  sought  and  given.  It  seems  the 
young  man  was  reading  a  magazine — proba- 
b%-  not  the  Continental — when  all  of  a  sud- 
den he  saw  hidden  beneath  a  four  inch 
American  word,  the  ghost  of  a  pun,  staring 
him  right  in  the  face.  He  knew  positively 
that  hitherto  no  pun  had  ever  been  supposed 
to  be  concealed  in  the  folds  of  this  polysyl- 
lable ;  hence  his  surprise  and  subsequent 
fright.  The  young  man  himself  admits  that 
he  was  never  so  badly  scared  before,  and  he 
deems  it  miraculous  that  he  did  not  afford  a 
funeral,  instanter. 


Fluttered. 

The  "Rooks"  of  the  contract  system  by 
Massachusetts  Dawes. 


Don  Rantanquero  joined  in  the  chorus  of  the  lyric  with  emo- 
tion ;  and  thus  the  happy  hours  sped,  till  hunger  warned  them  it 
was  time  for  grub. 

The  young  lieutenant  and  Baron  von  Kowhingen  dropped  in  to 
dine  with  them,  and  the  evening  passed  in  the  most  brilliant 
festivities.  Sparkling  wines  and  dainty  viands  bestrewed  the 
groaning  board.  Tom  Bailey,  the  warrior-bard,  was  present,  and 
wrote  a  poem  about  it,  in  which  he  speaks  of : 

"  A  slab  like  a  gate  on  four  eagle-talons  .  .  . 

A  porcine  dish,  o'er  which  in  many  a  cluster 

Grapes  hung  plum  down,  dead-ripe  and  without  bluster  : 

A  lemon  cut  in  them  delicious  slices  ; 

A  cake  that  seemed  Moses's  work  in  spices  ; 

Two  China  cups  with  old  rum  juleps  sunny, 

And  inside  chocolate  as  rich  as  money,''  etc. 
It  is  thought,  from  this,  that  it  must  have  been  a  very  tidy  feed. 
When  it  grew,  late,  the  guests  departed,  and  as  all  had  partaken 
freely  of  the  insidious  bowl,  the  Don  endeavored  to  see  some  of 
them  home.  They  had  been  gone  about  twenty  minutes,  when 
Glorianna  was  startled  by  the  hasty  re-appea'ance  of  the  lieu- 
tenant. 

"  Madame  !"  he  cried  ."  "  your  .  .  .  your  husband  !  .  . 

"  What  of  him  ?  .  .  .  speak  !  .  .  .  " 

"He  is  dead  .  .  . 


J.  B„  His  Life  and  Times. 


The  Autobiography  of  James  Buchanan  is  announced  by  his 
former  friend,  the  Herald.  We  would  suggest  to  Mr.  Buchanan 
that  autobiographies  of  really  great  men  are  little  more  than  toler- 
able, and  advise  him  to  make  use  of  the  following  formula,  which 
will  eminently  well  express  all  that  the  public  cares  to  know  : 

I  was  born  some  time  ago,  but  I  know  not  why  .  .  . 

I  have  lived  ...  I  hardly  know  either  how  or  whei$  ,  , , 

Sometime  or  another,  I  suppose,  I  shall  die  ; 

But  where,  how,  or  when,  I  neither  know  nor  case  \ 


Mint. 


Philadelphia's  Favorite  Annual, 


THE    SHARP-SHOOTER'S    LOVE. 


The  finest  friend  I  ever  knew, 

And  one  with  whom  I  dare  not  trifle  ; 
Who,  in  all  danger  sees  me  through, 
Whose  Aim  is  ever  good  and  true, 

Is  my  sweet  Minnie  Rifle. 


She  gently  rests  upon  my  arm, 

Is  always  ready,  always  willing  ; 
And  though,  in  general,  somewhat  calm, 
Wakes  up,  upon  the  first  alarm 
To  show  she  can  be  Killing. 

in. 

And  she  is  very  fair  to  see, 

The  most  fastidious  fancy  suiting  ; 
Her  Locks  are  bright  as  they  can  be, 
And  that  her  Sight  is  good,  to  me 

Is  just  as  sure  as  Shooting. 

IV. 

Though  used  to  many  a  fiery  spark 

She's  never  careless  in  her  pleasure  ; 
She  always  aims  to  hit  the  mark, 
And  when  her  voice  the  Southrons  hark 
They  find  she's  no  j3ecesher, 


The  heaviest  Load  seems  not  to  weigh 
Upon  her  more  than  'twere  a  trifle  ; 
She's  highly  Polished  ;  and  I'd  pray, 
Were  I  bereft  of  friends  this  day, 
"  0,  leave  me  Minnie  Rifle  !" 
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HORSE,    FOOT,    AND    ARTILLERY. 

T  might  be 
looked  upon 
a  s  carrying 
the  thing  to 
excess,  were 
the  series  of 
papers  pub- 
lished for 
some  months 
past  in  this 
journal,  un- 
der the  title 
of  "  Hardee 
made  Easy," 
to  be  still 
con  t  i  n  u  e  d 
under  that 
caption. 
Partly  owing 
to  the  seces- 
sional  nature 
of  Hardee,  and  partly  to  the]monotonous  character  of  his  work 
upon  tactics,  it  became  a  necessity  with  the  writer  of  the  articles 
in  question  to  be  very  careful  in  excluding  from  them  any  refer- 
ence to  that  man  and  that  book.  DriU  is  a  bore  under  any 
circumstances ;  a  respect,  certainly,  in  which  it  does  not  differ 
much  from  anything  else  that  has  got  to  be  done  and  no  mistake 
whether  you  like  or  not.  But  when  a  bore  takes  airs  upon  itself, 
and  demands  that  it  be  dressed  up  with  ribbons  and  poked  with 
obtrusive  gaiety  into  the  public  eye,  it  is  about  time  to  begin  to 
think  of  suppressing  it.  "  Hardee's  Tactics"  is  exactly  that  kind 
of  bore  ;  in  consideration  of  which  we  are  not  going  to  make  any 
further  attempt  at  dressing  it  up  with  ribbons,  and  poking  it  with 
obtrusive  gaiety  into  the  public  eye,  but,  on  the  contrary,  have 
come  to  the  conclusion  of  suppressing  it  herewith.  It  will  be  good 
of  the  courteous  reader,  then,  to  consider  all  that  we  have  written 
under  the  title  of  "  Hardee,"  for  some  months  past,  as  belonging 
properly  to  the  wider  field  of  "Horse,  Foot,  and  Artillery,"  under 
which  head-line  we  shall  henceforth  furnish  such  observations 
upon  the  subject  of  war,  in  all  its  branches,  as  may  be  suggested 
to  us  by  passing  events  and  by-gone  conclusions. 

To  begin,  then,  if  our  ordnance  men  do  not  look  sharp,  the  South 
will  cut  us  out  in  the  matter  of  artillery.  There  is  an  awful  report 
of  a  great  gun  down  there.  The  Baton  Rouge  Advocate  says  that, 
powder  being  scarce  in  Louisiana,  people  in  that  section  have  taken 
to  using  air  as  a  substitute  for  it.  The  same  remark  applies  to 
provisions  in  the  same  quarter,  we  believe,  although  the  B.  R.  A. 
does  not  say  anything  about  that.  Resulting  from  this,  a  great  air- 
gun  mounted  upon  a  steam-carriage  is  now  rushing  wildly  about 
the  neighborhood  of  Baton  Rouge,  behaving  itself  after  the  manner 
of  the  Irishman  who  trails  his  coat  after  him  through  the  market- 
place, in  his  well-known  act  of  "spoiling  for  a  fight."  Indeed, 
this  locomotive  arrangement  appears  to  resemble  the  Irishman  in 
more  ways  than  one  ;  for  the  B.  R.  A.  tells  us  that  when  the  guns 
are  "  removed  from  the  machine,  the  latter  can  be  applied  to 
making  ditches  :"  also  that  "  it  can  run  through  any  ranks,  either 
of  infantry  or  cavalry,  and  open  a  lane  fourteen  feet  wide."  All 
these  things,  as  most  of  our  readers  are  aware,  have  been  done  and 
':.kely  to  be  done  over  again  by  the  gay  and  dashing  Irishman, 
from  whom  the  idea  of  the  Great  Louisiana  Iron- Horse- Artillery 
Wind-Gun  is  evidently  taken. 


"Where  are  the  Abolitionists? 

It  sounds  like  a  revival  of  old  times  up  here,  to  hear  that  a 
number  of  the  most  respectable  merchants  of  New  York  have  sent 
in  a  memorial  to  the  Administration  for  a  restoration  of  the  Bond- 
ing system. 

Morgan.  Stock. 

The  sporting  prints  say  "  Morgan  Stock" 
On  every  course  takes  skates  and  purses  : 

"  Which  do  they  mean  ?"  inquires  a  "jock," 
"  The  human  Morgans  or  the  horses  ?" 


Fresh  from  the  Provinces. 


Why  is  a  Rabbit's  running,  for  instance,  like  a  Moderate  man's 
Drinking  ? 
Because,  for  instance,  he  only  does  it  in  Bounds  ! 


THE    POPULAR    LYRIC    AT    FORT    SUMTER. 

[The  ensuing  noble  effusion  is  reported  to  have  been  read  weekly  to  the  garri- 
son, by  the  inspired  author,  eyer  since  the  taking  of  the  Fort.  It  always  rouses 
the  gallant  conquerors  to  the  highest  pitch  of  enthusiasm. 

From  cultivating  the  chivalrous  mood 

And  our  moustaches,  swift  to  arms  we  sprang  : 

The  sleepy  Lincolnites  in  terror  woke, 
As  in  their  ears  the  warlike  clamor  rang. 

We  knew  Bob  Anderson,  a  Southern  man, 

Would  fight!    He  had  good  gunners  too.     And  so 

We  kept  our  niggers  strengthening  our  works — 
Drinking,  the  while,  destruction  to  the  foe. 

Once,  twice  we  would  have  opened  fire  ;  but  thought 

Our  chivalry  would  better  like  the  sport 
When  we  had  built  a  few  more  batteries, 

And  said,  a  few  more  times,  we'd  take  the  fort. 

At  length,  our  whiskey-flagons  getting  low, 
And  half  suspecting  brag  had  had  its  day, 

And  feeling  we  were  safe  behind  our  works, 
We  fiercely  drank  all  round  and  blazed  away. 

At  such  mad  valor  Mars  looked  on  amazed  ! — 
But  why  should  one  true  Southern  soldier  flinch 

Who  battles  for  his  property  and  State 
And  the  inalienable  right  to  lynch  ! 

Volcanic  fires  of  curses,  shot  and  shell, 

We  rained  on  Sumter's  stupid  wooden  head  : 

Old  King  Caloric  was  a  grand  ally  ! 
For  fast  his  nimble  fingers  ruin  spread. 

How  we  exulted  at  his  thorough  work  ! 

Our  hearts  thrilled  madly  at  the  smoky  view  ! 
Choked,  blinded,  scorched,  the  seventy  still  fought  on,  — 

Faster  we  fired  among  the  desperate  crew  ! 

We  conquered — 'twas  a  noble  victory  ! 

Heaven  surely  smiled  on  our  chivalric  arms  : 
Drunk  with  delight,  we  danced  through  Sumter's  gate, 

And  bade  a  long  adieu  to  War's  alarms. 

Why  do  you  wait,  ye  coward  Lincolnites  ? 

Take  your  revenge— we  dare  you  to  the  fray  ! 
You  know  you  fear  us  ! — mudsills  that  you  are, 

We  gentlemen  can  whip  you  any  day  ! 


The  loyal  Chicka-saws. 


Wise  Saws-" 


THE    MORAL    SHOW    BUSINESS. 

By  the  arrival  of  the  side  wheel  steamer  Montauk,  we  have 
advices  from  Brooklyn  up  to  a  very  recent  date.  Things  were 
entering  upon  a  crisis,  and  Chittenden  was  assuming  a  sort  of 
puritanical  pontifical  supremacy  in  public  and  private  affairs.  The 
prospect  is  now  that  under  his  able  directorship  Chittenden's  moral 
show  will  soon  draw  as  well  as  Beecher's,  which  is  located  a  few 
blocks  westward.  The  latter  admits  of  burlesque  occasionally, 
however.  The  former  not  at  all.  Chitt.  seems  rather  to  like  his 
new  occupation,  and  would  mayhap  attend  the  Academy  on  a  Sab- 
bath evening  just  as  willingly  as  he  usually  does  Plymouth  Church. 
Mrs.  John  Wood's  friends  are  advising  her  to  do  a  little  Plymouth 
business — hire  a  pew  and  drive  up  in  a  coupe — for  a  few  Sundays, 
just  for  effect.  The  idea  is  good.  If  carried  out,  Chitt.  will  let 
her  play  anything  she  or  Fleming  chooses  at  his  moral  show. 

When  the  two  nights  of  opera  are  over,  it  is  whispered  that  a 
new  company  of  "  Moral  Abolition  Minstrels"  will  discourse  and 
recite. 

Those  popular  persons,  They,  tell  a  singular  story  about  a  gen- 
tleman from  Williamsburg  who  travelled  to  the  city  not  long 
since,  to  "hear  Beecher,  of  course."  Well,  something  or  other  led 
the  Biilysburgher  astray — a  pastoral  sort  of  proceeding  you  know — 
and — but  it  won't  do  to  tell  it  that  way,  because  the  point  shows 
through  too  soon.  No  !  They  say  that  the  Suburban  went  home 
delighted  with  Henry  and  everything  else.  He  said  the  preaching 
and  singing  were  good,  but  he  "  felt  kind  o'  skeered  like  when 
Beecher  whistled  for  a  stark  live  ghost,  and,  by  ginger  !  the  critter 
walked  right  out  afore  him." 

Perhaps  Mr.  B.  exchanged  characters  with  Brother  DAVENroRT 
that  night,  and  did  Hamlet  at  the  Academy  for  a  change. 


Duty  on  Spurious  Tobacco. 

We  are  informed  that  the  House  Election  Committee  has  thrown 
out  the  claim  of  Segar  of  Virginia  to  a  seat  in  Congress. 
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CABINET    CONVERSATION    PIECES. 
No.  4. 

Scene.  —  The  Long  Bridge  over  the  Potomac.  The  President  dis- 
covered, attended  by  the  Secretary  of  State  and  the  Secretary  of 
War  (Hon.  S.  Cameron,)  all  out  on  horseback  for  a  Constitutional  ride. 

President.— Do  I  look  graceful  upon  horseback,  Mr.  Seward  ?  I 
have  read  that  riding  upon  horseback  with  ease  and  elegance  is 
the  accomplishment  of  a  gentlemanly  cavalier,  and  I  am  naturally 
anxious,  therefore,  as  the  Chief  Magistrate  of  a  great  Republic,  to 
excel  in  it. 

Sec.  of  State.— I  hardly  know,  Sir  ;  at  least  I  would  not  like  to 
say.  But  I  suppose  that,  if  you  did  not  stoop  forward  so  much, 
took  your  stirrups  up  a  couple  of  holes,  turned  your  toes  more 
inward,  squared  your  elbows  less,  and  kept  your  hands  about  three 
feet  lower,  you  might  look  a  little  more  like  the  genuine  article. 

President.— That  is  a  very  complicated  opinion,  Sir,  and,  anyhow, 
I  do  not  consider  you  a  judge.  I  would  appeal  to  Mr.  Cameron, 
who  has  lately  had  large  experience  in  the  buying  and  selling  of 
horses.     Do  I  look  graceful  upon  horseback,  Mr.  Cameron  ? 

Sec.  of  War.—  I  cannot  differ  with  Mr.  Seward  upon  this  ques- 
tion, Sir.  Mr.  Seward  has  ridden  with  the  fleet  Bedouins  across 
the  arid  plains  of  the  East  ;  he  has  been  looked  upon  as  quite  a 
tine  horseman  ever  since  he  did  that,  and  I  expect  that  whatever 
he  says  upon  the  subject  must  be  about  right. 

President.—  The  subject  is  one  upon  which  I  like  my  own 
opinion  best,  Sir.  Therefore,  I  am  not  going  to  stoop  forward  less 
than  I  do  ;  nor  shall  I  take  up  my  stirrups  one  hole,  not  to  talk  of 
two  ;  neither  shall  1  turn  my  toes  a  bit  more  inward,  nor  square 
my  elbows  an  inch  less,  nor  hold  my  hands  half  a  foot  lower.  Wo 
ho  !    old  horse  ! 

Sec.  of  War.—  What  did  the  Boston  Delegation  say  about  me, 

sir?  ,         i,      * 

President.— Wo  ho!  old  horse  !  They  said  you  was  a  darned  hard 

case,  Mr.  Cameron.  Not  that  they  knew  it  of  themselves,  said 
thev,  but  we  hear,  said  they,  the  scaliest  kind  of  stories  about  the 
Secretary  of  War.  It  was  peculation  and  plundering  and  pil- 
fering they  talked  about,  and  forty  more  cavalry  regiments  ordered 
than  McClellan  wants,  all  to  give  a  chance  to  the  horse-jockeys  ; 
and  seventeen  millions  of  dollars  worth  of  war-notions  bespoke,  all 
to  give  a  chance  to  the  dealers  in  war-notions.  And  so  they  said 
that  public  virtue  must  be  vindicated,  and  the  War  Department 
have  a  new  head  put  onto  it.  Boston  is  great  upon  public  virtue, 
Simon  :  The  hub,  if  old-fashioned,  is  respectable.  Wo  ho  !  old 
horse  ! 

Sec.  of-  War.— And  did  you  favor  a  change  in  the  Departmental 
head,  Sir  ?  Am  I  to  consider  mine  as  good  as  chopped  off? 

President.  —Not  yet,  Sir,  not  exactly  yet.  What  I  said  to  the 
Boston  Delegation  was:  "Gentlemen,  it  ain't  no  time  to  swap 
horses  when  we  are  crossing  a  torrent." 

Sec.  of  State.— Bow  grand  that  image  !  No  Sheik  of  the  swift 
nomades  of  the  Eastern  deserts  ever  let  fall  a  finer  metaphor  than 
that  'ere ! 

President.— Hear  me  through,  Sir,  if  you  please.  Says  I,  _  It 
ain't  no  time  to  swap  horses  when  we  are  saddle-bags— deep  in  a 
torrent,  but  I  carry  a  sack  at  my  saddle-bow,  and  a  man  called 
Simon  shall  get  it  as  soon  as  ever  we  touch  the  shallow. 

Sec.  of  War.—  One  of  your  girths  is  loose,  Mr.  Lincoln,  and  the 
other  looks  as  if  it  was  going  to  slip. 

President.— Never  mind  my  girths,  Sir,  look  to  your  own.  \ou 
may  think  yourself  very  tight  in  your  saddle,  Mr.  Cameron,  but 
your  horse  will  stub  his  toe  against  public  virtue,  yet,  and  pitch 
you  over  his  head. 

Sec.  of  State.— The  vaticination  of  Abraham  the  Prophet ! 

President.— In  the  Book  from  which  you  profess  to  quote,  Sir, 
there  is  no  prophet  of  that  name.  Had  you  been  editor  of  a  New 
York  Christian  journal,  Mr.  Seward,  your  want  of  familiarity  with 
the  Scriptures  might  have  been  less  a  matter  of  surprise  :  but,  as 
I  was  saying  to  Mr.  Cameron,  public  virtue  may  trip  him  up  yet, 
You  appear  to  have  an  all-fired  large  crowd  of  particular  friends. 
Mr.  Cameron  :  but,  like  the  Friend  with  many  Hairs  in  the  fable, 
you  may  come  out  at  the  small  end  of  the  horn  yet. 

Sec.  of  State.— -It  was  the  Hare  with  many  Friends  that  did  it, 
Sir,  if  you  remember,  and  not  the  other  man. 

President.— Wo  ho !  old  horse  !  I  do  not  want  to  split  hairs  with 
you,  Mr.  Seward,  and,  besides,  I  was  addressing  my  remarks  to 
the  Secretary  of  War.  It  is  about  time  that  you  pulled  up,  or 
simmered  down,  Mr.  Cameron.     Wo  ho  !  old  horse  ! 

Sec.  of  War.— Your  horse  appears  to  give  you  trouble,  Sir.  Sup- 
pose you  exchange  him  for  mine. 

President.—  Not  if  I  know  it,  Sir.  My  horse  carries  Caesar  and 
the  destinies  of  a  mighty  Republic  :  youi's  carries  

Sec.  of  War.— Whom?  whither? 


How 


President. — A  Minister  to  Rooshy.  I  am  resolved  what  to  do, 
Simon  ;  I  will  send  you  to  St.  Petersburg,  where  you  may  serve 
nobly  the  cause  of  your  country  at  the  Court  of  the  Kezzar.  Exam- 
ples must  be  made,  once  in  a  while,  else  may  the  public  virtue  of 
Boston  bile  over,  burying  us  beneath  its  eruptive  coals  like  another 
Pompaneum  and  Herculei. 

Sec.  of  War. — Let  Pennsylvania  weep !  Is  this  a  sentence  of 
eternal  exile  for  her  favorite  son  ? 

President. — A  moral  Sibeery  for  that  man,  Sir.  And  yet  the 
place  has  its  recommendations,  Mr.  Cameron.  There  is  a  good 
odor  there,  Sir — Odor.    Remember  what  the  poet  says  : 

"  Siberian  odors  from  the  spiky  shore  — " 
etsetterer. 

Sec.  of  State. — Milton,  by  thunder  !  slightly  altered  to  fit. 
everlasting  smart ! 

President. — That  is  my  business,  Sir.  Wo  ho  !  old  horse  !  They 
transact  conversation  in  French,  I  understand,  at  the  Court  of  the 
Kezzar.  You  are  some  on  French,  I  guess,  Mr.  Cameron.  I  know 
a  little  French,  myself,  and  have  been  to  Terre  Haute  in  Indiany, 
which  means  high  ground,  you  know,  Mr.  Cameron,  and  that  is 
what  I  felt  myself  called  upon  to  take  with  you. 

Sec.  of  War. — I  have  no  French,  Mr.  Lincoln. 

President. — Bill  Seward  will  teach  it  to  you  in  no  time.  The 
New  York  correspondent  of  the  London  Herald  says,  sweetly  : 
"Mr.  Seward  comprehends  the  general  meaning  of  French  words." 

Sec.  of  State. — This  bridge  appears  terribly  long  :  I  wish  we  were 
well  across  it. 

Sec.  of  War. — It  is  a  Bridge  of  Sighs  for  me. 

President. — Yes,  Sir,  that  is  about  the  Size  of  it.  I  would 
counsel  you  to  send  in  your  resignation,  at  once.  I  think  it  would 
be  a  graceful  and  manly  act  if  you  were  to  send  it  in  by  mail  on  a 
roller. 

Sec.  of  War. — Hang  this  long  bridge  ! — here  goes  to  gallop  the 
rest  of  it ! 

President. — Wo  ho  !    old  horse ! 


LADIES    AND    LEGISLATORS. 

Gay  and  gallant  are  adjectives  truly  applicable  to  our  State  Leg- 
islature at  Albany,  unless  we  have  been  misinformed  with  regard 
to  tte  motives  at  work  there  on  the  late  occasion  of  "  drawing  for 
seats" — a  well-known  preliminary  to  the  business  of  a  new  session. 
Says  a  correspondent  of  one  of  the  dailies  :  "  The  command  of  the 
view  of  the  ladies'  gallery  was  as  usual  the  motive  which  governed 
selections.''  Also  :  "  Mr.  McLeod  got  a  place  next  McMullen, 
but  was  badly  perplexed  because  the  clerk's  stand  hid  the  Speaker 
from  him,  and  the  chandelier  shut  away  the  ladies'  seats."  Also  : 
"Rev.  Mr.  Pyne  found  himself  at  the  Speaker's  extreme  left  in  a 
group  of  old  members,  with  two-thirds  of  the  House  under  his  eye, 
and  a  galaxy  of  ladies  in  the  vista." 

From  the  above  it  appears  that  the  Shafts  aimed  by  the  Beaux 
of  the  Albany  Legislature  are  not  always  intended  to  hit  the 
Speaker's  ear,  and  that,  when  some  orator  seems  intent  only  upon 
catching  that  gentleman's  eye,  he  is  really  doing  a  bit  of  oculo- 
magnetic  telegraph  with  some  fair  occupant  of  the  ladies'  gallery. 
The  importance  of  obtaining  a  seat  in  command  of  that  celestial 
sanctuary  must,  therefore,  be  obvious  to  the  meanest  capacity. 
The  distress  of  those  members  who  failed  in  doinsr  so  is  rending  to 
the  human  heart-strings.  Think  of  poor  Mr.  McLeod,  for  instance, 
debarred  by  the  jealous  chandelier  from  sharing  with  it  the  felicity 
of  lighting  up  the  ladies'  retreat !  The  looking-glass  which  Mr.  Mc 
Leod  has  had  so  ingeniously  adjusted  to  the  crown  of  his  hat  inside  ; 
the  pocket-comb  upon  which  the  nation  so  much  depended  ;  the 
white  cambric  mouchoir,  with  which  signals  equally  effective  in 
love  as  in  war  might,  under  more  favorable  circumstances,  have 
been  communicated — all,  all  are  rendered  vain  and  valueless  by  a 
lottery  over  which  neither  love,  nor  war,  nor  legislature  has  any 
control.     The  sympathy  of  the  public  is  requested  for  Mr.  McLeod. 

Rev.  Pyne,  who  has  got  a  "  galaxy  of  ladies  in  the  vista,''  con- 
templates doing  a  good  ogle  business  this  Session,  and  has  made  a 
contract  with  a  barber  for  having  his  hair  dressed  three  times  a 
day,  accordingly. 


A  Canine  Conundrum. 

Q. — When  ought  a  dog  to  be  a  very  welcome  addition  to 
in  which  the  solemn  element  predominates  ? 
A. — When  his  tail  is  a-Wag  with  tun. 


circk 


"  Why  the   Saxonia  did  not  stop  at  Cowes-" 
To  avoid  frightening  John  Bull's  Calves. 
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SAYS    PRIVATE    MAGUIRE. 


MUST  beg  the  par- 
don of  Private  Ma- 
guire, of  the 

New  York  Reg- 
iment, for  thus 
publicly  putting 
his  sentiments  into 
verse.  The  follow- 
ing lyric  will  as- 
sure him  that  I 
have  not  forgotten 
how  generously  he 
shared  his  scanty 
blanket  with  me, 
one  terrible  night 
i  n  t  h  e  Virginia 
woods,  when  a 
blanket  was  worth 
fifty  dollars  an 
inch. 


«'  Och  !  it  is  nate  to  be  captain  or  colonel, 
Divil  a  bit  would  I  want  to  be  higher, 

But  to  rust  as  a  private  I  think' s  an  infernal 
Predicament  surely,"  says  Private  MaGxtikb, 


"  They  can  go  sparkin'  and  playin'  at  billiards, 
With  money  to  spend  for  their  slightest  desire, 

Loafin',  and  atin',  and  dhrinkin'  at  Willard's 
While. we're  on  on  the  pickets,"  says  Private  Maguire. 

hi. 

'•  Livin'  in  clover,  they  think  it's  a  thrifle 
To  stand  out  all  night  in  the  rain  and  the  mire, 

And  a  rebel  hard  by  with  a  villianous  rifle 
Jist  ready  to  pop  ye,"  says  Private  Maguire. 


"  Faith,  now,  it's  not  that  I'm  afther  complainin'  : 
I'm  spilin'  to  meet  ye,  Jeff  Davis,  Esquire  !_ 

Ye  blag-gard  !— it's  only  I'm  weary  of  thrainin', 
And  thrainin',  and  thrainin',"  says  Private  Maguirf. 


"  0  Lord,  for  a  row  '.—but,  Maguire,  be  aisy, 
Keep  yourself  sweet  for  the  inemy's  fire, 

McClellan's  the  saplin'  that  shortly  will  plaze  ye, 
Be  the  holy  St.  Pathrick  !"  says  Private  Maguire. 


«'  And,  lad,  if  ye're  hit,  (0,  bedad,  that  infernal 
Jimmy  O'Dowd  would  make  up  to  Maria  !) 

Whether  ye're  captain  or  major  or  colonel 

Ye'll  die  with  the  best,  then  !"  says  Private  Maguire. 

T.  B.  Aldricii. 


PRYOR    REDIVIVTJS. 


Ever  since  the  disgusting  after-dinner  exhibition  of  drivelling 
flunkeyism  made  bv  Captain  Williams  of  H.  B.  M.  Eoyal  Navy, 
before  the  Yacht-Club  fellows  who  amused  themselves  with  him 
anent  the  Trent  affair,  we  have  been  waiting  with  some  impatience 
to  sr-e  which  of  our  daily  papers  would  build  up  and  perfect  the 
foundation  laid  by  that  superannuated  mariner.  _ 

It  was  too  good  a  hit  to  lose  ;  and,  knowing  the  predilections  of 
journalistic  jackals,  we  felt  sure  that  some  one  must  clutch  the 
bait  so  temptingly  held  forth. 

It  remained  for  the  Tribune. 

The  chivalrous  and  tender  are  favorite  subjects  of  ridicule  and 
ribaldry  with  that  journal.  The  advocacy  of  a  slave-insurrection 
proves  how  willing  it  is  to  use  the  meanest  and  filthiest  of  weapons, 
long  discarded  by  all  generous  foes.  Can  it  be  esteemed  wonderful, 
then,  that  the  accidental  introduction  of  a  woman  ...  a  young 
girl  .  .  upon  the  stage  of  the  Trent  drama,  could  escape  the  car- 
rion-loving philosophers  of  Printing-House  Square  ?  Hardly  ;  and 


in  the  daily  issue  of  Jan.  3rd.,  they  gloat,  and  leer,  and  glower 
with  undisguised  joy,  over  the  misfortunes  and  folly  of  Miss 
Sudell.  What  Williams,  drunk  with  wine  and  flattery,  began, 
the  Tribune  finishes. 

This  is  "  visiting  the  sins  of  the  father  upon  the  child,"  with  a 
vengeance.  It  has  been  proven  that,  in  the  technicality  of  Inter- 
national Law,  we  have  no  right  to  interfere  with  Slidell,  vere  ;  so 
the  virtuous  and  philanthropic  Tribune  .  .  .  organ  of  the  Rights  of 
Woman  and  Greeley  .  .  .  makes  it  square  by  assaulting  his  young 
daughter.  It  is  funny  over  her  "  agony,"  and  mirthfully  hiccups 
nhout  her  "  hysterics."  It  fancifully  arraigns  her  for  assault  and 
battery,  and  fines  her  five  shillings  at  the  Tombs.  It  delicately 
supposes  her  to  have  been  training  by  "  hard  practice  upon  Dinah, 
and  Topsey,  and  Phyllis  ;"  paints  her  with  her  "  little  hands  cover- 
ing well  her  mug  and  peepers,"  and  is  very  witty,  very  brilliant, 
very  shameless  and  very  dastardly  throughout  the  whole  article. 

It  was  the  gallant  fire-eating  and  whiskey-devouring  brave  of 
Virginia,  Roger  A.  Pryor,  who  distinguished  himself  for  black- 
guardism among  a  Congress  of  blackguards  two  years  ago,  by 
exactly  the  same  line  of  business.  Now  that  Pryor  shivers  over 
the  smouldering  camp-fire  of  rebellion,  and  his  high-toned  ribaldry 
can  no  longer  delectate  the  North,  the  Trioune  joyfully  volunteers 
to  fill  his  place.  Pryor,  when  he  wished  to  show  his  antagonism 
to  the  principles  of  the  Herald,  attacked  and  calumniated,  in 
public,  the  estimable  lady  of  its  proprietor.  The  Tribune,  wishing 
to  show  its  hatred  of  the  rebellious  schemes  in  which  Slidell  is 
interested,  serves  up  that  person's  daughter  as  a  dainty  editorial 
tid-bit,  and  unveils  her  to  a  grinning  public  with  the  vulgar  slang 
of  the  police-court,  the  prize-ring,  and  the  grog-shop,  as  a  running 
commentary. 

This  War  must  be  fought  by  two  Powers ;  the  Army,  and  the 
Press.  So  far,  the  Army  has  shown  wisdom,  moderation,  and 
decency  .  .'.  even  delicacy .  .  .  The  Press,  and  we  as  journalists 
blush  to  say  it  .  .  .  has  been  the  first  to  indulge  in  extreme 
measures ;  in  intemperate  anger;  in  meanness  and  cowardica. 
The  Tribune  is  at  the  head  of  the  Billingsgate  horde  at  present, 
and  if  the  example  is  to  be  followed,  we  shall  expect  a  resurrection 
of  the  "  Daily  Hand,"  the  "  Broadtvay  Belle,'"  "  Life  in  Boston''  and 
the  "  Day-Book. 'n    Heaven  forbid  ! 

— . .9. 

END-MAN    BRADY. 

Next  to  a  hippopotamus  in  good  spirits,  there  is  nothing  more 
ludicrous  than  a  funny  Alderman  ;  or,  speaking  more  to  the  pur- 
pose, than  an  Alderman  who  fancies  himself  to  be  funny.  They 
liave  got  such  an  Alderman  in  the  Corporation  of  this  City  ;  and  if 
the  Board  of  Aldermen  were  a  segment  of  negro  minstrels,  as  it 
might  be  without  in  any  way  detracting  from  its  success  as  a  pleas- 
ant exhibition,  we  should  suppose  that  Mr.  Brady,  the  Alderman  in 
question,  would  be  one  of  its  most  popular  "  end  men."  At  a 
meeting  of  the  Board  a  week  since,  Alderman  Brady,  who  very 
properly  objects  to  all  the  rest  of  the  Board  and  everything  sug- 
gested by  any  other  member  of  it,  had  his  little  kick  at  the  Press, 
which  did  not  knock  it  over,  however,  nor  break  any  of  the 
crockery,  because  it  was  a  very  little  kick.  He  only  said,  "  I  don't 
ask  any  favors  of  the  Press.  They  don't  any  of  them  like  me." 
This  was  ungracious  of  Brady,  seeing  that  We  think  a  sight  of 
him,  and  are  likely  to  patronize  him  greatly  whenever  we  want  a 
good  article  of  torn-foolery.  We  say  "  tom-foolery,"  without  the 
last  reserve,  and  here  is  a  specimen  of  it  as  delivered  by  End-man 
[>bady,  of  the  Board  of  Municipal  Minstrels.  Opposing  a  motion 
for  printing  certain  bills  of  the  State  Legislature,  he  said  that  he 
not  only  "  knew  the  Legislature  could  be  bought,  but  that  he  had 
been  up  to  Albany,  himself,  last  year,  and  bought  it  up."  To  a 
question  as  to  how  much  it  cost  him  to  do  it,  End-man  Brady 
replied  :  "  Well,  sir,  I  took  up  $0,000,  and  slept  on  it  between  two 
beds  at  the  Delavan  House.  I  had  to  come  down  to  get  $2,000 
more."  The  riddle  contained  in  these  words  is  quite  in  accordance 
with  the  character  of  the  "  end-man."  But  our  solution  of  it  may 
not  be  altogether  agreeable  to  End-man  Brady,  viz.,  that  his  ex- 
pression "between  two  beds"  contains  a  presentiment  of  the 
"  tight  place"  in  which  he  will  probably  find  himself  between  the 
Senate  and  Assembly,  when  he  goes  up  before  them  on  a  question 
<>f  privilege. 

One  of  the  funniest  sallies  of  End-man  Brady's  wit  lies  in  the 
idea  propounded  by  him  that  the  State  Legislature  could  be 
bought  up  for  the  paltry  sum  of  eight  thousand  dollars. 


Contradictory,  but  Consolatory. 

The  Navy  Department  expects  the  Mississippi  Expedition  to  suo- 
eed,  because  it  has  put  its  Foote  in  it. 


Motto  for  the  Stone  Fleet. 


Vivat  Wrecks ! 
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Bag-picker 
South,  next 
Richmond  ! " 


INTERESTING    TO    SOUTHERN     SWELLS. 
i   (responsive.) — "Throw  them   away,  eh? — '   guess  not:    I'm  a-goin' 

WEEK,      AND   SICH     BOOTS     AS    THEM'LL   FETCH   TWENTY   DOLLARS    A      PAIR    IN 


Successiul  Ocular  Operation. 
Vanity  Fair. 

Sir. — The  following  advertisement,  ad- 
dressed by  an  eminent  oculist  of  New  York 
to  the  public  eye,  has  just  caught  mine  ; 

CROSS-EYE, 


JN   ITS   WORST   STAGES, 


CURED  IN  ONE  MINUTE. 

I  can  beat  that.  My  wife  sometimes  bends 
a  terrible  Cross  Eye  upon  me,  when  I  bring 
in  a  friend  who  smokes,  and  so  forth.  She 
put  a  Cross  Eye  in  its  Worst  Stage  upon  me, 
yesterday  morning,  because  I  wiped  my  pen 
upon  the  table-cloth,  in  a  moment  of  abstrac- 
tion ;  but  you  should  have  seen  the  Calcium 
smile  that  lit  up  her  face  in  a  moment  when 
I  told  her  that  I  was  going  to  order  up  that 
sweet  little  bonnet  with  cherry-colored  trim- 
mings from  Madame  Flambeau's.  I  think 
the  whole  operation,  which  was  perfectly 
successful,  extended  over  less  than  half  a 
minute. 

A  Happy  Husband. 


A  Sartorial  Senator- 

Under  the  head  "  Proceedings  of  Con- 
gress," we  find  the  following  statement  of  a 
great  fact : 

"Mr.  Wilson  introduced  a  bill  to  amend  certain 
articles  of  war." 

If  the  "articles  of  war"  referred  to  are 
the  tattered  coats,  boots  and  pantaloons  of 
our  unfortunate  prisoners  of  war  at  Rich- 
mond, it  was  about  time  that  some  provision 
should  be  made  for  their  repair,  and  we  are 
glad  to  hope  that  Mr.  Wilson  has  done  that, 
as  well  as  that  he  is  not  an  Army  Contrac- 
tor. 


DEATH-SONG    OF    A    GOVERNMENT    HORSE. 
(Vide  Speech  of  Hon.  Mr.  Dawes,  of  Mass.,  on  Contract  Frauds.) 

I'm  one  among  thousands — a  skeleton  herd 

Of  quadrupeds  ring-boned,  glandered  and  blind, 

Bought  up  by  rogues  and  to  rogues  transferred, 
Whose  mutual  pocket  the  fraud  has  lined. 

Yes,  spavined,  wind-galled  and  lame  at  the  knee, 

Twelve  golden  Eagles  were  paid  for  me. 

A  fourth  of  the  sum,  where  good  faith  is  law, 
Would  purchase  a  likelier  beast  than  I  ; 

A  Government-Draft-horse  that  cannot  draw 
Transfixed  by  the  shaft  of  death  I  lie. 

But  though  crow's-meat  soon  my  old  carcase  will  be, 

Twelve  golden  Eagles  were  paid  for  me. 

They  drag  us  miles  from  the  town  away 
Here  to  starve  in  the  grim  "  old  fields," 

Horse-flesh  dinners  for  Blanche  and  Tray, 
Daily  this  horse  Gehenna  yields. 

Surely  Satan's  own  must  the  agents  be, 

Who  take  twelve  Eagles  for  such  as  me. 

The  Empire  State  and  the  Keystone  too, 

The  thieves  have  ransacked  for  "  screws"  alone, 

High  blood  was  nought  to  the  plundering  crew 
They  all  went  in  for  the  high  in  bone. 

Ten  golden  Eagles  they  smouched  you  see, 

Of  the  twelve  that  the  nation  paid  for  me. 

Equine  brethren  around  me  tied 

I  see  ahead,  through  Death's  gathering  gloom, 
A  day  of  vengeance  when  far  and  wide 

The  horse-marauders  shall  meet  their  doom, 
Roped,  perchance,  like  us,  to  a  tree — 
Say  in  Eighteen  Hundred  and  Sixty-three. 


DAVIS'S    DREAM. 
Air: — "I  dreamt — 'twas  but  a  dream — thou  wcrt  my  bride,  love. 

I  dreamt — 'twas  but  a  dream — they'd  answered  coolly  ; 
I  dreamt  that  England  then  had  played  the  bully 
Intercourse  had  ceased  'tween  mother  and  daughter, 
While  British  ships  came  sailing  o'er  the  water  : 
Merrily,  merrily,  merrily  it  fell, 
That  first  persuasive  ten-inch  shell. 

That  vision  passed  away  ;  alas !  it  left  me 
To  mourn  the  hopes  its  falsehood  had  bereft  me. 
No  more  I  grasp  the  British  hand, — 
No  more  in  dreams  I  seem  to  stand 

Where  soft,  sweet,  and  low  it  fell, 

The  echo  of  that  ten-inch  shell. 

Now,  when  I'm  feeling  poor  and  deuced  lonely, 
With  coming  foes,  and  this  strict  blockade  only, 
In  vain,  ihough  all  my  sails  I  bend, 
One  cotton- bale  I  try  to  send  : 

Ah  !  sad,  sad,  and  changed  they  seem — 

The  echoes  of  that  fairy  dream  ! 


A  Singular  Oversight- 


In  a  description  of  a  fight  lately  decided  between  two  English 
pugilists,  Travebs  andBos  Tyler,  the  boxing  editor  of  Bell's  Life 
in  London  misses  his  guard  and  a  pun.  He  states  that,  at  the 
close  of  the  last  round,"  Bos  sank  down  in  his  corner,"  and  he 
actually  neglects  to  quote  the  well-known-words  of  the  Man- 
tuan    bard,    "  procumbit  humi  Bos  !" 


Good  for  Yachtsmen  to  Know. 

A  London  boat-builder  informs  us  that  Helm  is  the  best  wood 
for  rudders. 
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COMPLIMENTARY    TO    MESSRS.    MASON    AND     SLIDELL. 

Napoleon.— ••'  Ah  !  my  good  friend,  vat  is  ze  matter — you  seem  in  pain  ?" 
John  Bull. — "  I'm  troubled  with  a  couple  of  felons  and  don't  know  how  to  treat  them — ugh  !  ugh  !" 
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KANTANQUEKO  DE  BOOM-JING-JING ; 

— OR — 

THE  WRATH   OF    THE  REBEL    RIVAL. 

A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  WAR. 


By  McArone. 


CHAPTER    VIII. 

In  our  last  chapter,  we  left  the  young  lieutenant  in  the  act  of 
making  an  important  announcement  to  Glorianna.  We  would 
have  finished  the  lieutenant's  remark,  in  that  chapter,  but  were 
interrupted  by  an  invitation  to  "  go  out  and  take  something-'5 
Before  we  returned,  the  printers  had  somehow  got  hold  of  the  MS., 
and  it  was  too  late  to  add  anything  further.  With  this  explana- 
tion, let  us  go  on. 

"  Madame !"  cried  the  lieutenant,  "  your  .  .  .  your  husband  !" 

"  What  of  him  ?  .  .  .  speak  !  .  .  .  implored  Glorianna. 

"He  is  dead  .  .  .  drunk,  and  won't  come  home." 

"  Is  thai  all  ?  Go,"  she  replied,  firmly  ;  "  go  and  get  a  p'leece- 
man  to  fetch  him." 

Don  Rantanquero  was  soon  brought  home  by  an  officer  of  the 
Fifteenth  Precinct.  He  had  his  hat  smashed,  and  was  singing  "  We 
won't  go  home  till  morning." 

Intemperance  is  the  foible  of  Genius.  No  one  knows  that, 
better  than  the  writer,  unless  it  may  be  O'Titian,  the  artist  who 
has  so  well  illustrated  this  work.  As  he  is  a  fighting  man,  how, 
ever,  further  particulars  are  obviously  unnecessary,  if  not  hazard- 
ous. 

On  the  following  morning,  Don  Rantanquero  arose  with  the 
lark  and  the  headache.  He  struck  a  bell  of  ivory  inlaid  with 
pearl,  and  a  Mameluke  slave  appeared 

"  Go,  minion,"  said  the  Don, "  to  the  nearest  drug-store,  and  get  me 
some  Congress-water  .  .  .  stay,  tell  the  man  to  fix  me  some  Calisaya, 
the  way  the  old  gentleman  on  the  corner  of  Fourth  and  Broad- 
way used  to  make  it  for  me.  Then  put  a  tablespoonful  of  it 
in  a  goblet  of  Congress,*-  and  I  shall  be  right  as  ninepence  !" 

The  slave  obeyed  the  mandate  ;  and  the  Don  dressed  for  break- 
fast. 

"  Black  these  boots,"  said  he  to  the  slave. 

"  Please,  Marsa,  der  ain't  no  blackiu'  in  Mobile,  replied  the 
Mameluke  ;  "  dey  done  bein'  sent  it  all  down  to  Huntsville." 

"  I'll  go  to  Huntsville  and  get  some,  then,  after  breakfast,"  said 
the  Don,  moodily. 

So,  when  the  meal  was  over,  he  kissed  Glorianna,  buckled  on 
his  pontoons  and  culverin,  and  gave  the  order  for  an  advance  of 
his  entire  army  to  Huntsville,  leaving  only  a  brigade  of  Vivandieres 
to  hold  the  city.     The  order  of  advance  was  as  follows  : 

Detailed  corps  of  Policemen. 

Brass  Band. 

Invited  Guests. 

Artists  of  the  Illustrated  Papers. 

Brass  Band. 

Regiment  of  Faro-dealers. 

Baggage- wagons. 

Brigade  of  Light  Quadroons. 

Brass  Band. 

Civil  Engineers. 

Uncivil  Engineers. 

Don  Rantakquero. 

Brass  Band. 

Division  of  Artillery. 

Mountain  Infantry. 

Foot  Dragoons. 

Horse  Marines. 

Brass  Band. 

Forty  Engines. 

Sappers  and  Miners. 

Board  of  Aldermen. 

Pioneers. 

Soldiers,  sailors,  pirates,  priests,  apple-women,  etc. 

As  this  splendid  force  approached  Huntsville  in  battle  array,  with 
colors  beating  and  drums  flying,  they  drove  the  enemy's  pickets 
into  the  ground,  and  encamped  before  the  principal  gate  of  the 
city. 

Some  of  the  commanders  were  in  favor  of  storming  at  once,  but 
Don  Rantanquero  was  wiser.  He  knew  that  so  long  as  there  were 
people  in  that  town,  it  would  be  dangerous  to  shoot  that  way. 
Serious  casualties  have  been  known  to  occur  from  similar  causes. 


He  therefore  concluded  to  get  everybody  outside  the  walls  before 
he  brought  his  batteries  to  bear. 

To  this  end,  he  had  a  grand  mammoth  pavilion  erected  near  the 
camp,  and  posted  bills  thereabout,  announcing  the  arrival  of  the 
great  consolidated  Union  Circus,  with  five  Shakesperian  jesters. 
Performances  to  commence  at  early  candle-light.  Admittance 
twenty-five  cents.     Children  under  twelve,  Half  Price. 


The  people  gathered,  en  masse,  whatever  that  is,  to  witness  the 
splendid  feats  of  the  amphitheatre.  Col.  Nixon,  who  was  travel- 
ing with  the  army,  kindly  consented  to  act  as  manager,  but  the 
Don  had  great  difficulty  in  persuading  him  out  of  his  pet  .  .  .  that 
of  having  a  grand  opera,  with  the  performers  on  horseback.  Joe 
Pentland,  who  was  traveling  as  Nixon's  valet,  also  volunteered 
his  services,  and  it  is  stated  that  he  actually  had  a  new  joke  to  get 
off.  This  is,  however,  not  entirely  authentic,  and  does  not  sound 
likely. 

Toward  the  close  of  the  performance,  when  Zoyara  was  exhibit- 
ing her  trained  mare,  Zaidee,  to  the  great  terror,  as  usual,  of  jolly 
eld  John  Cook,  in  the  orchestra,  the  lieutenant  of  Quadroons 
appeared  in  a  proscenium -box,  and  attracted  the  attention  of  the 
audience  by  blowing  a  police- whistle. 

"  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,"  he  then  said  ;  "  I  have  an  important 
announcement  to  make.  [Cheers.]  Huntsville  has  been  captured 
without  a  blow.  [Applause]  While  you  were  all  here,  enjoying 
this  beautiful  spectacle,  the  Union  forces  have  quietly  taken  pos- 
session of  the  town,  and  my  superior,  General-Colonel-Adjutant- 
Major-Captain-Lieutenant-Sergeant  de  Boomjing-jing  is  now  await- 
ing you,  with  General  Prince  Baron  Witgislaus  von  KowHiNGEN,at 
a  cold  collation,  spread  in  the  East  room  of  the  Huntsville  House 
of  Peers."     [Overwhelming  applause.] 

The  people  then  left  the  pavilion,  and  took  the  oath  of  allegi- 
ance as  they  passed  out.  They  were  all  sound  for  the  Union.  It 
is  a  great  mistake  to  imagine  that  the  South  desires  secession,  or 
that  the  disunion  sentiment  is  popular  there.  The  inhabitants  of 
Huntsville  were  enthusiastic  in  their  welcome  of  the  army,  and 
instantly  elected  Don  Rantanquero  Mayor  of  the  city.  He  was  the 
most  highly  respect  d  public  officer  they  had  ever  lived  under,  and 
though  he  would  hook  things,  at  times,  was  beloved  by  all. 

But  the  best  of  men  have  enemies  .  .  . 

Peter  still  lived. 

This  young  man,  who  merits  every  well-bred  reader's  contempt, 
actively  opposed  the  election  of  the  Don,  and  did  his  best  to  stuff 
the  ballot-boxes  so  as  to  defeat  him.  Failing  in  this,  he  rallied  a 
few  brigandf  from  the  Alleghany  mountains  around  him,  and 
sought  to  get  up  an  insurrection.  They  set  fire  to  the  city  in  several 
places,  mobbed  the  Mayoral  mansion,  and  played  the  mischief  gen- 
erally.   The  Don,  thinking  they  merely  intended  to  serenade  him, 
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"The  Guide  is  left." — (See  Hardee's  Tactics.) 


came  nut  on  the  piazza  to  make  a  neat  and  appropriate  speech, 
when  he  was  seized  by  the  ruffians. 

"  A  la  lantcrne  /''  was  the  cry. 

"I've  got  you,  now/'  said  Peter,  grimly,  "  and  blow  me  if  I 
don't  stretch  your  neck  two  hours  !" 

"  Two  hours  on  the  stretch  ?''  said  the  Dun,  smiling  ;  "  well,  do 
thy  worst,  fiend  in  humau  form  !   I  defy  thee  !'* 

They  placed  a  noose  about  the  stalwart  neck  of  RantanquBro, 
and  dragging  him  to  the  lamp-post  forced  him  to  stand  on  a  barrel. 
Then,  making  fast  the  other  end  of  the  rope  to  the  cross-piece 
above,  they  kicked  away  the  barrel  .  .  . 

Down  came  the  Don  witb  his  whole  weight. 

*  Copyright  secured. 

(To  be  Continued. ) 


CHEERFUL    TIMES    DOWN    SOUTH. 

It  may  do  some  folks  good  who  complain  of  the  sudden  increase 
in  the  prices  of  all  kinds  of  g  tods,  to  read  and  reflect  upon  the  fol- 
lowing statement  of  marketable  values  throughout  the  South. 
It  is  refreshing  to  know  that  our  enemies  are  so  hard  put  as 
will  appear  from  this. 

In  Richmond  a  pair  of  pegged  boots  costs  $438  50  ;  a  cigar 
$87.10  ;  a  common  cap  $1800  ;  a  necktie  (Beaufort)  $2300,47  ;  a 
box  of  matches  $200  00  ;  a  glass  %f  whiskey  $52.00  (retail)..  We 
have  heard  instances  like  the  following  :  a  dying  soldier  (confed- 
erate) is  always  charged  the  sum  of  thirteen  dollars  for  a  glass  of 
water  ;  and  all  such  are  denied  the  use  of  Jew's  harps  or  accor- 
dions. Barber's  refuse  to  shave  their  customers  unless  prepayment 
of  $143.00,  be  made. 

A  paper  of  pins  often  brings  half  a  million  of  dollars,  and  black- 
ing is  quoted  at  $863,000,  for  a  small  box. 

Soap  —soft — is  scarce  at  one  million  dollars  a  barrel ;  newspapers 
are  printed  on  second  hand  oil-cloth,  costing  several  millions  of 
dollars  a  square  foot.  Gen.  Beauregard's  ordinary  breakfast — a 
baked  potato,  skimmed  milk,  corn-dodgers  and  forks,  is  said  to 
cost  actually  two  billion  dollars  daily — a  frightful  extravagance  on 
the  part  of  the  commander-in-chief,  although  trifling  compared  with 
that  of  Vice  President  Stephfns,  who  has  become  a  perfect  glutton 
owing  to  the  absence  of  tonic  bitters  which  he  was  accustomed 
to  use  freely.  Taxes  are  levied  on  a  man's  winks  and  sneezes, 
and  cross-eyed  people  have  to  take  out  licenses. 


The  same  old  Song. 


The  Tenor  of  all  dispatches  on  the  subject  of  an  "  onward  move- 
ment.'' 


THE  EXACT  WHEREABOUTS  OF  THE  SUMTER. 

Captain  Reeveblock  of  the  bark  Wollipog,  which  arrived  off  the 
shot-tower  on  the  East  River  Thursday  last,  reports  that  on  the 
20th  January,  lat.  107.  long.  2,  off  the  coast  of  Africa,  he  was  run 
into  by  a  large,  black  steamer,  with  three  mauve  stove-pipes  and 
one  side-wheel  astern.  There  can  be  no  doubt  whatever  as  to  the 
identity  of  this  steamer  with  the  piratical  craft  Sumter,  which  is 
known  to  be  rigged  with  three  stove  mauve-pipes  and  a  side-wheel 
as  above  described. 

Our  chief  reporter  has  just  had  an  interview  with  Captain  Jelly- 
fish of  the  brigantine  Naughtylass,  who  states  that  as  he  came  slap 
down  through  the  Cattegat  or  Scaggerac  Sea,  on  the  20th  of  Jan- 
uary, lat.  $2  50,  long.  $00  10  he  observed  a  sail  upon  the  horizon, 
which  he  is  confident  must  have  been  the  Confederate  privateer 
Sumter.  One  of  the  orew  of  the  Naughtylass,  who  is  subject  to 
epilepsy,  and  in  whom  Captain  Jellyfish  has  every  confidence, 
stated  at  the  time  that  be  knew  the  sail  on  the  horizon  ever  since 
he  was  a  boy,  and  that  it  was  the  Sumter. 

By  telegraph  from  St.  John,  N.  F.  we  have  advices  from  Davis's 
Straits  to  the  20th  of  January.  The  whaler  Bill  Blubberly,  Phinny 
master,  reports  that  she  saw  a  large  black  steamer  fast  in  the  ice 
about  32°  south  of  the  Northern  Lights,  on  the  evening  of  the  day 
above  mentioned.  It  was  snowing  at  the  time,  and  on  hailing  the 
strange  steamer,  the  Bill  Blubberly  learned  that  she  was  the  priva- 
teer Sumter  bound  north,  and  that  she  knew  her  own  business. 
This  information  was  accompanied  by  a  recommendation  to  the 
Bill  Blubberly  to  make  all  sail  without  delay  for  a  very  much 
warmer  latitude,  indeed,  and  to  report  upon  arrival,  that  the  Sum- 
ter had  "  sent  her  thither." 

We  are  gratified  at  being  thus  enabled  to  furnish  our  readers 
with  the  above  very  cheerful  information  respecting  the  "  exact 
whereabouts  of  the  Sumter." 


Horrible  Goings  On  in  England. 

We  learn  from  the  very  latest  Punch  received,  that  "  there  is  a 
looseness  in  a  government  office  in  England  "  Now  we  don't  pre- 
tend to  know  anything  about  the  "government  offices;"  but  our 
candid  and  charitable  opinion  is,  thar.  during  the  late  American 
difficulties,  some  of  the  government  officers  must  have  been  any- 
thing but  loose;  and,  in  fact,  extremely  "  tight ;"  and  if  Bully 
Punch  himself  isn't  as  drunk  as  a  lord — we  mean,  of  course,  a 
Rritish  lord — when  he  writes  his  cryptographical  jokes  on  American 
affairs,  all  we  have  to  say  is,  that  his  sobriety  is  greatly  to  his  dis- 
credit, and  the  sooner  he  muddles  himself  upon  the  best  British 
brandy  the  better  will  be  the  chance  of  his  return  to  reason  and  to 
gentlemanly  civility  ;  both  of  which  we  believe  he  had  in  the  days 
of  Dougla.3  Jerrold,  but  neither  of  which  he  now  exhibits  in  the 
faintebt  degree. 
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HORSE,    FOOT,    AND    ARTILLERY. 

CCEDING  to  what  will 
hardly  be  called  prejudice  by 
men  accustomed  to  consider 
the  subject  of  warfare  earnest- 
ly, we  no  longer  hesitate  to 
declare  our  conviction  that  the 
sharp-shooters  of  the  Federal 
Army  ought  to  be  provided 
with  guns.  As  long  ago  as 
the  time  of  Cornucopius,  it 
was  calculated  by  that  labo- 
rious actuary  that  one  small 
boy  with  a  brace  of  brass- 
mounted  flint-lock  horse- 
pistols  was  a  full  match  for 
two  good-sized  Tyrolese  sharp- 
shooters without  rifles.  Vir- 
gil, who  knew  what  he  was 
talking  about  as  well  as  most 
men,  put  the  weapon  before 
the  man.  Arma  virumqut  cano, 
says  he — "I  celebrate  the 
Arms  and  the  man."  Are 
our  military  authorities  per- 
sons whose  education  was 
brought  to  a  full  stop  at  a 
period  antecedent  to  the  dates 
of  ViKGiii  and  of  Cornuco- 
pius  ?  It  really  looks  as  if  they  were  cast  in  the  mould  of  a  very 
remote  antiquity,  like  those  little  earthen  images  pilfered  by 
sharp  speculators  in  Yankee  notions  from  the  graves  of  the 
departed  Chiriquis.  Hardly  ever  have  we  taken  up  a  daily  paper, 
of  late,  without  finding  in  the  Washington  correspondence  an 
account  of  a  visit  to  the  camp  of  the  Berdan  Rifles,  the  visitor 
invariably  winding  up  with  a  regret  that  so  fine  a  body  of  men 
had  no  Rifles  among  them.  Sometimes  they  are  called  the  Berdan 
Sharp-shooters,  although  not  one  out  of  the  1500  has  got  a  Sharpe 
to  shoot  with.  Under  the  administration  of  the  late  Secretary 
of  War,  they  were  promised  a  supply  of  Sharpe's  rifles,  and  it 
is  just  possible  that  they  have  got  them  by  this  time,  or  that  the 
new  S.  of  W.  will  let  them  have  some  such  weapons  before  they 
have  grown  gray  in  the  service  of  their  country.  If  Sharpe's 
rifles  are  not  to  be  had,  surely  there  are  plenty  of  as  good  or 
better  patterns  in  the  market  ;  and  we  think  we  may  assume  that 
General  McClellan,  who  knows  a  Sight  more  about  rifles  than  the 
authorities  in  the  War  Department,  will  order  the  latter  to  hurry- 
up  with  suitable  weapons  for  the  Berdan  Rifles,  Sharpe  or  other- 
wise, and  look  Sharp  about  it. 

Complaints  are  daily  made  as  to  the  difficulty  of  obtaining  re- 
cruits in  this  City  for  the  regular  army.  For  this  many  causes 
have  been  assigned,  such  as  incapacity  of  recruiting-officers  to  sing 
a  good  song  and  make  themselves  socially  agreeable  with  a  view 
of  inducing  convivial  young  men  to  follow  the  drum.  This,  if 
true,  argues  a  terrible  state  of  things  in  the  War  Department ;  and 
we  trust  that  the  new  Secretary  will  see  that  no  person  shall  hence- 
forth be  detailed  as  a  recruiting-officer  without  first  undergoing  an 
examination  before  a  Convivial  Board,  with  regard  to  his  capability 
of  contributing  to  the  harmony  of  an  evtning. 

It  is  the  opinion  of  an  eminent  man  of  taste  lately  arrived  in 
this  city  from  Patchogue,  L.  I.,  that  the  difficulty  in  obtaining  re- 
cruits is  entirely  owing  to  the  frightful  hat  under  which  the  soldiers 
of  the  regular  army  are  condemned  to  serve  their  country— a  hint 
entitled  to  the  consideration  of  the  Secretary  of  War. 


OUR    BOOK    REVIEW. 

Tom    Tiddler's    Ground  :      A    Christmas   Budget.    By  Charles 

Dickens  and  others.     New  York  :  Carleton. 

A  round  game  of  "  story,"  played  by  a  number  of  eccentric 
characters  who  appear  to  have  served  their  time  to  the  business  of 
pointing  morals  and  adorning  tales.  "  Tom  Tiddler's  Ground''  is 
as  good  a  coiner- lot  for  twenty-five  cents  as  we  have  lately  seen 
offered  to  speculators. 
Hymns  fob  Mothers  and  Children.     Boston  :  Walker,  Wise,  and 

Company. 

Just  the  kind  of  reading  we  delight  in.     It  would  be  mauvaia  gout 
to  say  that  we   were  attracted  more  by  the  beautiful  mauve  bind- 
ing of  that  book  than  by  its  contents. 
Florence  Efwin's  Three  Homes  :  A  Tale  of   North  and  South. 

Boston  :  Crosby  and  Nichols. 

The  floor  of  our  library  fell  in  and  buried  us  in  its  ruins  just  as 
we  commenced  reading  this  beautiful  red  book.  All  we  can  say 
about  it,  therefore,  is  that  it  opens  well. 


THE    NATION    SPEAKETH. 


Ho  !  ye  who  hold  the  master-key  to  all  our  garnered  wealth — 
Ye  chosen  ones  with  whom  we  trust  the  great  Republic's  health- 
Why  strike  ye  not  the  magic  chord  whose  harmonizing  sound 
Shall  burst  in  music  forth  where'er  her  patriot  sons  are  found. 


Fear  ye  our  "  love  of  country"  wanes — fear  ye  our  hearts  are  cold  ? 
We  gave  ye  up  our  richest  blood — and  shall  we  grudge  our  gold  ? 
Deem  ye  we  sent  our  soldiers  forth  to  battle  with  disease, 
To  starve,  or  beg  from  traitor  hands  subsistence  on  their  knees  ? 


No  !  God  forbid  ! — we  sent  them  forth,  to  fight  a  holy  fight, 
And  hold  ourselves  responsible  to  make  their  labors  light. 
And  though  we  coin  our  lives  away,  each  crimson  drop  shall  live 
To  show  how  in  her  time  of  need  the  Nation's  sons  could  give. 


But  ye  who  tremble  at  the  gates,  yet  fear  to  enter  in  : 
Who  know  the  deed  must  soon  be  done,  and  dare  not  to  begin  : 
Who  fear  to  touch  our  pockets,  while  ye  teal  our  very  souls, 
Hear  ye  the  cry  of  wrath  that  swells,  and  up  to  Heaven  rolls  ? 


Oh  !  faithless  stewards  tremble  when  that  wrath  shall  reach  its 

height, 
And  burst  upon  your  coward  heads,  like  lightning  in  the  night  ; 
When  horror  and  disaster  shall  be  the  bitter  end, 
And  rain  prove  the  goal  to  which  your  craven  counsels  tend. 


A  nation  is  a  fearful  thing  when  roused  to  bitter  wrath, 
And  woe  befalleth  every  one  who  dares  to  cross  its  path  ; 
Then  be  ye  faithful  to  your  trust,  and  brave  when  ye  are  right, 
And  show  the  envious  despot  world,  that  Liberty  is  might ! 


Demand  us  all  ! — we  will  not  shrink,  but  give  while  aught  re- 
mains, 

And  shame  to  every  shameless  one  whose  recreant  soul  complains  ; 

Demand  us  all  ! — wealth,  strength,  friends,  life — fear  not  we  shall 
refuse, 

Demand  us  all ! — but  oh  !  beware  how  ye  the  offering  use  ! 


From  Governors  Island- 


A  slight  shock  of  earthquake  was  reported  as  having  been  expe- 
rienced at  Castle  William  and  the  other  buildings  on  the  Island, 
last  Tuesday  night.  On  investigation,  however,  the  tremulous 
motion  was  found  to  proceed  from  the  shivering  condition  in 
which  one  half  of  the  Twenty-eighth  Massachusetts  Regiment  was 
left  for  the  greater  part  of  the  night,  while  the  other  half  was 
getting  warmed  at  the  stove  up-stairs. 

Governor  Andrew,  from  Boston,  arrived  in  this  city  a  few  days 
ago,  for  the  purpose  of  inquiring  into,  and  if  possible  alleviating 
the  condition  of  the  above-mentioned  Regiment.  It  is  the  opinion 
of  Governor  Andrew  that  there  ought  to  be  two  stoves  on  Gover- 
nor's Island  for  the  comfort  of  soldiers  quartered  there  It  would 
be  economical,  in  the  long  run,  to  have  two  stoves  there,  as  the 
walls  of  the  buildings,  notwithstanding  their  thickness,  are  already 
beginning  to  show  signs  of  dilapidation  from  the  constant  shaking 
communicated  to  them  by  the  cold  Massachusetts  men.  Governor 
Andrew  thinks  that  the  main  building  on  the  Island  is  not  by  any 
means  adapted  as  quarters  for  troops,  but  that,  if  cleaned  out  a 
little,  it  might  answer  very  well  as  a  great  Central  Refrigerator 
for  the  storage  of  such  Government  supplies  as  are  liable  to  be 
damaged  by  exposure  to  warmth. 


Merely  a  Suggestion- 
.  A  petition  has  been  sent  in  to  the  Secretary  of  War  by  many 
inhabitants  of  the  New  England  coasts,  praying  that  fish  be  sup- 
plied to  the  army  as  a  regular  article  of  ration.  As  there  appears 
to  be  a  scarcity  of  arms  in  some  directions,  we  thiuk  that  a  supply 
of  Pikes  might  be  advantageous  to  the  service. 


A  Hard  Nutt  for  General    Tom  Thumb  to  crack. 

The  little  "Commodore,"   who  is  so  disobliging  as  to  measure 
about  a  foot  shorter  than  the  "  General. :' 
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THE    PRETTY    "WAITER    GIRLS. 

It  is  a  terrible  thing  to  think  of,  the  want  of  consideration  displayed  by  oar  State 
Legislature  toward  the  innocent  recreations  of  the  New  York  City  people  and  the 
circulation  of  the  New  York  Herald.  We  are  taught  by  an  ancient  but  very  sharp- 
toothed  saw  to  believe  that  misfortunes  do  not  go  prowling  around  in  solitary  sulks, 
like  old  male  Gorillas,  but  that  they  invariably  travel  in  pairs  or  packs,  like  dice  and 
cards,  and  false  ones  at  that.  So  it  falls  upon  us  at  the  present  crisis,  misfortune 
does.  She  does.  No  sooner  has  our  country  become  involved  in  a  war,  of  which 
the  beginning  is  indistinct  as  gossamer  in  a  fog,  and  of  which  nobody  can  pretend  to 
distinguish  the  end,  than  one  of  our  great  institutions — an  institution  fathered  by 
Taste,  mothered  by  Virtue,  and  dry-nursed  by  the  New  York  Herald,  leers  drunkenly 
around  and  totters  for  a  heavy  fall  and  a  sleep  that  knows  no  waking.  Here,  now, 
sympathizing  reader,  here  be  two  squalid  misfortunes  crowding  us  off  the  gay  trottoir 
of  life  at  once — a  heavy  war  and  no  more  "  Pretty  Waiter  Girls."  What  is  life, 
anyhow  ?  ay,  indeed,  What  is  It  ?  A  small  business  at  best,  and  one  ever  to  be  quoted 
below  Parr,  who  lived  to  be  one  hundred  and  sixty-eight  years  of  age  and  invented 
a  pill  to  settle  the  debt  in  less  than  one-third  of  that  time,  believing  from  hard  expe- 
rience in  the  advantages  of  a  speedier  removal.  Well,  bad  as  it  is,  this  little  affair 
of  life,  we  have  all  tried  our  hardest  to  make  the  best  of  it.  Have  we  not  long  en- 
joyed our  New  York  Herald?  Has  not  that  charming  guide  to  virtue  and  the  sub- 
terranean abodes  of  bliss  been  for  many  and  many  a  year  our  guide  ?  Of  course  it 
has.  But  for  those  sparkling  leaders  in  the  celestial  records  of  Bennett,  catching 
with  glittering  hooks  the  public  eye,  ay,  with  finely  tinselled  hooks  baited  with  the 
gaudy  caption  "Prettiest  Waiter  Girls!"  what  stray  fish  could  ever  have  been 
tempted  out  of  the  sullen  waters  of  business  into  the  flashing,  if  somewhat  highly 
aerated  stream  of  life  in  the  Concert  Saloons?  Not  any.  But  a  grief  is  wading 
across  from  the  muddy  island  of  Woe  to  stick  its  sharp  nails  into  the  vitals  of  the 
balmy  old  Senior  Editor  of  the  Herald  of  Bliss.  Some  fiendish  spirit,  the  friend  of 
Woe,  is  brandishing  his  big,  ugly  foot,  preparatory  to  putting  it  down  upon  Bliss. 
There  will  be  an  awful  scrunch  when  that  foot  comes  down.  Blue  fire  will  be  around 
regardless  of  expense  ;  and  a  grand  tableau  of  "  Pretty  Waiter  Girls"  whirling  off  in 
a  Southerly  direction  with  the  Senior  Editor  of  the  Herald,  a  fiddler,  a  piano,  a  beer- 
barrel,  a  rowdy,  a  gambler,  and  Seven  Devils  worse — if  possible — than  the  First,  in 
tow,  will  wind  up  the  performance. 

And  now,  a  word  to  Reverend  gentlemen  proposing  to  make  arrangements  for 
advancing  that  very  ill-used  crisis  generally  spoken  of  as  the  Millennium. 

When  you,  Reverend  preachers  and  pamphleteers,  receive  the  melancholy  assurance 
that  the  Concert  Saloon  of  subterrene  Broadway  is  a  thing  that  was  ;  that  the  Pretty 
Waiter  Girls  are  an  echo  of  the  past,  the  cancanieres  of  the  rowdy  resorts  transformed 
into  monumental  Magdalenes,  pause  yet  ere  you  prophesy  to  a  day  the  arrival  of  the 
Age  of  Pure  Order,  for  vou  may  rest  assured  that  something  must  be  done  with  the  New 
York  Herald  ere  that  can  be . 


A    "WORD    FOR    CORCORAN. 
I. 

A  little  comfort  goes  a  mighty  way 

In  these  wild  times  of  war, 
The  smallest  favors  thankfully  received 

And  fondly  cherished  are  : 
Concediog  which,  who  says  'twould  be  a  sin 

If  some  sound  Congress-man 
Would  raise  his  voice  and  honestly  put  in 

A  word  for  Corcoran  ? 


If  Brown  and  Jones — good  men  enough  and 
true — 

Exchanged  have  lately  been 
For  Smith  and  Robinson,  secessioners, 

As  all  of  us  have  seen, 
How  comes  it  that  the  word  to  raise  a  shout 

From  a  bold  soldier  clan 
Has  never  yet  been  bravely  spoken  out — 

A  word  for  Corcoran  ? 


Even  in  Carolina's  rebel  crowd — 

Grant  this,  or  doubt  your  sense — 
Thousands  of  Irish  hearts  are  beating  now 

With  sympathy  immense 
For  the  tall  captive  who,  when  armies  met, 

Fought  bravely  in  the  van 
Where  the  green  banner  waved — will  they 
forget 

A  word  for  Corcoran  ? 


Stand  up,  some  Legislator,  in  your  place, 

And  blandly  thus  inquire  : 
"Has  any  Honorable  Member  here  expressed 

A  casual  desire 
To  know  if  his  good  colleagues  have  as  yet 

Included  in  their  plan 
Of  endless  words  that  all  their  schemes  be- 
set 

A  word  for  Corcoran  ? 


And  if — as  possible — one  should  reply  : 

"  'Tis  but  the  chance  of  war, 
A  soldier  must  expect  his  turn  to  take 

Behind  the  dungeon  bar  :" 
Up,  then,  and  tell  the  laggard  that  a  choice 

Brigade  of  Irish  can 
And  will  deliver  in  one  thunder-voice 

A  word  for  Corcoran  ! 


About  Canards. 

Considering  the  statements  of  Newspaper 
Correspondents  with  regard  to  the  prevailing 
state  of  mud  under  which  Virginia  is  at  pre, 
sent  smothered,  it  is  no  wonder  that  those 
gentlemen  are  so  successful  in  catching 
canards  there.  We  hope  that  the  great  Dux 
of  the  Federal  army  will  keep  a  sharp  eye 
upon  those  dealers  in  Canards. 


Firm  as  Rocks. 

Although  many  valuable  Structures  were 
destroyed  by  the  late  fire  in  Charleston,  it 
is  satisfactory  to  know  that  the  Brown  Stone 
Blocks  and  massive  piles  of  granite,  with 
which  the  United  States  government  recently 
ornamented  the  harbor,  are  undamaged. 


The   Style   of   Horse   sold   to  Uncle  Sam. 

They  may  be  classified  thus  :  Hors  de  pro- 
pos,  (a  horse  "  not  to  the  purpose  :")  Hors  de 
combat,  (a  horse  unfit  for  the  combat ;")  and 
Hors  de  loi,  (a  horse  that  on  being  inspected 
is  "  outlawed.") 


VANITY    FAIR. 


COECOEAN    IN   A    SOUTHEEN   PKISON. 


Does  he  look  in  vain  for  the  expected  aid  and  comfort  from  the  North  ? 
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THE    HERALD    ON    GENTLE    SPORTS. 

The  Herald  last  week  published  a  special  telegram  from  Troy, 
reading  thus  ; 

Troy  Jan.  21. 1862. 

This  long  anticipated  cockfight— the  Athenian  amusement,  the  boasted  plea- 
sure of  China,  India  and  the  Fhillipine  Islands,  and.the  favorite  subject  of  Aris- 
tophanes, the  Greek— between  Albany  and  Troy  cocks,  came  off  in  this  city  this 
evening,  in  the  cock  loft  of  Paul  Kavanaugh's  saloon,  in  Congress  street.  The 
elite  of  American  sportsmen,  from  John  MorRissey  down,  were  present,  and  the 
whole  scene  was  mostly  characteristic  of  liberal  American  life,  unrestrained  by 
the  police. 

We  regard  that  as  the  best  specimen  of  straight-out,  up-and- 
down  classical  telegraphing  extant.  It  is  a  bit  of  history  felicitously 
galvanized— Macauley's  efforts  appear  like  the  hops  of  a  green  and 
timid  grasshopper  compared  with  this  stately  strut  and  strident 
crow.  The  idea  of  going  back  to  Athens,  through  to  China  and 
India  and  across  to  the  Phillipine  Islands  for  a  precedent  to  the 
barbaric  sport  alluded  to,  is  in  excellent  taste.  It  is  gratifying  to 
know  that  the  fancy  entertain  fellow-feelings  on  the  subject  with 
the  most  heathenish  and  barbarous  nations  of  the  earth .  As  for 
"  Aristophanes,  the  Greek''— well,  evidently  the  Troy  reporter 
wants  to  encourage  him. 

"  The  Slite  of  American  Sportsmen,  from  John  Morrissey  down, 
were  present.''  Were  they  ?  So  also,  probably,  were  the  ilite  of 
the  devils,  from  Satan  Down— and  why  couldn't  the  well-posted 
reporter  give  them  a  favorable  mention  in  the  same  paragraph? 
This  "  going  back"  on  one's  friends  is  objectionable.  "  The  whole 
scene  was  most  characteristic  of  liberal  American  life,  unrestrained 
by  the  police."  That  is  very  likely  a  fact— although  published  in 
the  Herald.  We  might  add  that  the  only  innocent  and  worthy 
parties  present,  were  tbe  roosters— poor  fellows  I  What  cruel  fate 
was  that  which  cast  their  lot  amid  such  vulgar  and  vile  surround- 
ings. Better  could  they  have  lived  and  died,  crowing  lustily  the 
while,  amid  their  own  native  dung-hills.  Aye !  far  better.  Well, 
the  birds  were  made  to  fight  and  die,  and  the  next  day  the  "  special 
correspondent"  of  the  Herald  sent  to  New  York  a  column  and  a-half 
report,  minute  and  disgusting.  How  the  writer  revelled  in  slang 
and  vulgarity  !  A  nice  man  for  civilized  society  that !  Does  he 
think  his  friends  the  Chinese,  the  Hindostanees  or  "  Aristophanes, 
the  Greek"  would  have  been  charmed  with  his  description  of  the 
revolting  scenes?  We  fear  not.  Pagans  may  make  beasts  of  them- 
selves occasionally,  but  now  and  then  there  have  been  pagans  who 
supported  a  little  self-respect.  Yet  it  is  somewhat  unjust  to  judge 
thus  of  an  attache"  when  the  proprietor  of  a  journal  not  only 
tolerates  but  oftentimes,  as  is  well  known,  demands  the  vilest 
brain-work  for  the  delectation  of  his  hundred  thousand  subscribers. 
It  is  consoling,  however,  to  think  that  we  have  but  one  Herald 
—would  that  we  had  none !  When  will  men  rouse  themselves 
enough  to  rid  the  community  of  this  sheet  of  moral  leprosy,  by 
severely  letting  it  alone. 


Can  These  Things  Be  ? 


We  notice  an  advertisement  in  an  English  newspaper,  of  a  new 
book  entitled  "  The  Thieves,  Swindlers  and  Beggars  of  London." 
It  doesn't  state  in  the  advertisement  how  big  the  aforesaid 
work  is  ;  but  we  fancy  that  it  is  about  three  times  the  size  of 
the  New  American  Cyclopedia.  We  thought  from  the  virtuous  and 
I-am-holier-than-thou  tone  of  the  Taurine  newspapers,  that  all 
the  "  thieves,  swindlers  and  beggars''  were  in  America  ;  but  then 
we  suppose  that  these  Leonine  thieves  steal  upon  Christian  princi- 
ples— that  these  Anglican  swindlers  cheat  conscientiously — that 
these  British  beggars  are  all  saints  in  their  sores  and  righteous  in 
their  rags.  John  has  always  insisted  that  his  rascalities  surpassed 
in  purity  the  virtues  of  outside  barbarians  ;  and  if  he  is  right,  he  is 
probably  the  most  virtuous  monster  that  ever  was  considered  a 
reprobate  by  this  uncharitable  world. 


Nuts  for  Barnum. 


The  newspapers  in  Barnum's  interest,  and  we  don't  know  of  one 
that  isn't,  when  there  is  anything  to  be  made  by  it,  are  making  a 
great  fuss  over  a  dwarf  which  he  has  just  secured,  of  course  at  a 
fabulous  price,  a  second  Tom  Thumb,  only  much  smaller  than  the 
original,  and  now-obsolete,  T.  T. — Commodore,  or  Captain,  or 
General  Nutt,  (if  he  was  a  little  larger  we  might  venture  to  call 
him  a  Colonel!)  whom  they  proclaim  the  smallest  man  in  the 
world.  We  have  no  doubt  that  he  is  an  exceedingly  small  man,  but 
we  are  certain  we  could  produce  a  much  smaller,  if  we  only  had 
the  range  of  the  Southern  Confederacy  !  We  advise  Phineas  to 
turn  his  thoughts  that  way,  in  case  his  present  Nutt  isn't  what  it 
is  cracked  up  to  be  ! 


A    NEW    SONG    TO    AN   OLD    TUNE. 

John  Bull,  Esq.,  my  jo  John, 

When  we  were  first  acquent, 
You  acted  very  much  as  now 

You  act  about  the  Trent ; 
You  stole  my  bonny  sailors,  John  ! 

My  bonny  ships  also, 
You're  aye  the  same  fierce  beast  to  me, 

John  Bull,  Esq.,  my  jo! 

John  Bull,  Esq.,  my  jo  John, 

Since  we  wtre  link'd  together, 
Full  many  a  jolly  fight,  John, 

We've  had  with  one  another. 
Now  must  we  fight  again,  John  1 

Then  at  it  let  us  go  ! 
And  God  will  help  the  honest  heart, 

John  Bull,  Esq.,  my  jo. 

John  Bull,  Esq.,  my  jo  John, 

A  century  has  gone  by, 
Since  you  called  me  your  slave,  John, 

Since  I  at  you  let  fly  ; 
You  want  to  fight  it  out  again — 

That  war  of  waste  and  woe  ; 
You'll  find  me  much  the  same  old  coon, 

John  Bull,  Esq.,  my  jo. 

John  Bull,  Esq.,  my  jo  John, 

If  lying  loons  have  told, 
That  I  have  lost  my  pluck,  John, 

And  fight  not  as  of  old, 
You'd  better  not  believe  it,  John, 

Nor  scorn  your  ancient  foe  ; 
For  I've  seen  weaker  days  than  this, 

John  Bull,  Esq. ,  my  jo  ! 

John  Bull,  Esq.,  my  jo  John, 

Hear  this,  my  language  plain  ! 
I  never  smote  you  unprovoked, 

I  never  smote  in  vain. 
If  you  want  peace,  peace  let  it  be  ! 

If  war — be  pleased  to  know, 
Shots  in  my  locker  yet  remain, 

John  Bull,  Esq.,  my  jo  ! 


A    SUITABLE    EXPLANATION. 

In  a  personal  description  of  the  rebel  General  Floyd,  the  Nash- 
ville Banner  says  that  his  head  is  "  covered  with  a  fine  suit  of  gray 
hair" — a  form  of  expression  which  suggests  that  the  editor  of  the 
Banner  must  be  acquainted  with  the  scissors  business  in  more  ways 
than  one.  The  expression  "suit,"  as  applied  to  the  felonious 
Floyd's  skull-thatch,  can  hardly  be  considered  flattering  to  that 
insurgent  chief,  because,  as  there  is  no  evidence  of  his  descent  from 
the  bewitching  African,  the  material  of  whicn  the  "suit"  is  com- 
posed could  hardly  be  classed  as  "  all  wool,''  and  must  therefore  be 
more  or  less  spurious  and  shoddy.  Possibly  the  word  in  question,  as 
used  by  the  Banner  with  reference  to  Floyd's  "  cocoa-nut,"  has  a  pro- 
spective tendency.  In  the  refined  language  of  the  chivalrous  Round 
Table  arrangement  known  as  the  Prize  Ring,  a  boxer  is  said  to  have 
his  head  "  in  chancery"  when  his  antagonist  has  got  it  into  a  safe 
and  convenient  position  for  pummelling  at  his  leisure  Perhaps 
Floyd  may  get  his  head  into  such  a  fix  before  the  fight  is  over,  in 
which  case  the  "suit"  spoken  of  by  the  Nashville  Banner  will 
probably  turn  out  to  be  one  of  the  most  remarkable  Chancery 
Suits  ever  offered  for  record  We  have  another  suggestion  to  make 
respecting  the  "suit"  brought  by  the  sartorial  editor  of  the  Nash- 
ville Banner  against  Floyd.  By  some  imperfectly  educated  persons 
the  word  is  pronounced  "  shoot."  Now,  as  the  editor  of  the  Nash- 
ville Banner  does  not  display  any  very  high  degree  of  culture  in 
his  literary  efforts,  we  may  reasonably  assume  that,  in  his  descrip- 
tion of  Floyd's  "  cocoa-nut,"  he  meant  to  say  that  it  is  "  covered 
with  a  fine  shoot  of  gray  hair."  We  are  rather  in  favor  of  assum- 
ing this  to  be  the  true  solution  of  the  matter.  It  assists  our  fine 
vegetable  view  of  Floyd's  head  as  a  "  cocoa-nut,''  by  its  coinci- 
dental suggestion  of  the  stubbly  and  fibrous  growth  that  generally 
covers  the  top  of  that  fine  fruit,  or  of  a  turnip,  or  some  other  such 
article  turned  out  by  Nature  for  the  use  of  her  eager  but  ungrate- 
ful customers. 

This  is  all  we  have  got  to  say  upon  the  subject ;  except,  indeed, 
the  expression  of  a  hope  that  the  editor  of  the  Nashville  Banner 
will  not  "  suit"  himself  through  the  head  in  consequence  of  our 
remarks  concerning  his  "  literary  efforts." 
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FIGHTING    THE    TIGER' 
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They  who  dwell  in  great  cities,  only,  enjoy  the  privilege  of  understanding  the 
recondite  and  subtle  meaning  of  the  phrase  employed  as  a  head-line  to  this  article. 
Our  country  cousin  supposes  it  to  be  a  revival  of  the  "  beasts  at  Ephesus"  gladiatorial 
combats,  and  guesses  he'll  fetch  along  his  rifle  with  him  and  his  two  hounds,  Jake 
and  Cross,  when  he  comes  to  visit  us  in  the  city.  Alas,  poor  sheep  !  how  fleeced  he 
would  be,  in  spite  of  dogs  and  gun,  if  he  but  once  fought  the  beast  called  the  tiger  by 
the  "  hard  cases"  who  loll  diurnally  against  the  corner  railings  on  Broadway,  dressed 
in  long  slatish-colored  overcoats  with  little  hand-pockets  on  the  hips  of  them,  and 
having  their  moustaches  waxed  up  as  tight  and  hard  and  circumflex  as  if  they  intended 
using  them  occasionally  for  skates. 

The  pastime  of  "  fighting  the  tiger"  may,  perhaps,  be  in  some  degree  attributed  to 
the  inventive  genius  of  the  late  Pharaoh,  King  of  Egypt,  where  our  friend  the  Hip- 
popotamus was  born.  The  arena  upon  which  the  tiger  is  fought  is  a  table  covered 
with  green  cloth,  out  of  deference  to  the  verdant  persons  by  whom  the  game  is  pursued. 
It  is  called  a  Faro  table,  from  the  late  monarch  before  alluded  to,  who  kept  one  and 
did  well  at  it  until  the  police  came  down  upon  him  aud  broke  up  his  establishment. 
It  is  a  curious  coincidence  that  the  police  of  this  city  have  been  down  upon  Faro, 
lately,  also.  But  a  few  days  ago  they  had  the  indelicacy  to  intrude,  unasked,  into  the 
midst  of  a  private  circle  engaged  in  doing  homage  to  Faro  at  one  of  the  pleasant  branch 
establishments  of  Mr.  John  Morrissey,  the  pugilist,  who  fights  the  tiger,  only,  now, 
having  retired  from  fisticuff  speculations  with  his  fellow  men.  It  will  be  interesting 
to  our  country  cousin  to  know  that  the  tiger  was  secured  without  accident,  and  that 
it  is  at  present  safely  caged  in  a  zoological  establishment  called  the  "  Tombs."  It 
will  be  also  interesting  to  him  to  hear  that  Faro,  the  owner  of  the  tiger,  was  doing 
very  well  indeed,  at  the  little  branch  establishment  in  which  he  was  domiciled.  Faro's 
books  were  examined,  and  their  records  went  to  show  that  the  income  derived  by  him 
from  verdant  young  persons  ambitious  of  fighting  the  tiger  reached  the  very  considera- 
ble figure  of  about  twenty-five  thousand  dollars  a  year. 

The  late  King  of  Oude,  who  invented  a  piquant  sauce — no,  we  believe  it  was  the 
late  King  of  Delhi,  also  famous  for  sauce,  as  England  found  to  her  cost,  who  main- 
tained a  celebrated  fighting  tiger,  which  he  used  to  employ  as  executioner  of  such 
eminent  culprits  as  used  to  incur  his  royal  wrath  most  days  of  the  week. 

We  will  back  Faro's  tiger  against  Delhi's,  though.  More  men  have  been  destroyed 
by  it,  more  wives  rendered  miserable,  more  familres  destitute,  and  more  confounded 
black-legs  set  up  to  dress  in  purple  and  fine  linen,  and  put  personal  advertisements  in 
the  Herald  as  a  trap  for  unsuspecting  virtue  than  the  figures  of  the  latter  journal's 
asserted  circulation  would  cover. 

On  this  account  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  Faro  will  be  kept  very  carefully  along  with 
his  tiger,  in  the  best  apartments  of  that  fine  Egyptian  palace,  the  "Tombs." 


UNCLE    SAM    TO    THE    BANKS. 

You  care  for  nothing  but  your  tolls 
You  pursy  bodies,  minus  souls — 

Bank  Corporations. 
Your  fiscal  interest  is  (albeit 
You  have  not  brains  enough  to  see  it,) 

One  with  the  Nation's. 

Yet  you  would  see  the  Treasury  smash 
Rather  than  take  its  bills  as  cash — 

Miserly  lenders ; 
But  spite  of  all  your  pesky  huffs, 
You'll  have  to  take  the  notes,  Old  Toughs 

As  "  legal  tenders  !" 


How  is  it? 

The  question  which  was  mooted  last  Sum- 
mer by  the  Democratic  papers,  whether  the 
Wide  Awakes  had  enlisted  in  the  army, 
seems  to  have  been  decided  in  the  negative, 
at  least  in  certain  localities.  In  Western 
Virginia,  for  instance,  scarcely  a  battle  has 
been  fought  in  which  the  enemy  have  not 
escaped,  while  our  men  were  asleep,  And 
the  late  battle  at  Somerset,  which  was  inter- 
rupted at  sun  down,  virtually  ended  there  ; 
for  when  the  Unionists  woke  in  the  morning 
to  renew  it  they  discovered  that  the  enemy 
had  decamped,  a  circumstance  which  could 
hardly  have  occurred  had  there  been  any 
Wide  Awakes  present ! 


A  Voice  from  the  Army. 

Come  from  the  North,  Daddy  Frost,  Daddy 
Frost, 

On  the  wings  of  a  dry  old  wind  ! 
Smooth  us  a  road  unto  the  abode 

When  Treason  her  axe  doth  grind . 

0  for  a  bushel  of  dust,  of  dust, 

For  every  ounce  of  mud  ! 
0  for  a  dry  way  on  cross-road  and  highway, 

With  ice  on  the  swamp  and  the  flood  ! 


What  then? 

Suppose  the  Congressional  "  committee 
upon  General  McClellan"  had  discovered 
him  to  be  incompetent,  according  to  their 
estimate,  what  did  they  propose  to  do  about 
it  ?  Who  would  they  have  recommended  to 
supersede  him  ?  If  McClellan  had  really 
given  reason  for  thinking  that  he  did  not 
know  his  business,  who  in  the  world  was 
deemed  better  qualified  for  the  leadership  of 
our  army  ?  That's  quite  a  question  to  Vanity 
Fair's  mind— meantime  it  is  perhaps  lucky 
for  the  committee  that  they  decided  as  they 
did  in  the  matter. 


Secesh  Zampillaerost  ation. 

At  Prestonburg,  and  at  Dranesv.ille  too, 
The  rebs  some  wondrous  flip-flaps  threw, 
Outstripping  by  their  tours  de  force 
The  Union  Victors — foot  and  horse. 
But  of  all  acrobatic  feats 
Performed  by  Chivalry's  athletes 
There's  nothing  that  has  equalled  yet 
The  late  Kentucky  Somerset. 


Jeff  Davis,  His  Mark. 

Jeff  Davis  of  late,  it  is  very  well  known, 
Has  a  way  like  the  Devil,  of  marking  his 

own  : 
For  when  a  poor  Irishman  falls  in  his  hand, 
He  marks  hini"C.  A.,"  with  a  hot   iron 

brand ! 

You  tbink  it  hard,  Pat,  but  you  poor  silly 

elf, 
You  are  much  better  off  than  Jeff  Davis 

himself, 
You  wear  but  his  mark,  and  though  bitter 

the  pain, 
It  is  nothing  to  his,  Pat — the  black  brand  of 

Cain  ! 


Epigram. 

"  You  know  Old  Gripe?"  I  asked  a  friend, 

He  answered  me,  "just  so." 
"  They  say  he  is  a  man  of  means" — 

"The  meanest  man  I  know!" 


'■  The  purl  of  great  price." 
Muir's  XX,  with  a  dash  of  gin  in  it. 
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AMUSEMENTS    OF    THE    KING. 

APOLEON  III.,  the 
immediate  Empe- 
ror of  France,  says 
every  day  exactly 
at  twelve  o'clock, 
noon  —  "  le  roi 
s'amusera,  et  moi, 
je  suis  le  roi;" 
which  may  be  free- 
ly translated,  "  the 
king  will  have  his 
little  fun,  and  ain't 
I  the  king  ?"  In 
this  great  Republic, 
as  each  good  repub- 
lican and  decent 
publican  knows, 
every  body  is  his 
own  king,  and  in 
most  cases  appears 
to  agree  very  hap- 
pily with  his 
brother  of  France, 
in  respect  of  having  his  little  fun.  The  king,  here,  is  a  person  of 
good  constitution,  and  he  is  standing  stoutly  up  for  his  Constitu- 
tion, now,  if  ever  king  did  !  His  constitution  might  be  even  bet- 
ter than  it  is,  though,  if  he  took  more  leisure  over  his  repasts  and 
did  less  in  the  dough  and  dollop  line  than  he  for  the  most  part 
does.  British  persons  labor  under  the  superstition  that  our  king 
takes  no  exercise,  has  no  relaxations  of  any  kind,  and  only  alters 
his  daily  regimen  from  bitters-and-gin  to  gin-and-bitters.  This  is 
a  British  blunder,  such  as  that  old  Stick-in-the-mud  John  Bull  is 
always  tumbling  into.  Our  king,  here,  gets  up  in  winter  as  soon  as 
ever  the  "red  ball"  does  :  he  rises  with  the  "red  ball, "  in  fact,  though 
rarely  with  the  sun.  Whenever  that  usher  of  good  ice,  the  r.  b., 
proclaims  that  the  Central  Park  ponds  are  ready  to  receive  his 
majesty,  our  king  takes  a  whole  Third  and  every  other  line  Avenue 
of  cars  for  himself  and  queen,  and  proceeds  in  tolerably  good  spirits, 
for  a  king,  to  enjoy  himself  in  the  glacial  sport.  He  is  remarkably 
"  smart"  at  it,  too,  and  so  would  his  queen  be  if  she  would  only 
adopt  a  kirtle  costume  of  some  Grecian  or  other  graceful  style,  and 
leave  her  long  trailing  skirts  at  home  until  next  requested  to 
sweep  the  city  crossings  with  them.  Our  king  has  always  a  num- 
ber of  attendants  holding  Calcium  lights  for  him  while  he  skates, 
unless  there  is  moonlight,  which  he  sometimes  condescends  to  use 
instead. 

When  he  has  made  several  columns  of  abstruse  calculations  upon 
the  ice,  he  proceeds  in  a  majestic  manner  to  the  royal  pavilion 
upon  the  bank,  where  sherbet  is  served  to  him  in  the  form  of 
brandy-cock-tail,  as  he  reclines  on  benches  and  listens  to  the  melo- 
dious warbling  of  the  Hamburg  swans. 

Iq  the  evening,  our  king  has  oysters,  after  which  he  improves 
his  mind  by  goiug  to  the  Bowery  theatres,  where  he  has  shrimps. 
The  latter  being  provocative  of  thirst,  his  majesty  distributes  coin 
among  the  attendants  in  a  neighboring  saloon,  who  provide  him 
with  the  necessary  quenchers.  Occasionally  the  Broadway  theatres 
are  illumed  by  the  presence  of  the  king,  who  is  quite  unostenta- 
tious in  his  visits  to  them,  however,  and  will  ask  you  or  ourselves 
to  drink  with  him,  unless  he  has  left  his  money  at  home,  or  hap- 
pens at  the  time  to  have  neither  the  one  thing  or  the  other  to 
swear  by,  the  money  or  the  home. 

To  enumerate  the  rest  of  the  king's  amusements  would  be  quite 
too  much  of  a  business  for  the  bounds  of  this  article.  Suffice  it, 
then,  to  say  that  they  are  more  of  the  last-mentioned  kind  than 
of  the  first ;  a  little  more  salooning  and  things  than  skating  and 
things  ;  but  le  roi  s'amusera,  the  king  will  have  his  fun. 


THE    POET'S    HOMAGE. 
An  Incident  of  the  War. 
One  of  tne  Hutchinson  lasses, 

(Our  memory  playing  us  shabby, 
We've  forgotten  which  of  the  party  ; 
Suppose  we  say  it  was  Abby  ?) 

Was  lately  seen  at  the  White  House, 
(They  enter  the  sacred  portal !) 

With  her  face  suffused  with  pleasure, 
Almost  loo  great  for  a  mortal ! 

"  What  tickles  you  fo,  sweet  maiden  ? 

And  who  is  your  beaming  eye  on  ?" 
"  My  hands  have  been  kissed  by  Willis, 

And  you  Icnotv  he  is  such  a  Lion  I" 


SLIGHTLY    MIXED. 

The  Tribune,  discoursing  anent  the  sweet  uses  of  the  Committee 
on  the  Conduct  of  the  War,  the  other  day,  has  this  unique  state- 
ment. 

"  Important  information  and  advice  has  already  been  afforded  to  both  (Ad- 
ministration and  military  leaders)  through  this  channel,  which  could  have  been 
gained  from  no  advisory  counsel  to  the  Cabinet.  The  subjects  and  no  other 
source.  The  Committee  is  thus  becoming  a  sort  of  results  of  their  inquiry  are 
kept,  for  the  most  part,  from  all  but  those  immediately  engaged  in  the  conduct 
of  the  war." 

In  any  other  paper,  these  "wild  and  whirling  words"  might 
have  surprised  us,  but  really,  Papa  Greeley  is  so  disappointed  by 
President  Lincoln's  non-approval  of  his  famous  ...  or  infamous 
.  .  .  servile  insurrection  scheme,  that  the  poor  man's  brain  is,  as 
was  said  of  t'ae  white  man,  "  berry  onsartain."  On  any  subject 
unconnected  with  the  Nigger,  the  Odes  of  Horace  are  considerably 
mixed.  "  Black  is  a  good  color,"  says  the  devii  of  Byron's  drama, 
and  Papa  Greeley  agrees  with  that  saturnioe  person  to  a  nicety. 
Indeed,  he  goes  so  far  with  his  affection  for  the  sable  hue,  that 
when  he  sheds  ink  for  any  other  cause,  we  may  expect  to  learn, 
even,  that  a  Committee  is  "  becoming  a  sort  of  results  of  their 
inquiry,"  whatever  that  may  be. 


Independent  and  Other  Views, 


The  recent  change  in  the  proprietorship  of  the  Independent  news 
paper,  whereby  the  late  editors  of  that  sheet  have  been  left  out  in 
the  cold,  and  the  Rev.  Henry  Ward  Beecher  installed  in  their 
berth,  has  created  some  excitement  among  the  disciples  of  the 
original  Church  of  the  Pilgrims,  many  of  whom  do  not  consider  the 
Brooklyn  divine  altogether  sound  upon  the  Calvinistic  goose.  Mr. 
B.  is  suspected  of  entertaining  certain  opinions  that  do  not  command 
favor  with  the  great  body  of  those  from  whom  the  journal  in  ques- 
tion derives  its  principal  support,  the  opposition  arising,  apparently, 
from  the  same  charitable  feelings  which  prompted  the  man  to 
decline  contributing  to  the  erection  of  a  new  church,  to  wit  ; 
"  because  there  don't  as  many  people  go  to  the  Devil,  now,  as 
ought  to."  Still,  as  Brother  Beecher  is  unquestionably  orthodox 
on  the  nigger  question,  and  as  religion  has  always  been  subor- 
dinate to  the  nigger  in  the  columis  of  the  Independent,  the  new 
order  of  things  will  probably  be  acquiesced  in  by  the  bulk  of  its 
readers. 


Arcades  Ambo. 


"There  is  one  remarkable  point  of  similarity  between  the 
Englishman  and  the  Rebel,''  said  X.  ;  "  which  may,  in  a  measure, 
account  for  their  mutual  sympathy.'' 

"  And  what  is  that  V  asked  the  Captain. 

"They  take  the  same  position,''  said  the  Little  Joker;  "for 
who  that  has  seen  Englishmen  in  a  tavern  and  Rebels  in  a  battle, 
can  have  failed  to  notice  how  fond  both  are  of  getting  their  Backs 
to  the  Fire!" 


Not  so  Slow  I 
An  exchange  paper  says  : 

■'The  Swift  family,  residing  mostiy  in  LitchfieH  county,  is  probably  the 
oldest  family  in  New  England." 

That  may  be  :  but  we  rather  guess  that  the  Swift  family  is 
neither  confined  to  Litchfield  county  nor  to  Ne>v  England,  by  any 
means.  Young  New  York  belongs  to  the  Swift  family,  for 
instance,  and  so  does  Young  America  almost  anywhere  except  in 
Connecticut. 


"  Couldn't  hit  a  Hay-stack" 


The  rebel  batteries  on  the  Lower  Potomac  lately  fired  about  one 
hundred  round  shot  and  shells  at  a  Philadelphia  propeller  loaded 
with  hay,  without  touching  her.  This,  indeed,  is  a  practical  illus- 
tration of  the  inability  to  "hit  a  hay-stack,''  so  often  attributed  to 

bad  gunners. 

-•». 

Fall  Fashions  in  Winter. 

Industrious  paragraphias  inform  the  public  that  there  is  shortly 
to  be  a  "  tournament  upon  skates"  at  the  Central  Park.  In  tourna- 
ments of  old  tilting  was  tne  order.  In  our  modern  skating  tuurna- 
ments  it  is  probable  that  Tilting  over  will  be  about  the  thing. 


That's  so 

Q.  What  is  the  difference  between  a  man's  going  into  Barnum's 
Museum,  and  his  riding  up  town  in  a  5th  Ave,  omnibus  ? 
A.  Just  nineteen  cents. 
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LETTERS    FROM    THE    PEOPLE.      NO.    7. 
From  a  Broadway  Barber. 

Vanty  Far, 

Sir. — alow  me  to  Bay  a  few  Werds  Whitch  concerns  Barbers, 
petickler  as  ther  Wont  Be  no  Barbers  4  long  peraps.  Cusstom  hes 
fell  off  eva  sence  the  Goriller  come,  this  Furiner  doant  shav,  so 
no  shavin  hes  got  to  Be  all  the  Go  (Whitch  stans  fur  Goriller  now, 
i  spose.)  i  xpect  Byetn  by  the  Perfeshen  Wont  Be  cald  on  to  shav, 
morn  thay  air  now  to  Bled  or  Pul  teth,  Whitch  ihey  yous  to  do 
my  eun  says,  its  Plane  to  me  &  my  sun  that  the  Beerd  wuz  set  a 
groin  fur  to  Be  shavd  off  By  Barbers,  cept  the  mustash,  thats  good 
fur  the  ize.  godd  woodnt  made  Barbers  ef  he  hadnt  seen  nothin  fur 
them  to  do. 

some  thing  ott  to  be  dun  fur  the  Perfeshen.  as  the  Barber  is  so  is 
the  contry.  my  sun  sed  that  when  the  Gapan  hese  wus  hear  1  on 
them  had  his  hed  shavd  &  left  oanly  pain  his  coper  coyn  Wuth  the 
8  of  a  cent,  the  los  to  the  Barber  is  not  the  poynt.  sum  of  us  hevvy 
Barbers  louses  as  mutch  as  5  dolers  in  a  yere  By  Bad  munny.  the 
poynt  is  it  shoed  the  Perfeshen  is  lo  in  Gapan.  my  sun  hes  figerd 
that  the  Gapanhese  Barbers  shav  all  over  a  mans  hed  96  times  to 
git  as  mutch  as  Wat  We  git  for  oanly  1  clipin  of  a  mans  hair  or 
shaviu  of  a  spot  onto  his  chek.  this  prouves  Wat  i  sed,  as  the 
Barber  is  so  is  the  contry. 

A  Barber 

p.  s.  i  notisyour  hair  is  gitten  thin  on  top.  my  Capillhairostation 
Compound  applied  by  Zampilloerostation  of  2  men,  my  sun  & 
myself,  will  soon  make  it  ashamed  of  leavin  your  hed.  no  pay  til 
you  see  your  hair. 


Place  aux  Dames. 


As  Dame  Greenhow,  the  traitress,  when  lately  removed 

To  the  jail  upon  Capitol  Hill, 
Wished  our  soldiers  some  manlier  task  than  to  guard 

Rebel  women — She  won't  take  it  ill 
If  we  say  rebel  men  they  would  gladly  engage, 

But  alas  !  for  their  patriot  desires, 
Far  less  pluck  have  the  male  birds  outside  of  the  cage 

Than  the  she  ones  that  peck  at  the  wires. 


JONATHAN    ON    THE    AMERICAN    EAGLE. 

On  top  o'  that  air  highest  peak  o'  snow, 
Eternally  a  viewin'  things  below, 
Sets  adur  great  Bird,  his  awful  eyes  a  flashin' — 
Waitin'  to  see  us  gin  the  Saduth  a  thrashin'  ! 

Once-t  in  a  w'ile,  his  mighty  pinions  flop, 
An'  a  small  airthquake  shakes  his  feathery  crop  : 
That  's  w'en  he  sees  the  Union  armies  beatin', 
An'  rebels,  feelin'  pesky  mean,  retreatin'  ! 

Folks,  that  'ave  watched  him,  say  he  hain't  yelled  jit ; 

He  wo'n't  ded  thai  t'll  the  last  battle  's  fit ! 

Then,  ef  this  Nation  do  n't  hear  so'thin'  stunnin', 

It 's  'cause  their  hearin'  's  sp'iltwith  so  much  guunia'! 

He  must  'ave  be'n  disgustid,  though,  last  Spring, 
W'en  lots  o'  people  would  n't  ded  a  thing  ; 
An'  there  the  Saduth  wooz,  comin'  up  en  massy, 
Shakin'  its  fist  an'  talkin'  extry  sassy  ! 

Then  them  confadunded  beasts  come,  one  by  one, 
An'  that  air  smart  performance  at  Bull  Run  : 
I  swow  !  he'd  be'n  an  all-fired  billious  critter 
Except  for  gittin'  dosed  so  much  with  bitter  ! 

I  s'pose  he's  feelin'  pooty  cheerful,  nadw — 
'Less  he's  be'n  bleiie  so  long  he  dunno  hadw  ! — 
He  prob'bly  keeps  his  speakin-pipes  pert*  cted, 
To  gin  that  yell  the  minute  it 's  expected ! 

He  wo'n't  stay  there  freezin'  his  crookid  toes, 
Wishin'  he'  got  a  uuit  o'  warmer  clo'es  ! 
He'll  travel  'radund,  an'  larn  by  close-t  inspection 
Hadw  Civil  War  hes  helped  along  each  section  ! 

Guess  he'll  begin  to  think  that  black  is  w'ite, 

To  see  some  spot  he  used  to  know  by  sight ; 

An  hadw  '11  them  rebels  feel,  that  used  to  know  him, 

To  think  they've  nothin'  better  for  to  show  him  ? 

There'll  be  enough  to  gin  the  Bird  distress  ; 
'Nough  to  console  him,  tedo,  I  ruther  guess! 
He'll  take  his  roost  ag'in  as  bright  as  pewter, 
Forgittiu'  of  the  present  in  the  futur' ! 
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A    SKETCH    IN    THE    VIRGINIA    LEGISLATURE. 

Gov.  Letcher. — "  I  ain't  drunk,  eii  ?    Damfederai/union  !  imposii'ble   for  genVman  'sociate  with  Nor'n  max.     Wi 
Fesh  on  more  liquor  !     Them's  my  semmens  !" 


[ntere  1  according  to  Act  of  Congress  in  the  year  1862,  by  Lima  H.  Sttphbjs,  in  theClerk's  Offlceof  the  District  Court  of  the  United  States,  for  the  Southern  District  o(  \i>v  York 
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THE  READERS   OF 
VANITY  FAIR 

WILL  BEAR   IN  MIND   THAT 

E.     ANTHONY, 

501    BROADWAY, 

(Three  doors  from   the   St.  Nicholas  Hotel,) 

IS 

HEAD     QUARTERS  FOR 

PHOTOGRAPHIC   ALBUMS. 

STEROSCOPIC    VIEWS, 

AND 

CARTE    DE    VISITK     PHOTO- 
GRAPHS OF  CELEBRITIES. 


It  will  be  unwise  to  buy  before  seeing  his 
assortment 


Soldiers  to  the  Res- 
cue  !  Young  men  rushing  into  the  ex- 
posures and  dangers  of  a  Soldier's  life, 
should  prepare  themselves  for  the  fatal 
Fevers,  the  Dysentery,  the  Sores  and  Scurvy, 
which  are  almost  certain  to  follow.  HOL- 
LO WAY'S  PILLS,  used  occasionally  during 
the  campaign,  will  issue  sound  health  to 
every  man.     Only  25  cents  per  Box.        214. 
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THE    WHOLE     YEAR 

FOR 

$1.00 

THE    YOUNG  FOLKS    LIKE 

MERRY'S 

MUSEUM 


Better  than  any  other  Dollar 
Magazine,  because  it  contains 
the  best  Stories,  Instructive 
Articles,  Illustrations,  Puzzles 


PARENTS    LIKE  MERRY'S 
MUSEUM. 

Because  it  adds  to  Home  Plea- 
sures, and  is  of  the  most 
healthful  moral  tone. 

TEACHERS    LIKE    MERRY'S 
MUSEUM, 

Because  it  teaches  children  to 
think,  and  aids  them  in  their 
studies  by  Special  Articles 
pertaining  to  their  lessons. 

It  is  just  the  thing  for  a 
Holiday  Present.  The  Forty- 
third  Volume  commences  Jan- 
uary 1st. 

A  fine  Steel  Engraved  Por- 
trait of  Aunt  Sue  in  the  Jan- 
ary  number. 

One  Dollar  a  Year.  Single 
Copies  Ten  Cents. 

J-N.  STEARNS, 

Publisher, 
111  Fulton  street,  N.  Y. 
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ARD  &  PARRY,  PUB- 
LISHERS,   BOOKSELLERS 

and  Importers,  (Successors  to  H.  W.  Derby.) 
(125  Broadway.  Are  selling  their  own  Pub- 
lications, together  with  all  the  current  mis- 
cellaneous issues  of  the  day  at  partly  re- 
duced prices. 

They  publish  the  following  : 
POPULAR  BOOKS  OF   WIT  AND  HUMOR, 
The  Widow  Bedott  Papers,  12mo., 

cloth,  1  00  60 

Mrs.  Partington,  by  B.  P.  Shillaber,  1  00  GO 
The  Sparrowgrass  Papers,  1  00  CO 

Riley's  Humors  of  the  West,  1  00  00 

Brougham's  Humorous  Irish  Stories,  1  00  00 
Miss  Slimmens'  Window,  1  00  00 

Prentice's  Wit  and  Humor,  1  00  60 

Letters  of  Jack  Downing,  12mo.,  1  00  00 

Jack  Downing's  Yankee  Stories,  1  00  60 


It  instantly  destroys  the  organic  combinations  forming  the  matter  of  contagion , 
and  therefore  may  be  used  as  a  disinfectant  in  all  cases  where  one  is  required. 


This  Soap  is  best  for  the  complexion,  making  the  skin  soft,  smooth,  white,  and  brilliant ;  takes  out 
freckles,  and  gives  a  very  healthy  tint  of  loveliness  to  the  face,  which  should  be  well  washed  with  it 
just  before  retiring  for  the  night. 

It  is  second  to  none  as  a  shaving  soap.  The  beard  should  be  rubbed  with  the  Soap,  then  the  lather- 
brush  applied  with  cold  water,  Before  the  razor  is  used,  it  should  be  dipped  in  hot  water.  IVo  heat 
or  unpleasant  feeling  is  experienced  when  this  best  of  all  soaps  is  used.  The  most  expensive  toilet 
soaps  are  not  to  be  compared  to  it ;  and  he  who  would  have  an  extra  enjoyment  every  time  he  washes, 
let  him  send  and  get  a  cake  of  Ozone  Soap.  Besides,  it  is  both  a  cure  and  a  preventive  of  chapped 
hands. 

As  a  soap  for  the  teeth  alone,  its  value  is  beyond  estimate  ;  it  sweetens  the  breath  and  destroys  all 
noxious  smells.  Linen,  muslins,  and  cotton  goods  and  laces  washed  with  this  Soap  acquire,  a  brilliant 
whiteness,  while  flannel  and  woolen  become  soft  and  look  new.  Besides  these  qualities,  though  not  a 
scented  soap,  it  yet  imparts  a  sweet  odor  or  smell  of  voilets  to  the  person  who  uses  it  as  a  toilet  soap  ; 
and  the  same  quality  is  imparted  to  linen,  making  it  particularly  desirable  as  a  soap  for  the  nursery. 
Water  does  not  make  it  soft,  like  all  other  soaps,  for  it  may  remain  in  the  water  all  night  and  hardly 
be  soitened  ;  and  yet  it  is  second  to  none  in  its  cleansing  or  suds-producing  qualities.  Its  anti-fectious 
properties  make  it  invaluable  for  all  sick  persons,  and  it  should  be  used  in  hospitals.  It  is  the  most 
healthfnl  soap  in  the  world,  and  is  believed  to  be  a  preventive  to  all  infectious  diseases  whatever. 
When  it  becomes  known,  it  will  be  universally  appreciated.  It  is  so  pure  it  may  be  eaten  ;  and 
babies  and  young  children  should  never  be  washed  with  any  other  soap— it  is  so  mild  and  healing. 


I5    OZONE 

Is  sold  at  294  Canal  Street  and  No.  4  Union  Square. 
Price  Per  Cake,  13  Cents,  and  by  the  Doxen,  $1.56. 


N.  B To  Cure  Cold  Feet Wash  the  feet  in  very  cold  water  with  Ozone  Soap.     Dry  them  we/1 

with  towel  away  from  the  fire.  Never  put  on  boots  or  shoes  that  are  heated  ;  they  should  always  be 
cold  when  put  on  the  feet.  Every  time  the  feet  are  very  cold,  wash  them  with  cold  water  and  Ozone 
Soap.  In  one  week  a  cure  of  cold  feet  will  be  effected.  The  Ozone  Soap  wonderfully  warms  an  d 
renovates. 

IIS-  CASH  AND  NO  DE DUCTION. -©ft 


OUR    GREAT    PREMIUM. 

To  any  one  sending  us  $9.00  for  three  subscriptions  to  Vanity  Fair  for  one  year  (or  one  subscrip- 
tion for  three  years)  we  will  present  a  splendid  copy  of 

WORCESTER'S  ILLUSTRATED  QUARTO  DICTIONARY, 

which  is  published  at  $7.50. 
Read  the  following  notices  of  the  work  : 

From  the  "Atlantic  Monthly." 

"A  conclusive  reason  with  us  for  preferring  Dr.  Worcester's  Dictionary  is,  that  its  author  has 
properly  understood  his  functions,  and  has  aimed  to  give  us  a  true  view  of  English  as  it  is,  and  not  as 
he  himself  may  have  wished  it  should  be,  or  thought  it  ought  to  be.  We  believe  Dr.  Worcester's 
Dictionary  to  be  the  most  complete  and  accurate  of  any  hitherto  published." 

From  the  "  Mobile  Daily  Tribune." 

"  We  make  no  doubt  that  the  work  willspeedily  take  its  positionas  the  recognized  standard  of  the 
English  language  of  the  nineteenth  century,  and  have  no  hesitation  in  recommending  it  as  not  only  a 
safe,  complete,  and  reliabte  guide,  but  as  the  only  such  guide  within  our  knoweldge." 

From  Louis  Agassiz,  L.L.  D. 

I  have  looked  over  your  great  edition  of  Worcester's  Dictionary,  chiefly  with  the  view  of  ascertain 
ing  how  far  it  covers  the  ground  in  which  I  am  particularly  interested.  It  is  of  great  importance,  in 
our  days,  when  the  nomenclature  of  science  is  gradually  creeping  into  common  use,  that  an  English 
Lexicon  should  embrace  as  much  of  it  as  is  consistent  with  the  language  we  speak.  I  am  truly  sur- 
prised and  highly  delighted  to  find  that  you  have  succeeded  far  beyond  my  expectation  in  making  the 
proper  selection,  and  combining  with  it  a  remarkable  degree  of  accuracy.  More  could  hardly  be 
given,  except  in  a  scientific  Cyclopedia. 

Addrsss,  LOUIS  H.  STEPHENS, 

Publisher  for  Proprietors  of  Vanity  Fair. 

100  Nassau  Street,  New  York. 


IMPROVED 

Gutta     Percha 

CEMENT 

HOOFING 

It  is  water-proof, 
and 

Costs  only   about 

one  -  third    as 

much    as 

Tin, 

AND    IS     TWICE 
AS  DURABLE. 
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A 


CHEAPEST  nnd\. 
most  DURABLE 
ROOFING  in  use. 
Fike  and  Water 
PltooF.  Applied 
to  New  and  Old 
Roots  of  all  kinds, 
and  sent  to  all 
parts  of  the  coun- 
try with  full  di- 
rections for  use. 
Send  for  a  Circular 
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JOHNS  &  CROSLEY, 

SOLE   MANUFACTURERS. 

78  "WILLIAM   ST., 

(cor.  LIBERTY  ST.), 

NEW    YORK. 


GUTTA  PERCHA 

CEMENT, 

FOR  preserving 
new  and  repairing 
LEAKY  METAL 
ROOFS  of  every 
description ;     Will 

NOT  CRACK  IN  COLD 
OR  RUN  IN  WARM 
WEATHER. 

Agents  Wanted. 

Terms  Cash  ! 


TOHNS    &    CI&OSEEY'S   AMERICAN    CEMENT  GLUE,  FOR 
J    CEMENTING  WOOD,    LEATHER,  GLASS.    IVORY,    CHINA,    MARBLE, 

PORCELAIN,  ALABASTER,  BONE,  CORAL,  &c,  5>c.  the  only  article  of  the  kind  ever  produced 
which  will  withstand  water.     Liberal  terms  to  Wholesa.li,  Ujalers. 

PRICE   TWENTY  -  FIVE    CENTS. 

JOHNS  &  CROSLEY,  Sole  Manufacturers, 

Wholesale  Warehouse,  78  William  st.,  cor.  Liberty. 


Advertising  Rates  of  Vanity  Fair. 

Title  Page,  50  cents  per  line,  occupying  1-3 
the  space  across  the  page. 
Title  Page,  $1.50  per  line,  across  the  page. 
Second  Page,  25  cents,  wide  column. 
"        "      10  cents,  narrow  column. 


GREAT    MUSICAL,    BOX 
DEPOT.     M.  J.    PA  ILL  ARD, 

Importer,  21  Maiden  Lane,  N.  Y.  Has  for 
sale  the  most  extensive  assortment  in  the 
country,  at  prices  varying  at  Two  ti  Ttio 
Hundred  and  Fifty  Dollars,  each  playing  1. 
2,  3   4,  6,  8,  10,  12,  16  and  24  airs. 


BEAUTIFUL  TOY  BOXES  FOR  CHILDREN. 

BOXES  TO  SUIT   ALL  AGES  AND  TASTES. 

Call  and  examine  them ! 

Fine  Gold  and  Sliver  Watches  Cheap  for 
Cash. 

MUSICAL  BOXES  REPAIRED. 
EXTRACTS  FROM 

CHAS.    STOKES' 

CONTINENTAL    ALMANAC. 


What  is  the  difference  between  Independ- 
ence Hall,  on  Chestnut  Street  below  Sixth, 
and  Chas.  Stokes'  "  one-price"  clothing 
store,  Chestnut  below  Ninth  ? — Aws.  About 
three  squares. 

Why  is  a  lover  who  composes  a  pretty  son- 
net to  the  features  of  his  "object"  like  a 
soldier? — Ans.  Because  he  knows  how  to 
write  about  face. 

What  great  good  is  advanced  by  the  pub- 
lications of  illustrated  works  similar  to 
Stokes'  Illustrated  Almanac? — Ans.  Scatter- 
good,  the  Engraver. 

Why  is  Stokes'  Illustrated  Almanac  for 
1862  like  a  well-appointed  butcher  shop? — 
Ans.  Because  it  is  made  attractive  by  its 
fine  cuts. 

Why  are  the  wood  engravings  in  Stokes' 
Almanac  like  the  ships  of  war  at  present  on 
the  Southern  coast  ? — Ans.  Because  they 
are  block  aids  to  his  business. 

Why  is  a  Southern  planter  like  a  Prussian 
nobleman  ? — Ans.     Because  he   dwells  near 
he  Black  Oder. 
t 

Why  should  the  soldiers  outside  the  walls 
of  Fortress  Monroe  be  convicted  for  coun- 
terfeiting ? — Ans.  Because  they  are  making 
wooden  "quarters." 

Why  is  a  "  Revolver"  like  a  volunteer 
with  the  measles  ? — Ans.  Because  he's  a 
sick  shooter. 


CHARLES  STOKES' 

CLOTHING  ESTABLISHMENT, 

824  CHESTNUT  STREET. 

PHILADELPHIA. 


s 


TEAM    JOB    PRINT- 
ING  ESTABLISHMENT, 
44   AJVJV   STREET. 


CHAPIN   &  McKAY, 

'VANITY    FAIR"   PRINTERS, 

Newspaper,  Book,  Job  and  Card  Printing 
neatly  executed  on  the  most  reasonable 
terms,  and  with  dispatch. 
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RANTANQUERO  DE  BOOM-JING-JING- ; 

— OR — 

THE  WRATH   OF    THE   REBEL   RIVAL. 

A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  WAR. 
By  McArone. 


CHAPTER    IX. 

When  the  harrel  was  kicked  away,  as  we  have  said,  the  Don  fell 
with  his  whole  weight. 

But  Peter's  motto,  on  that  occasion,  had  heen,  "along  rope 
and  a  short  shrift,"  and  he  had  got  his  rope  a  little  too  long. 

Don  Bantanquero,  therefore,  fell  upon  his  feet,  and  was  unhurt. 
He  removed  the  noose  from  his  neck,  and  walked  away  at  a  brisk 
pace,  fearing  that  the  mob  would  offer  him  further  indignities. 

And,  in  fact,  the  Rev.  General  Polk,  who  was  in  the  crowd,  did 
try  to  pick  his  pocket,  but  unsuccessfully. 

It  occurred  to  the  Don,  at  about  this  period,  that  he  had  not 
seen  Glorianna  for  a  long  time,  so  he  kept  on  his  way  until  the 
frowning  bastions  and  serried  esplanades  of  Mobile  once  more  arose 
upon  his  sight. 

He  found  the  angelic  partner  of  his  griefs  and  sorrows  rather 
low-spirited.  She  was  quite  out  of  pocket-money,  and  while  other 
ladies  were  buying  lots  of  new  things,  she  had  been  forced  to  go 
without. 

The  only  reason  why  Don  Rantanquero  did  not  give  her  money 
immediately,  was  that  he  hadn't  any. 

He  could  not  stand  it,  however,  to  see  Globianna  suffering  for 
want  of  so  vulgar  a  necessity,  so  he  set  to  work  to  become  enor- 
mously rich.  Nothing  can  be  truer  than  Ben  Franklin's  maxim, 
that  a  "penny  saved  is  a  penny  gained."  Everybody  knows  that. 
The  Don  knew  it,  and  by  a  practical  application  of  it,  succeeded  in 
raising  a  very  neat  little  plum.  He  began  by  borrowing  a  penny, 
and  saving  it.  In  this  way  he  had,  of  course  "  a  penny  gained," 
which,  added  to  the  one  he  had  borrowed,  made  two  pennies. 
These  he  also  saved,  making  two  more  gained,  and  so  on,  gaining, 
saving,  and  gaining,  until  in  a  week  or  so  he  found  himself  the 
happy  owner  of  a  fortune  of  $389,246,857,936,235,976,432,000... 
considered  quite  a  tidy  amount,  down  South,  for  a  man  who  began 
on  a  borrowed  penny. 

Glorianna  was  delighted.  She  was  at  once  enabled  to  have  new 
gaiters,  and  everything  nice.  She  looked  more  beautiful  than  ever 
. .  .and  the  odious  Peter  felt  all  the  more  envious  and  angry  toward 
Don  Rantanquero.  It  is  very  wrong  to  be  envious  of  our  neigh- 
bors. 

The  Don  often  told  Peter  so,  when  the  latter  came  to  Mobile,  on 
business. 

"Peter,"  he  used  to  say,  mildly  hut  firmly,  "you  area  good 
fellow  at  heart.  There's  only  one  trouble  with  you.  You  are  a 
confounded  fool.  Don't  you  know  you  oughtn't  to  hate  me  so? 
It  is  wrong.  I  can  prove  it  by  Dr.  Watts's  poems.  I  married  the 
woman  you  were  sitting  up  with  ;  I  am  richer  than  you  are,  and  I 
can  lick  you,  by  thunder.  Now,  what  are  you  going  to  do  about 
it?" 

Rut  Peter  failed  to  see  the  force  of  argument  and  reason,  no 
matter  how  calm  and  dispassionate,  bo  he  continued  to  envy  and 
hate  the  good  Don  Rantanquero,  and  laid  many  plans  to  remove 
him  from  this  earthly  sphere  of  action. 

Mobile  and  Huntsville  being  in  the  hands  of  the  Unionists,  the 
Rebellion  began  to  look  rather  slim.  Beauregard,  having  had  a 
difficulty  with  the  Don,  about  the  circus  business  at  Huntsville, 
got  mad  and  went  to  Charleston  with  a  small  army,  determined  to 
hold  that  city,  at  all  hazards.  This  greatly  displeased  the  Don, 
who  was  desirous  of  owning  South  Carolina  himself,  when  the  war 
was  over  ;  so  he  called  his  staff  together  to  hold  council. 

The  young  lieutenant  of  Quadroons  was  for  marching  down  there 
with  a  handful  of  men,  and  whipping  the  Rebels  in  a  fair,  stand- 
up  fight.  A  colonel  of  river-police  wanted  to  send  shadows  down 
to  "  pipe"  them.  A  major  of  artillery  wanted  to  wait  till  it  blew 
Great  Guns  and  then  Storm  Fort  Sumter.  General  Greeley... 
recently  appointed. .  .wanted  to  free  all  the  niggers,  and  give  each 
one  a  bible,  a  butcher-knife,  a  quart  of  corn-whiskey,  and  a  year's 
subscription  to  the  Tribune. .  .to  be  paid  for  by  Government. 

"  Do  it  quick,''  said  he,  "and  we  can  quell  the  Rebellion  in 
ninety  days.  Mind  you,  I  don't  advocate  an  insurrection.  I  am 
a  philanthropist.  I  love  my  species.  But  free  the  Africans  at 
Christmas,  or  Fourth  of  July,  or  some  other  time  when  they're  all 
drunk,  and  you'll  see  fun.     The  Rebel  army  is  mostly  composed  of 


men  with  families.  I  don't  say  anything  about  desolated  hearth- 
stones, smoking  ruins,  and  murdered  women  and  babies,  but  I  do 
say,  '  set  the  Ethiop  at  liberty,'  and  tell  him  to  defend  himself. 
That's  all.  The  Rebel  soldiers  who  have  wives  and  children  will 
leave  for  home  quick  enough  ;  and  isn't  that  what  we  want?'' 

"  You're  a  blower,"  said  Don  Rantanquero,  "  and  if  you  don't 
keep  quiet,  I'll  just  take  and  fall  on  you|!" 


General  Greeley  withdrew,  and  promised  never  to  give  any 
more  advice  concerning  army  movements.  He  had  often  done  so 
before. 

The  council  broke  up  without  any  definite  plan,  but  it  was  agreed 
that  the  army  should  loaf  along  down  toward  Charleston  and  see 
what  could  be  done. 

Don  Rantanquero  mounted  his  goodly  steed,  then,  one  soft, 
sunny  morning,  and  turned  his  face  toward  Charleston.  He  was  a 
sight  to  look  upon,  as  he  sat  proudly  in  his  saddle,  and  not  Dana 
himself  was  a  better  horseman.  The  sun  glinted  brightly  upon 
his  armor,  and  the  plumes  of  red,  white  and  blue  waved  fantasti- 
cally from  his  cuirass,  the  barred  greaves  of  which  concealed  his 
lovely  visage.  His  broad  chest  was  covered  by  a  massive  hau- 
berk of  polished  steel,  and  a  baldric  of  the  same  metal  encased 
each  thigh.  The  casques  that  defended  his  thewy  arms  were 
finished  with  gold  and  diamonds  at  the  elbow-gorgets,  and  a  jeweled 
gaberdine  hung  at  his  side.  Glorianna,  robed  in  brocade  of  cloth- 
of-gold,  with  a  diamond  tiara  about  her  swan-like  throat,  leaned 
from  her  tesselated  balcony  to  give  him  the  stirrup-cup ...  a  heavily- 
chased  chalice  of  solid  Britannia-ware,  crusted  with  ingots,  carbun- 
cles and  barnacles. 

"What  is  the  tod,  sweet  Love?"  asked  the  Don,  peering  into 
the  goblet,  where  a  mass  of  toast  floated  in  amber  applejack, 
among  allspice,  cloves,  and  nutmegs. 

"It  is  the  nectar  that  befits  one  who  wars  against  Southrons  ;'' 
she  responded,  in  tones  like  the  memory  of  silver  bells  ;  "  it  is  Old 
Brown  !" 

They  then  sang,  as  a  duett,  these  beautiful  lines,  in  the  style  of 
Mrs.  Hemans,  though  not  written  by  her  : 


Air. 


Mushrat  drinkin'   beer. 


Don  R- — "  Up  in  New  York  they  have  long  been  a-thinkini 
Juleps  and  punches  wo-o-on't  do  any  longer  ! 
Folks  are  getting  tired  of  such  common  chinking, 
Whack  fol  de  rol,  whack  fol  de  riddle  day  I" 
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"A  Young  Man's  Best  Capital  is  his  head;" 

Says  the  Phrenologist. 
"Them's  My  Sentiments,  Too:" 

Says  the  Hairdresser. 


Glorianna.— "  Some  jolly  genius  has  just  found  a  clever  way  of 

making 
This  hran  new  toddy  and  it's  all  the  go  with  drinking  people, 
No  more  hot  coppers,  no  more  marrow-bones  and  heads  an- 

aching, 
Whack  fol  de  rol,  whack  fol  de  riddle  day  !" 

Don.-—"  First  make  a  toast,  brown  without  and  within  it, 
Cook  it  completely,  and  sho-o-ove  it  in  your  liquor, 
Then  add  your  sugar  and  spices  in  a  minute, 
Whack  fol  de  rol,  whack  fol  de  riddle  day !" 

Glorianna.—"  Serve  up  the  drink,  hot  as  fire  can  make  it  short  of 

Then  you  will  swear  that  Old  Brown's  the  best  of  modern 

toddy,  . 

Then  you'll  forget  all  your  sorrows,  pain  and  weary  toiling, 
Whack  fol  de  rol,  whack  fol  de  riddle  day  !"  _ 

"  I  have  drank  it,"  said  the  Don,  sadly,  at  Crook  &  Duffs  in 
palmier  davs,  before  things  was  so  much  mixed.  But  let  that 
pass.     Take  care  of  yourself,  Love."  .  , 

"  So  long,"  replied  Glorianna,  and  waved  her  lily-white  hand. 
He  was  gone. 

Hardly  enough  time  had  elapsed  for  Don  Rantanquero  to  have 
ridden  a  hundred  miles,  before  Peter  came  leaping  into  the  balcony- 
window,  with  a  bowie-knife. 
"  You  are  mine'!''  shrieked  he. 

Glorianna  recoiled,  but  recovering  herself,  drew  a  jewel-hilted 
poniard  from  her  under-handkerchief,  and  a  fencing-match 
ensued.  It  was  brief,  however.  Peter  was  skillful  with  the 
weapon,  and  ere  long,  Glorianna's  tiny  dagger  flew  from  her  hand, 
leaving  her  defenceless  ... 

"  Ha !"  shouted  the  Rebel  Rival ;  "  now  I  think  I  ve  got  you  ! 

Concluded  in  our  next 


The  effect  of  a  Hand  Show- 


When  McClellan  shows  his  Hand  the  rebels  will  probably  show 
their  Heels. 


"O,    LET    THOSE    PEOPLE    GO." 

Dedicated  to  those  who  are  partial  to  Contraband  Melodies   and  who 
advocate  the  Hanging  of  Privattersmen . 


Brave  Corcoran  and  several  more 

In  Charleston  are  a  show  ; 
From  massive  cell  and  grated  door 
O,  let  those  people  go  ! 
Chorus. — 0,  come  down,  McClellan, 

Away  down  to  Dixie's  Land, 
But  hostages  must  not  be  hanged, 
So  let  those  people  go  ! 


We've  taken  soldiers,  rank  and  file, 

But  'twas  on  land,  you  know, 
Where  hanging  isn't  quite  our  style, 
And  so  we  let  them  go. 

But  great  General  Greeley, 

He  wants  to  hang  all  Dixie's  Land 
He  said  "  lock  up  the  Privateers  ; 
Don't  let  those  people  go  !" 


So  they  were  locked  in  the  felon's  cell, 

Their  diet  was  kept  low, 
Until  the  execution  bell 
Should  let  those  people  go. 

And  poor  Colonel  Corcoran, 

Away  down  in  Dixie's  Land 
Is  treated  just  the  6ame  until 
We  let  those  people  go. 


Can  anybody  understand 

Why  mercy  we  should  show 
To  none  but  Rebels  on  the  land  ? 
O,  let  those  people  go  ! 

And  know,  Abraham  Lincoln, 

That  Corcoran  pines  in  Dixie's  Land 
A  hostage  for  the  privateers, 
So  let  those  people  go  ! 


This  thing  admits  of  no  defence, 

It  never  should  be  so ; 
Then  let  us  use  our  common  sense, 
And  let  those  people  go. 

O,  send  down  the  "  pirates," 

Away  down  to  Dixie's  Land, 
To  ope  the  doors  of  Charleston  jail 
And  let  our  people  go  ! 


THE    CHARMING    NAIVETE    OF    SINNERS. 

The  late  exposure  of  the  Albany  Lobby  doings  is  remarkable  in 
nothing  save  the  refreshing  impudence  of  those  witnesses  who 
owned  up  to  having  received  bribe  money.  One  says  "  I  found  a 
check  for  two  hundred  and  fifty  dollars  in  my  hat — but  I  don't 
know  who  put  it  there."  Another  got  five  thousand  dollars  for 
corrupting  influence.  Others  got  divers  sums  for  doing  or  not 
doing,  this,  that  and  the  other,  as  the  case  might  be.  Years  ago 
people  in  such  circumstances  would  have  blanched  and  trembled 
at  thought  of  the  opprobium  that  awaited  them  upon  the  publica- 
tion of  such  disclosures.  Not  so  with  the  gentlemen  just  hauled 
over  the  coals,  however.  No.  They  own  up  to  all  charges  of  cor- 
ruption with  serene  brows  and  glib  tongues.  In  fact  they  seem  to 
feel  themselves  somebodies  in  proportion  to  the  prices  set  upon  them 
by  their  buyers.  Some  of  them  however  sold  themselves  at  prices 
considerably  lower  than  that  of  a  ten  year  old  negro  boy  in  the 
Gulf  States.  If  every  man  has  his  price,  it  strikes  us  that  these 
sharp  politicians  who  voluntarily  went  into  bondage  might  at  least 
have  obtained  prices  better  than  tho.^e  quoted  for  cotton-pickers 
and  worn-out  Aunties  But  that  is  of  course  a  matter  about  which 
they  are  the  best  judges. 


According  to  the  Books- 


"It  is  a  long  lane  that  has  no  turn,"  so  the  good  people  of 
the  Northwest  are  confident  that  their  favorite  General,  Jim  Lane, 
is  soon  to  have  his  Turn  with  the  Seceders. 
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HORSE,    FOOT,    AND    ARTILLERY. 

AEGO  YLE, 
who  "  wrote 
iu  c  ra  b  b  e  d 
Latin,  and 
voluminously 
that  in,"  as 
Tupper  pleas- 
antly says  of 
him  in  his 
"  E  i  d  o  1  o  n," 
is  responsible 
for  the  asser- 
tion that  one 
o  f  t  h  e  old- 
time  Deys  of 
Algiers  had  a 
regiment  o  f 
cavalry  the 
horses  of 
which  were 
^  provided  with 
short  scythes, 
a  ffi  x  e  d  to 
their  hind 
heels  like 
spurs.  The 
manoeuvre 
was  to  wheel 
suddenly 
round  in   the 

forward  charge  when  close  upon  a  body  of  hostile  infantry,  and, 
by  a  judicious  use  of  the  whip  and  spur,  to  set  the  horses  kicking 
furiously.  It  may  readily  be  imagined  that  fearful  havoc  must 
have  resulted  from  this  novel  and  ingenious  kind  of  sword  exercise ; 
and  it  might  be  well  worth  the  consideration  of  our  new  Secretary 
of  War,  whether  it  would  not  be  a  good  move  to  buy  up  all  the 
kicking  horses  that  are  to  be  found  throughout  the  country,  and 
organize  with  them  a  regiment  or  two  of  Calcitrators,  which  might 
be  found  very  effective  against  the  other  kind  of  Traitors  with 
whom  our  present  national  difficulty  originated.  In  connection 
with  this  subject,  we  respectfully  solicit  the  attention  of  the  Sec- 
retary of  War  to  the  following  extract  from  a  daily  journal  : 

About  one-third  of  the  horses  furnished  to  the  government  by  contractors,  at 
a  cost  ranging  between  one  hundred  and  nine  and  one  hundred  and  forty-five 
dollars  each,  are  either  too  oldfor  service,  ring-boned,  spavined,  broken-winded, 
or  otherwise  entirely  unfit  for  use.  The  Western  country,  it  is  said,  has  been 
entirely  cleaned  out  of  diseased  horses. 

It  is  needless  for  us  to  remark  that  horses  of  the  sort  described 
above  would  be  totally  unfit  for  the  kind  of  service  proposed  by  us, 
as  it  must  be  quite  obvious  that,  to  be  an  efficient  Calcitrator,  a 
horse  must  at  least  have  a  Kick  in  him. 

Notwithstanding  the  felicitous  turn  taken  by  the  Mason  and 
Slidell  affair,  it  may  not  be  out  of  place  here  to  say  that  govern- 
ment money  might  be  worse  expended  than  in  arranging  a  power- 
ful combination  for  the  harbor  defence  of  the  City  of  New  York  in 
particular,  and  of  our  other  sea-board  cities  in  general.  Twenty 
years  ago,  Messrs.  Stevens  of  Castle  Point,  near  the  pleasant  little 
hamlet  of  Hoboken  on  the  Jersey  shore,  addressed  a  letter  to  a 
certain  Board  of  Army  and  Navy  Officers,  recommending  a  system 
of  mail  clad  steamers  for  harbor  and  coast  defence.  From  that 
letter  we  gathered  that  the  Stevens  family  in  question  is  lineally 
descended  from  one  of  the  Roundheads  of  old,  because  they  recom- 
mend in  it  the  adoption  of  the  Stevens  Circular  Scull  as  a  pro- 
peller. Iu  1854  the  Messrs.  Stevens  commenced  building  the  mys- 
terious "  ram,"  or  iron-cased  floating  battery,  of  which  so  much  has 
been  heard  for  years,  and  so  little  known  until  quite  lately.  From 
that  time  until  a  month  or  so  back,  the  principal  occupation  of  the 
present  Mr.  Stevens  of  Castle  Point  appears  to  have  been  firing 
cannon  balls  into  successive  plates  of  iron  until  he  arrived  at  plates 
into  which  no  cannon  ball  could  be  got  to  penetrate.  With  a 
panoply  of  such  plates  he  has  encased  his  great  floating  ram,  or 
rampart,  rather,  we  should  call  it.  Government  appointed  a  com- 
mission of  c  fficers,  lately,  to  examine  into  the  merits  of  the  Stevens 
Eampait.  Ihe  commission  of  officers  decided  that  the  recoil  of 
the  immense  guns  would  tear  up  the  deck  of  that  vessel  or  any 
other  rampart.  The  deck  of  the  vestel  was  produced  and  the  guns 
were  fired  from  it,  and  there  did  not  seem  to  be  any  particular 
haTm  done  by  the  recoil.  Up  to  the  present  hour,  then,  the  Float- 
ing Pattery  must  be  consideud  a  success,  though  the  authorities 
do  not  as  vet  "  seem  to  see  it." 


Should  the  Floating  Battery  be  completed  and  adopted  as  a 
government  defence,  we  understand  that  Mr.  Stevens  intends 
naming  it  after  a  well-known  hero  of  one  of  the  prolific  Bulwer's 
most  popular  novels.     It  is  to  be  called  the  Eugene  A.  Ram. 


PATERFAMILIAS    AND    THE    PEDAGOGUES. 

We  congratulate  Paterfamilias,  who  has  lately  come  out  strong 
in  the  newspapers  on  the  subject  of  public  schools,  upon  his  having 
at  last  wakened  up,  wiped  his  spectacles,  and  taken  observations. 
The  result  of  this  movement  on  the  part  of  Paterfamilias  cannot 
as  yet  be  predicted  with  anything  approaching  certainty  ;  but,  if 
ths  suggestions  thrown  out  by  him  regarding  what  is  called  the 
"  mental  culture''  of  young  children  in  our  primary  schools  should 
lead  eventually  to  a  reform  in  that  severe  process,  we  think  that 
some  such  beneficial  effects  as  the  following  might  accrue  to  pupils. 
We  are  supposing  an  examination  at  one  of  the  public  schools. 

Master  Bender,  upon  being  asked  to  define  all  the  territories  of  the 
United  States  and  the  State  of  Oregon,  buckled  on  a  pair  of  skates, 
and,  proceeding  to  a  pond  laid  out  for  the  purpose,  executed  a  very 
neat  map  of  the  districts  in  question ,  by  cutting  about  upon  the  ice. 

Worcester's  Dictionary  was  illustrated  by  Master  Qdidor,  who 
selected  from  it  the  words  base-ball,  cricket,  marbles,  top,  kite,  ball, 
hoop  and  pony,  making  a  play  upon  each  word  according  to  the 
rules  of  the  game  or  exercise  denoted  by  it. 

In  the  girl's  school,  Emma  Tilbury,  aged  11,  was  asked  to  give 
the  difference  in  area  between  Tom  Tiddler's  Ground  and  Wash- 
ington Park .  This  she  did  in  a  very  clever  way,  by  running  round 
the  latter  while  the  teacher  was  reading  out  two  pages  of  the 
former. 

It  was  remarked  by  the  visitors  in  both  departments,  that  the 
children  did  not  know  less  about  general  subjects  of  information 
since  the  hours  of  study  were  reduced  from  eighteen  out  of  the 
twenty-four  to  six.  The  only  objection  to  the  new  system  appeared 
to  be  that  the  appetites  of  the  youngsters  were  much  better  than 
under  the  previous  one,  and  that  the  cheeks  of  some  of  them  were 
beginning  to  display  the  somewhat  "  blowzy"  appearance  imparted 
by  sufficiency  of  air,  exercise,  and  sleep. 


THE    GOVERNOR    OF    VIRGINIA    GOING    TO    THE    BAD. 

Everybody  that  is  anybody  has  heard  of  Letcher — Governor  of 
Virginia  and  a  prime  old  fool  generally.  Such  will  hardly  be  sur- 
prised at  the  recent  appearance  of  this  functionary  in  the  House 
of  Delegates,  Richmond,  in  a  state  of  intoxication.  The  Examiner 
says — 

"  In  the  mids-t  of  the  debate,  John  I.etcher,  Governor  of  Virginia,  came  into 
the  legislative  chamber  drunk,  and  sat  on  the  steps  leading  to  the  Speaker's 
chair  for  the  full  space  of  half  an  hour,  with  a  segar  in  bis  mouth,  making 
himself  a  spectacle  for  the  whole  house,  and  a  butt  for  the  jokes  of  the  gal- 
lery." 

We  expected  as  much  as  this.  In  a  country  where  horse-thieves 
are  admitted  to  the  best  society  it  is  only  natural  that  vulgarity 
should  become  conspicuous.  We  do  not  see  that  Governor 
Letcher  in  his  character  of  the  Drunkard,  is  more  deserving  of 
censure  than  Gen.  Floyd  in  his  character  of  the  Great  North 
American  Swindler. 

The  Examiner  should  not  be  too  severe  on  the  folly  of  fools, 
whose  only  aim  is  to  become  public  butts,  and  with  the  same  pen 
glorify  the  villanies  of  arch-traitors. 

Poor  Letcher  is,  however,  undoubtedly  going  to  the  bad.  Com 
whiskey  will  surely  jug  him  b}-and-bye,  unless  the  blockade  cuts 
off  the  supply.  Little  boys,  listen  !  See  what  it  is  to  be  a  Governor 
of  a  seceshed  State  !  Take  warning  by  Letcheb,  aud  don't  Let 
Your  playmates  ever  hear  you  express  a  desire  to  become  an  office- 
holder in  the  confederacy.  Poor  Letcher  will  perhaps  one  day 
afford  a  delightful  specimen  of  Delirium  Tremens  and  command  a 
pauper's  funeral — for  such  is  Life  in  the  rebel  republic. 


Don't  heed  them. 


Somebody  has  invented  Bnllet-Proof  Vests  for  the  Army — the 
Federal  Army  we  mean.  Now  our  advice  to  the  patentee  would 
be — send  your  life-preserving  waistcoats  South,  where  they  will 
command  a  premium  and  be  fairly  tested.  Our  troops  will  find 
them  utterly  useless,  unless  the  general  aim  of  the  tebels  has  im- 
proved within  a  week  or  so. 


Much  About  So. 


Speaking  of  the  land-operations  and  naval  expeditions,  X.  gives 
it  as  his  opinion  that  the  Stone  Fleet  is  the  best  thing  yet,  on  the 
Rebels.  "We  give  them  Nuts  to  crack,"  says  he,  "but  they 
seem  to  fear  our  Kernels  less  than  our  Hulls  !" 


TO 
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CHURCH    AND    STAGE. 
Showing  the  latest  dodge  for  "  filling  a  house,"  as  tried  on  in  the  serious  farce  of 
Hall,  Philadelphia. 


;  The  Old  Folk's  Wedding,"  at  Concerg 


OUR    RECREATIONS    IN    NATURAL    HISTORY. 

Taurus  Britannicus. — Cuvier.  Bos  Anglicanw. — Buffon. 

Homo  Tauriformis. —  Vanity  Fair. 

Several  naturalists  of  ability  have  given  to  this  well-knowu 
animal  the  title  of  Britanniccuss,  in  allusion  to  its  well-known 
Brummagem  origin  and  to  the  mixed  metal  which  rigid  investiga- 
tion shows  predominating  in  his  bones,  his  blood  and  his  spoons. 
Should  he  be  classified  by  American  naturalists,  we  would  suggest 
the  title  of  Bogus  Bos,  which  means  the  same  thing,  and  will  be 
more  intelligible  to  ordinary  students. 

Following  the  usual  scientific  analogy,  we  should  rank  this 
beast  with  the  ruminating  animals,  but  for  the  reason  that  he 
never  ruminates.  On  the  other  hand,  upon  the  slightest  provoca- 
tion, such  as  the  waving  before  him  any  flag  with  red  in  it,  except 
his  own,  Homo  Tauriformis,  or  John  Bull  as  he  is  vulgarly  called, 
becomes  exceedingly  excited,  and  not  only  swears  a  great  deal,  but 
drinks  a  prodigious  quantity  of  beer,  which  causes  him  to  swear  a 
great  deal  more.  From  this  circumstance,  he  has  been  entitled  by 
an  eminent  French  naturalist,  Mons.  Goddam.  This  Bull,  how- 
ever, is  essentially  carnivorous,  and  in  certain  localities,  as  for  in- 
stance in  Ireland,  he  is  anthropophagous,  having  reduced  to 
bones  most  of  the  men,  women  and  children  of  that  kingdom. 
Many  years  ago,  he  attempted  to  try  his  teeth  upon  the  people  of 
America,  but  found  them  altogether  too  tough,  an  unfortunate 
circumstance  which  he  has  never  forgiven  ;  for  at  the  mention  of 
the  American  name,  the  dreadful  fit  of  indigestion  which  he  then 
experienced  is  instantly  recalled  to  his  memory  ;  whereupon  he 
is  observed  to  elevate  his  caudal  extremity  at  an  angle  of  45*  with 
a  corresponding  depression  of  his  head,  while  from  his  throat  issues 
a  series  of  rapid  emotional  bellows,  proving  that  he  feels  uncom- 
monly unwell. 

His  appetite  for  the  dreadful  food  above  indicated  is  unfailing. 
Essentially  a  meandering  beast,  and  having  exhausted  his  home 
supplies,  he  has,  without  offering  to  pay  a  penny  for  his  marketing, 
foraged  in  all  parts  of  the  world,  and  having  eaten  nearly  the 
entire  population  of  India,  he  has  recently  exhibited  a  longing  for 
Chinese  man-meat,  and  a  determination  at  any  cost  to  gratify  his 
propensity.  At  intervals  of  his  repasts,  he  has  been  observed  to 
roll  his  eye  towards  the  United  States,  but  it  is  supposed  that  upon 
second  thoughts,  he  has  concluded  not  to  try  it  on. 

Probably,  no  animal  kuown  to  the  naturalist  has  a  better 
opinion  of  himself  than  the  British  Bull ;  and  it  has  even  been 
hinted  by  learned  Anglican  historians,  that  when  Jupiter  became 
weary  of  carrying  Europa,  he  paddled  himself  to  England,  without 
re-metamorphosing  his  metamorphosis,  and  is  now  the  identical 
animal  inhabiting  that  island.    Certainly,  the  present  Bull  always 


insists  that  his  bellowing  is  the  loudest  kind  of  thunder  ;  and  the 
glance  of  his  eye — which  is  really  a  dull  and  fishy  organ — he  mis- 
takes for  lightning.  The  presumption  of  other  animals,  in  assum- 
ing to  be  anybody,  or  to  live  at  all  upon  the  face  of  the  earth,  is 
what  this  beast  can  by  no  means  pardon  ;  in  consequence  of  which, 
he  has  always  been  fighting  with  the  Roman  bear,  the  German 
boar,  the  French  cock  and  the  American  eagle.  Whenever  any 
poor  animal  has  managed  to  make  things  snug  and  comfortable 
about  him,  it  has  been  the  invariable  practice  of  the  Bull  to  claim 
the  property  ;  and,  if  possible,  to  eject  the  possessor.  Sometimes 
he  has  succeeded,  and  sometimes  he  has  returned  with  quite  a 
colony  of  fleas  in  his  ear  ;  but  victorious  or  vanquished,  he  has 
always  come  out  of  the  contest,  roaring  like  a  conqueror  ;  swear- 
ing that  he  gave  the  fellow  a  devil  of  a  rib-roasting,  and  threaten- 
ing to  gore  any  historian  who  should  venture  to  record  otherwise. 
Bulls  of  the  ordinary  varieties,  are  provided  with  short  noses  ; 
but  the  British  Bull  has  an  uncommonly  lona;  one,  particularly  for 
smelling  things  at  a  great  distance  ;  while  it  is  remarkable,  that 
for  precisely  the  same  things,  when  directly  under  his  nose,  he  has 
no  scent  at  all.  Whenever  anything  unpleasant  has  occurred  in 
some  distant  quarter  of  the  world,  this  Bull  gives  an  intensely 
philanthropical  sniff,  and  roars  out  a  moral  lecture  to  the  universe, 
in  which  he  plainly  proves  that  he  is  the  only  Christian  Beast 
extant,  all  others  being  infidels,  humbugs,  and  swindlers  ;  but  if 
you  direct  his  attention  to  precisely  the  same  rascalities  in  his  own 
dominions,  his  smell  leaves  him ;  and  he  also  instantly  becomes 
deaf  and  blind,  and  so  nearly  dumb  that  he  only  opens  his  mouth 
wide  enough  to  thank  Providence  that  he  is  a  British  Bull,  and  not 
as  other  Bulls  are,  to  say  nothing  of  the  dissolute,  rascally,  swind- 
ling, tobacco-chewing  Eagle. 

It  must  not  be  supposed  from  this  that  the  Bull  who  is  so  par- 
ticularly hard  upon  other  beasts  who  are  slow  pay,  himself  pays 
his  debts  ;  for  he  is  distinguished  from  all  other  creatures  by  the 
simple  fact  that  he  does  not  pay  his  bills,  norpretend  to  pay  them. 
He  is  an  insolvent  of  about  two  hundred  years  standing ;  and, 
what  is  more,  he  has  no  wish  to  be  whitewashed ;  for  he  has  an 
impression  that  it  is  quite  a  genteel  thing  for  him  to  owe  a  great 
deal  of  money. 

In  conclusion,  we  may  notice  that  from  the  name  of  this  espe- 
cially agreeable  beast,  comes  tne  English  word  "  Bully,"  which 
signifies  all  that  is  lovely  in  disposition,  charming  in  character  and 
chivalrous  in  deportment ;  whieh  indicates  the  soul  of  good  fellow- 
ship, benevolence  and  honor  ;  and  which,  in  short,  stands  for  al! 
those  winning  qualities  which  have  secured  for  this  amiable  crea- 
ture the  title  of  Bully  John. 


VAJSTITY    F^IK. 


GOEILLA    BEITANNICUS. 

"  He  stood  there,  and  beat  his  breast    with    his    huge    fists,  till   it    sounded    like  an  immense  rass  drum, 

MEANTIME    GIVING    VENT   TO    ROAR    AFTER    ROAR.       { Du   Chctillu. 
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MORE    IDIOCY. 

Mr.  Stevens,  Abolitionist  member  of  the  House  of  Representa- 
tives, from  Pennsylvania,  is  a  very  funny  sort  of  person.  He  had 
better  go  to  Russia.  Russia  would  suit  him  to  a  dot.  The  Gov- 
ernment of  that  distant  and  facetious  land  is  exactly  what  he 
wishes  to  establish  here.  We  wish  Mr.  Stevens  would  go  there  ; 
although  we  can  but  think  that  it  would  be  a  sad  thing  for  Russia. 

Some  men  are  born  foolish  ;  some  achieve  folly  ;  others  have  it 
thrust  upon  them.  Mr.  Stevens  gives  evidences  of  the  first- 
mentioned  affliction.  We  humbly  beg  pardon  of  our  readers  for 
presenting  some  little  extracts  from  a  recent  speech  made  by  this 
person,  but  we  wish  to  impress  those  who  vote  for  Representatives, 
with  a  wholesome  caution  as  to  what  they  are  doing.  They  may, 
in  voting  for  an  honest,  sane  man,  as  they  think,  be  electing  a 
Stevens  unawares.     Speaking  of  the  Rebels,  he  says  : 

"  The  South  can  never  be  reduced  so  long  as  this  War  is  prose- 
cuted on  its  present  principles. .  so  long  as  they  are    left   the 

means  of  ctltivating  their  fields  by  forced  labor Their  domestic 

institutions  give  them  great  advautages  in  War To  end  the 

War  successfully  and  promptly,  therefore,  the  slaves  must  be  made 
our  allies. . . .  Which  is  most  to  be  abhorred,  a  Rebellion  of  slaves 
fighting  for  their  liberty,  or  a  Rebellion  of  free  men  fighting  to 
murder  the  nation  ?. . .  The  Constitution  says  that '  the  President 
shall  take  care  that  the  laws  shall  be  faithfully  executed,'  and 
creates  him  for  the  time  of  emergency  as  much  a  Dictator,  as  a 
decree  of  the  Roman  Senate,  whose  dictators  exercised  all  proper 
power  necessary  for  the  public  safety,  whether  the  means  were  in- 
scribed on  their  tables  or  not. . .  Rather  than  see  the  nation  dis- 
honored by  compromise  or  concession,  I  would  confer  that  power 
now.  0,  for  six  months  resurrection  in  the  flesh  of  stern  old 
Jackson  ?  He,  in  this  crisis,  would  abolish  slavery.  He  would 
arm  a  free  people  of  color,  he  would  march  into  the  heart  of  slave- 
dom,  not  to  pick  cotton,  but  to  put  weapons  into  every  freedman's 
hand?....     The  necessity  of  a  Dictatorship  is  evident,  to  snatch 

the  nation  from  the  jaws  of  death Manumit  the  slaves,  and 

the  War  would  end  in  six  months.  Leave  them  to  the  Rebels,  and 
I  doubt  if  six  years  will  end  it.  At  the  same  time,  I  admit  it  to  be 
the  most  terrible  weapon  in  our  armory.  Is  that  an  argument 
against  its  use  ?" 

And  all  this,  from  a  man  who  professes  to  be  a  Republican,  a 
Christian,  and  various  other  things  which  he  is  not. 

The  Czar  of  Russia  is  as  much  of  a  Dictator  as  Mr.  Stevens  can 
desire.  He  has  lately  tried  the  experiment  of  emancipating  the 
slaves,  too.  Could  anything  be  more  suitable  to  the  philanthropic 
mind  of  Stevens  ?  Especially  as  he  despairs  of  this  country.  He 
says,  and  we  think  with  a  rather  unwholesome  boldness,  that  the 
Rebels  have  the  advantage  of  us  and  we  can  not  conquer  them,  as 
we  now  propose  to  do.  The  Daily  News  used  to  say  the  same 
thing.    The  Daily  News  is  dead. 

Now,  if  Mr  Stevens  really  believes  all  this  fol-de-rol,  he  is  in  a 
bad  way.  The  prospect  of  more  than  "  six  years"  of  civil  War  is 
not  pleasant,  and  even  that  will  be  of  no  use,  says  Stevens,  unless 
you  free  the  Nigger.  Wherefore,  instead  of  seeking,  in  the  balmy 
clime  of  Russia,  the  Dictatorial  emancipation  he  yearns  for,  he 
prays  for  a  resurrection  of  the  "stern  old  Jackson,"  to  re-enact 
the  light  and  festal  scenes  of  the  St.  Domingo  insurrection.  The 
"  stern  old  Jackson,"  could  he  hear  Mr.  Stevens,  would  hardly 
feel  complimented  at  this  novel  character  so  easily  given  him.  At 
the  battle  of  New  Orleans,  Jackson  and  other  slaveholders  placed 
a  few  armed  negroes  on  the  earthworks  to  complete  thsm  and  repair 
them  under  the  first  fire  of  the  enemy.  These  slaves  claimed  to  have 
been  promised  their  freedom,  but  they  never  got  it.  Is  that  the 
kind  of  thing  that  Mr.  Stevens  means  by  "  making  the  slaves  our 
Allies?" 

The  humiliating  falsehood,  so  often  fulminated  in  Congress  by 
Stevens,  Lovejoy,  and  other  lunatics,  that  we  are  incapable  of  con- 
ducting this  War  and  suppressing  the  Rebellion,  has  a  marked 
effect  upon  our  Foreign  relations,  and  should  be  stopped.  With 
our  population,  our  resources,  our  enthusiasm,  and  our  Cause,  Mr. 
Stevens  should  be  ashamed  of  himself  for  hinting  that  we  can  not 
conquer  the  half-armed,  disorganized  military  mob  now  dignified 
with  the  name  of  the  "Confederate  Army."  With  the  Southern 
people  living  and  moving  only  Dy  means  of  their  niggers  ;  with 
their  coast  thoroughly  blockaded  ;  with  their  treasury  worse  than 
empty  ;  with  their  country  paralyzed,  their  soldiery  demoralized, 
their  press  disaffected  and  their  leaders  bewildered,  must  we,  for- 
sooth, despair,  unless  we  can  get  the  help  of  a  few  hundred  thou- 
sand semi- barbarous  and  idle  slaves  to  murder,  burn,  violate,  and 
lay  waste  ? 

Go  to  Russia,  Mr.  Stevens  ;  go  anywhere,  where  you  can  hide 
your  insignificant  head  and  have  your  ridiculous  words  forgotten 
by  all  decent  men  !  If  there  are  tremulous  and  cowardly  persons 
among  us,  who  dare  not  look  the  Rebellion  in  the  face  without 
getting  behind  a  mighty,  gigantic  and  full-flavored  Nigger,  we 
really  can  see  no  object  in  sending  them  to  Congress  to  exhibit 
their  timorous  insanity. 


THE    CONTRACTOR'S    PLAINT- 
I. 

Ah  me  !  each  recent  purchase 
Has  sold  me,  even  at  its  sale  ; 

Now  C-m-r-n  is  virtuous 
There  are  no  more  cakes  and  ale  ! 


I  bought,  just  for  a  flyer, 

When  merchants  were  in  sorry  straits, 
And,  wishing  to  rate  higher, 

I  sold  at  higher  rates. 


The  military  Body, 

As  prices  rise  or  prices  fall 
Might  sometimes  walk  in  Shoddy, 

Sometimes  not  Shod  at  all. 


And  though  it  may  sound  funny, 
I  now  can  most  sincerely  say 

That,  so  I  gained  the  Money, 
I  cared  not  who  gained  the  Day. 


If  we  but  drove  the  traitors 
As  hard  as  I  my  bargains  drive 

We'd  be  but  small  potatoes 
If  one  were  left  alive. 

VI. 

The  shoddy  .  .  .  they  could  bear  it 
Quite  well,  as  speculations  go  .  . 

I  suffered  them  to  wear  it  .  .  . 
That's  why  they  Suffered  so. 


Importers,  merchants,  factors, 
Behind  me  always  had  to  stand, 

For,  strangely,  we  Contractors 
The  markets  all  Expand  ! 


But  my  golden  reign  is  over, 
I've  had,  like  other  dogs,  my  day 

Where  once  I  was  in  Clover, 
What  am  I  now  in  .  .  .  Hay  ? 


The  Comic  Puritan. 


In  an  advertisement  of  a  lecture  by  a  Rev.  Mr.  Conway,  delivered 
in  the  Church  of  the  Puritans  on  Thursday  evening  last — subject, 
the  emancipation  of  the  contraband — that  reverend  gentleman 
is  facetiously  "underlined"  as  a  native  of  "Ole  Virginny."  If 
the  Church  of  the  Puritans  goes  on  getting  funny  after  this  fashion, 
we  may  soon  hear  that  the  Rev.  Cheever,  of  that  establishment, 
has  gone  into  partnership  with  George  Christy,  learned  to  play 
upon  the  bones,  engaged  Brother  Conway  as  an  "  end-man,"  and 
opened  his  church  with  entirely  new  fittings  and  decorations  as  a 
Tabernacle  of  Timbuctoo. 


OUR    BOOK    REVIEW. 
John  Brent  :    By  Theodore  Winthrop.      Boston  :    Ticknor  and 

Fields.    For  sale  in  New  York,  by  Sheldon  &  Co. 

A  varied  picture  of  mountain  and  prairie  life,  by  the  lamented 
author  of  "Cecil  Dreeme."  The  volume  is  neatly  got  up;  but 
we  must  point  out  a  curious  typographical  error  in  the  French  title 
of  tne  twenty-fifth  chapter,  where  the  superfluous  accent  involves 
a  grammatical  blunder. 

Prayers  :   By  Theodore  Parker.     Boston  :    Walker,  Wise  and 
Company.     For  sale  in  New  Y  ork,  by  J.  Miller.  | 
A  tidy,  compact  little  volume,  and  one  that  commends  itself  to 
all  who  do  not  think  the  country  and  its  inhabitants  "  past  pray- 
ing for'' — as  we  don't. 


Reflection  in  a  Restaurant. 


Well  may  our  country  now  be  likened  unto  a  tavern,  of  which 
Government  is  the  chief  Waiter,  to  whom  cry  many  wooden  ships, 
saying — "Waiter!  waiter!  here!  hi!  hi!  bring  us  some  Plates, 
quick !" 
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"  Ail  Orders  Thankfully  Received." 


"  BABY-TALK." 
Opinions  of  The  Undersigned. 

I  am,  generally  speaking,  well-disposed  toward  the  language  of 
my  own,  my  native  land.  Indeed,  I  have  rather  a  warm  affection 
for  it  than  otherwise  ;  for  is  it  not  the  constant  and  laborious 
writing  thereof  that  procures  me  my  bread,  my  garments,  my 
tobacco  and  my  beer  ? 

It  is,  then,  a  matter  of  serious  concern  to  me,  that  this  language 
is,  rapidly  degenerating.  I  hear  nobody  speak  it  correctly.  The 
conversation  of  intelligent  people,  even,  is  a  jargon  of  the  most 
painful  quality.  Only  yesterday,  I  heard  a  parent  say  to  a  child, 
in  a  moment  of  instructive  wrath,  "  Til  learn  yer  ter  torlc  bad 
grammar !"     Comment  is  superfluous. 

I  believe  that  the  great  trouble  lies  in  our  early  trainiog.  The 
lessons  instilled  into  our  young  and  plastic  minds  while  yet  the 
bib,  the  cradle  and  the  diaper  are  our  familiar  surroundings,  pro- 
duce a  far  deeper  impression  than  many  later-learned  tasks.  The 
Previous,  in  a  word,  stands  grievously  in  the  way  of  the  Subse- 
quent. 

That  is,  the  foundation  of  our  wretched  carelessness  and  igno- 
rance of  our  own  language  lies  in  that  hoary  abuse,  that  time- 
honored  falsity,  Baby-Talk ! 

I  am  sadly  aware  that  I  am  at  this  moment  sowing  the  seeds  of 
misery  for  myself.  I  am  incurring  the  wrath  of  the  Matrons  of 
America.  But  I  can  not  help  it.  It  is  not  that  I  love  Matrons 
less,  but  Language  more. 

How  can  a  child,  just  learning  the  use  of  the  larynx,  pharynx, 
rcsophagus  and  epiglottis,  attain  to  correctness  in  a  language  which 
he  has  never  heard  spoken  ?  How  can  he  learn  to  recognize  as 
a  Foot,  that  member  which  he  has  heard  mentioned  only  as  a 
Tootsey?  What  connection  can  his  vague  and  unsophisticated 
mind  discern  between  his  Hand  and  a  Pad  ? 

I  know  a  young  father,  an  excellent  man,  a  model  citizen,  a 
careful  and  conscientious  soul,  an  exemplary  friend,  and  one  who, 
upon  all  other  subjects  is  apparently  of  the  soundest  mind  and 
judgment,  but  who  can  not  approach  his  infant  son  without  a 
temporary  loss  of  reason.  What  would  you  think,  were  a  stranger, 
just  introduced  to  you,  to  begin  by  insanely  shouting  "  Kypse ! 
kypse  !"  and  continue  it  for  ten  minutes? 

What  would  you  think,  were  your  servant  to  announce  the 
evening  meal  to  yourself  and  family  in  the  obscure  formula  of 
"  Wantee  tuppers?" 

Yet  thus  we  maltreat  our  offspring.  The  child,  habitually  ad- 
dressed in  this  way,  is  bewildered.     It  opens  its  little  round  eyes, 


•tartly  in  astonishment,  partly  in  grief,  at  the  suddec  idiocy  of  its 
nurse  or  parent,  but  finishes  by  adopting  the  idiom  and  the  idiocy 
together.  In  order  to  learn  that  a  certain  animal  is  called  a  Dog, 
it  must  have  a  long  tuition  of  calling  it  a  Bow-wow.  In  order  to 
acquire  a  clean  and  pure  pronunciation,  it  must  Bumpee  itty 
headee,  Mummur  itty  bossom,  soee  sood.  Can  anything  be  more 
melancholy,  to  one  who  loves  the  "  well  of  English,  undefiled  ?" 

Briefly,  I  protest  against  teaching  children  a  sort  of  "  patter," 
resembling  nothing  so  much  as  the  thieves'  slang,  and  then  un- 
teaching  them,  with  infinite  labor  and  pains,  so  as  to  prepare  them 
for  learning  the  language  they  are  to  talk  .  .  .or  mutilate  .  .  .  for 
the  rest  of  their  lives. 

Let  me  give  one  sample  of  what  we  should  come  to  in  a  few  gen- 
erations, were  not  this  fearful  Baby-Talk  partially  annulled  by 
our  printed  language.  Suppose  we  learned  only  by  hearing  others 
speak,  and  that  the  natural  result  of  word  demoralization  clung 
to  us,  increasing  with  each  successive  generation.  Would  not  one 
of  the  most  charming  poems  in  our  abused  language  come  to 
sound  like  this  ? 

Bake,  bake,  bakey, 

On  dy  co'  gay  tones,  O,  Sea  ! 
An'  I  woody  me  tung  could  utter 

Ze  torts  dat  risey  in  me. 

0  well  for  ze  fissermun  boy, 

Dat  soutey  wizzy  sissy,  p'ay ! 
0  well  for  ze  sailey  laddy-daddy-addy, 

Singey  boatee  onee  bay  ! 

An'  statey-atey  sips  go  on 

To  havey-avey  unner  ze  hill ; 
But  0,  tuzzy-wuzzy  vanissy  pad, 

An'  souney-wouney  voicey  'till ! 

Bake,  bake,  bakey, 

At  tootsey  dy  c'ags,  0,  Sea  ! 
But  teddy-eddy  g'ace  of  day  iss  deady 
'11  never  turn  backy  to  me  ! 
I  most  abjectly  beg  Mr.  Tennyson  to  pardon  me,  but  when  he 
reads  this  playful  paraphrase,  he   may  know  how  it  sounds  to  a 
sensible  man  to  hear  him  talking  ...  as  he  doubtless  does  ...  to 
infants. 

But  I  maybe  wrong.  It  maybe  the  easiest  way  to  teach  the 
language.  In  that  case,  I  earnestly  recommend  its  adoption  by 
all  students.  Let  it  be  applied  to  French.  Let  the  scholar  be 
taught  a  distorted  hash  of  the  sweet  Gallic  at  first,  and  told  that 
instead  of  main,  or  pied,  he  must  say  Bob,  or  Mugsey,  for  a  year  or 
two.  If  the  philologists  agree  to  this,  on  mature  investigation, 
and  adopt  the  Maternal  Fount  of  Language,  as  it  may  be  termed, 
for  their  pupils'  daily  use,  I  shall  take  a  vivacious  pleasure  in  with- 
drawing all  that  I  have  said  here,  and  imploring  the  Matrons  of 
America  to  forgive 

The  Undersigned. 


INNOCENT    SNOW. 

Innocent  Snow !  innocent  Snow ! 

Sweet  emblem  of  all  that  is  pure, 
'Tis  little  about  our  City  you  know, 

Else  you  never  would  visit  it,  sure. 

In  the  Heaven  from  which  to  our  slums  you  descend 
Of  Hackley  you  ne'er  could  have  heard, 

Or  you'd  surely  have  asked  the  advice  of  a  friend, 
Ere  his  Ways  to  your  own  you  preferred. 

My  heart  is  depressed  for  you,  innocent  Snow, 

In  the  garbage-box  foul  as  you  lie, 
Poor  victim  of  fraudulent  men,  here  below, 

Who,  in  swindling,  each  other  outvie. 

Were  our  sham  City  Fathers  but  honest  and  true, 

Each  street,  lane  and  alley  might  be 
Now  and  then  freshly  carpeted  over  by  you, 

Instead  of  all  slush  to  the  knee. 


He  may  do  it. 

We  are  not  a  prophet  nor  the  grandmother  of  a  prophet — like 
the  old  party  at  the  Herald  office,  but  we  will  venture  to  predict 
that  it  would  startle  nobody  if  the  Associated  Press  Correspondent 
at  Washington  should  send  once  more  over  the  wires  his  favorite 
telegram — "  All  Quiet  along  the  lines." 
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WINTER    SPORTS    OF    THE    OMNIBUS    HORSE. 

Not  a  few  persons  believe  that  the  Central  Park  contains  the 
slipperiest  thing  or  arrangement  in  New  York. 
This  is  a  fallacy. 

(N".  b. — Far-sighted  people  may  see  a  pun  in  that  word,  thus 
Fall-icy— but  we  will  not  press  the  point  too  closely  upon  their 
attention.)  The  skating  pond  is  slippery,  but  its  slipperiness  is 
nothing  compared  to  that  of  Broadway.  The  C.  P.  pond  is  the 
people's  pond— the  popular  skating  ground.  Broadway  is  the 
Metropolitan  horse  pond — the  equine  sliding  ground  three  miles 
long.  As  the  former  was  instituted  for  the  purpose  of  adding  to 
health  and  happiness,  and  improving  the  physique  of  Tax  Payers 
and  their  offspring,  so  the  latter  was  established  for  the  advantage 
and  amusement  of  well-taxed  stage  horses  and  their  frisky  young 
ones.  Unlike  the  sports  of  the  people  at  Central  Park  Pond,  the 
sports  of  the  omnibus  steed  are  in  season  the  year  round,  with 
very  little  intermission.  However,  the  fun  is  at  its  height  during 
the  frosty  months,  and  by  jingo  !  the  sport  is  rare  indeed.  Strange 
to  say  there  has  been  thus  far  no  account  published  by  any  enter- 
prising city  daily,  of  this  favorite  stage-horse  amusement.  Every- 
thing else  has  been  sketched  to  death,  but  this  attractive  subject 
has  failed  to  get  even  a  one  line  notice.  It  isn't  Fair — as  the 
drivers  say.  We  thought  so,  and  brought  out  a  young  man  to 
look  after  the  matter — a  young  man  who  once  "authorized"  a 
poem,  with  pen  and  ink  scenery,  entitled  "  The  Lay  uv  the  Homli- 
bus  'Orse."  This  young  man  was  absent  on  his  mission  about 
three  weeks,  and  we  had  just  concluded  that,  having  forgotten 
his  errand,  he  was  busily  engaged  in  hunting  up  the  Burnside 
Expedition  instead,  when  "  lo !  and  behold  !"  he  appeared  in  the 
horizon  of  our  sanctum,  supported  on  either  side  by  an  infirm 
quadruped  which  he  termed  "  Bus  Critters."  The  animals  saga- 
ciously carried  their  tails  in  their  mouths,  the  appendages  having 
worked  loose  in  their  sockets  and  dropped  out.  Eyes  and  teeth 
were  wanting  to  each.  One  was  spavined,  the  other  practised  the 
string-halt.  One  heaved  like  a  water-logged  ship  on  the  Morris 
and  Essex  Canal — the  other  let  drop  his  tongue  after  the  manner 
of  children  when  the  family  doctor  calls  in  a  friendly  way.  Poor 
fellow  1  He  looked  bad.  "  We  of  course  offered  chairs  all  round 
and  requested  the  young  man  to  bring  his  "critters"  near  the 
Liverpool  coal  fire,  so  that  they  might  warm  their  feet.  After 
awhile  we  got  the  young  party's  experience  away  from  him,  and 
here  are  some  of  its  most  telling  points.  They  are  given  uncon- 
nectedly,  because  they  are  in  no  wise  connected. 

The  Explorer  said  that  he  determined  to  write  a  five  hundred 
page  book  on  the  subject  when  he  started  out,  so,  on  the  strength 
of  his  prospects,  he  dined  at  Crook  &  Duff's  Inn.  He  then  sallied 
forth,  crossed  the  Park,  and  inquired  of  himself  where  he  was. 
The  answer  came,  "Broadway — bounded  by  Stewart's,  Delmoni- 
co's,  the  most  handsome  of  the  handsome  policemen,  and  other 
things."  That's  geographical.  The  horses  were  at  it  in  force — 
indeed  they  seemed  that  day  to  be  indulging  in  an  extra  grand 
Route — a  regular  Russ  pavement  frolic — a  high  old  slide,  and  so 
on.  In  sight  were  thirty- three  stages,  a  pair  of  steed-Sports 
attached  to  each.  At  a  quarter  past  eleven  o'clock  nineteen 
horses  went  down ,  kerflop  !  Three  of  them  broke  themselves  all 
to  pieces,  and  the  wind  soon  scattered  the  atoms  somewhere. 
Two  got  up  without  their  heads,  which  the  driver  discovered, 
however,  and  fastened  on  with  prepared  glue — the  only  diffi- 
culty, was  that  he  bungled  and  put  the  wrong  heads  on  the 
right  horses,  or  else  the  right  heads  on  the  wrong  horses.  That 
was  an  unimportant  matter,  though,  and  the  "Critters"  hobbled 
off  towards  Whitehall.  Most  of  the  animals  enjoyed  the  fun 
immensely — sliding  blocks  at  a  time,  and  going  down  purposely 
just  for  the  lark  of  getting  their  drivers  to  dismount  from  their 
boxes.  The  most  exciting  incident  of  the  day  was  a  stunning 
slide  made  by  two  animals  belonging  to  the  Fourteenth  Street 
line.  These  made  a  start  at  Union  Square  and  slid  clean  to  South 
Ferry  without  a  stop — and  that,  too,  on  their  sides,  sprawled  out 
as  it  were.  They  were  evidently  greatly  elated  with  their  feat, 
notwithstanding  that  the  prolonged  friction  wore  away  about 
twenty  pounds  of  valuable  flesh,  and  shortened  several  useful 
bones.  They  offered  to  turn  over  and  slide  up  to  the  Ninth 
Avenue  again,  and  acted  as  though  they  thought  that  they  could 
not  walk  or  trot.  Their  capers  found  many  imitators,  but  none  met 
with  such  brilliant  success. 

The  captured  chargers  which  our  attache-  brought  in,  he  had 
secured  from  a  Bleecker  street  'bus — they  had  fallen  accidentally, 
and  the  stage  wheels  rolled  over  them  seriously.  At  first,  falling 
rather  knocked  a  horse  up,  but  practice  has  inured  the  beasts  to 
it,  and  now  they  rather  like  it.  There  is  hardly  a  horse  belong- 
ing to  any  stage  line  that  does  not  make  his  three  Trips  a  day— if 
you  don't  believe  it  ask  the  drivers. 


WORTHLESS    BOOTY. 

The  man  who  won  the  elephant  by  throwing  triple  sixts, 

Was  not  more  bothered  than  John  Bull  with  the  plenipos  from 

Dixie's. 
Such  envoys  are  nor  fish  nor  flesh,  he  scarce  knows  how  to  place 

them, 
And  in  his  wrath  at  what  they  cost,  from  London  fain  would  chase 

them. 

He  turns  his  nose  up  at  their  yarns,  he  spits  on  their  credentials, 
He  tells  them  Dixie's  cotton  bales  will  soon  be  non-essentials, 
And  much  blasphemes  his  gouty  limbs,  and  pipes  each  optic  foun- 
tain, 
That  such  small  samples  of  the  mus  should  come  of  such  a  moun- 
tain. 

The  London  Times,  in  substance,  says  :  "  Altho'   'twas  England's 

duty 
To  rescue  Mason  and  Slidell,  they're  mighty  worthless  booty, 
And  let  not   Englishmen  degrade   themselves,   their  flag,    their 

nation 
By  giving  fellows  such  as  these,  a  humbugging  ovation." 

"Their  dirty  object  is  of  course,  in  their  confounded  wrangle 
The  land  they've  many  a  time  reviled — the  blackguards  ! — to  en- 
tangle, 
And  what  does  England  care  for  them — two  greasy  negro  helots 
She  would  have  fought  for  just  as  soon  as  these  slave-driving 
zealots." 

"  She  merely  tolerates  them  here — their  balderdash  and  scandal 
Let  those  attend  to,  who  may  think  such  small  game  worth  the 

candle, 
As  foes,  not  friends  in  sore  distress,  she  gives  the  creatures  shelter, 
Requiting  with  contempt  the  slang  with  which  they  used  to  pelt 

her." 

Thus  vents  fat  John  his  scorn  and  spleen,  nor  is  it  very  strange  he 
Kicks  at  the  price  he's  had  to  pay  for  curs  so  mean  and  mangy, 
Poor  wretche  s  they  must  feel  far  worse  than  when  our  eagle  tore 

them 
From  Britain's  "  sacred"  quarter-deck,  and  to  Fort  Warren  bore 

them. 

They  were  at  least  of  some  account,  when  as  State  captives  guarded 
By  files  of  men  with  loaded  guns,  and  fed  on  chickens  larded  ; 
But  now  their  "  lion"  course  is  run — and  people  smile  in  wonder 
To  think  that  only  some  "  small  beer,"  has  come  of  all  that  thun- 
der. 


A  JUDGMENT  ON  THE  JOURNAL. 

It  is  an  ill  wind  that  blows  nobody  good,  the  old  proverb  tells 
us  ;  and  on  the  same  principle  we  may  say  it  is  an  ill  flood  that 
doesn't  wash  something  clean.  We  had  one  here  in  New  York 
the  other  day,  a  sort  of  January  thaw,  which  did  a  good  deal  of 
mischief  in  the  maritime  neighborhoods,  filling  mercantile  cellars 
so  that  they  had  to  be  pumped  out,  and  driving  scores  of  un- 
kempt Celts  from  their  subterranean  dens.  This  was  an  evil,  per- 
haps, but  not  an  unmitigated  one,  for  it  drowned  myriads  of 
rats,  mice,  "  and  such  small  deer,"  and  washed,  for  once  at  least, 
numbers  of  all  nations,  of  both  sexes,  averse  to  water  in  its  na- 
tural state.  The  good  deeds  performed  by  the  flood,  (for  there 
were  a  few,)  were  mostly  in  Wall  street,  one  of  which  we  beg 
leave  to  mention — the  preventing  of  one  whole  issue  of  The 
Journal  of  Commerce !  It  entered  the  cellar  in  which  that  trea- 
sonable sheet  is  printed,  and  rose  around  the  misguided  men  who 
worked  the  presses,  until  they  fled  for  their  lives,  leaving  the 
paper  to  its  fate.  We  can  conceive  of  the  delight  with  which 
that  irrepressible  flood,  black  with  the  filth  of  the  streets,  poured 
mob-like  down  the  slippery  steps,  burst  open  the  dingy  doors  and 
windows,  and  gave  itself  up  to  waste  and  destruction,  knocking 
the  forms  into  pi,  putting  out  the  spluttering  fires,  and  kicking 
up  a  bobbery  generally.  We  can  conceive,  too,  the  immeasur- 
able disgust  it  must  have  felt  when  it  found  it  was  getting  the 
worst  of  it,  growing  dirtier  every  minute,  until  it  became  at  last 
fetid  with  ink  and  treason.  It  reminds  us  of  the  lines  of  Coleridge 
on  a  similar  Augean  stable  : 

"  The  river  Rhine  it  is  ivell  known, 
Doth  wash  the  city  of  Cologne  ; 
But  tell  me,  Nymphs,  what  power  divine. 
Henceforth  shall  wash   the  river  Rhine  ?" 


A  Very  Confused  sort  of  Query. 
Is  a  Chcval-Glass  anything  like  a  Stirrup-Cup  ? 
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THE  LAST  THING  IN  BONNETS. 
Vocal  Young  Man. — "I'm  sitting  on  she  Style,  Mart!'' 


A  Hunter's  Outfit. 
Major-General  Hunter,   according  to  the 
late  famous  order  issued  by  him  at  Leaven- 
worth, seems  to  be  a  good  specimen  of  the 
rough-and-ready.     He  says  : 

"The  General  commanding 'cakes  in  his  valise  but 
one  change  of  clothing,  and  no  officer  or  soldier  will 
carry  more." 

And  then  : 

"  The  General  commanding  has  applied  to  the 
Government  for  six  Brigadier-Generals." 

This  looks  more  like  fight  than  anything 
we  have  heard  for  a  good  while  ;  but  the 
proportion  of  Brigadier-General  to  linen  sug- 
gests a  reversal  of  Falstaff's  famous  tavern 
bill— viz  ,  a  great  deal  of  bread  to  so  little 
sac. 


From  our  Pottering  Contributor. 

So  wide  a  field  has  been  offered  by  the 
Public  Departments,  in  general,  for  the 
labors  of  a  certain  Investigating  Committee, 
that  a  more  appropriate  designation  than 
that  of  the  Potter's  Field  could  hardly  be 
devised  for  those  Departments  in  the  aggre- 
gate. 


The  Volunteer's  Motive. 
Dick,  sore  afflicted  by  a  vixen  spouse, 
Flies  to  the  camp  and  takes  a  soldier's  vows  ; 
A  friendly  neighbor  to  the  man  appealed  : — 
"Is  't  love  of  war  that  drives  you  to  the 

field?" 
"  Nay,"   quoth  the  sad,   reluctant  son   of 

Mars, 
" 'Tis  love  of  peace  that  drives  me  to  the 

wars?" 


PETER    FUNK,    THE    PETTED    THIEF. 

Now,  we  put  it  to  any  experienced  and  clear  minded  reader, 
what  is  a  writer  going  to  do  with  a  subject  like  Peter  Fcnk?  That 
he  needs  handling  without  gloves  and  kicking  with  heavy  boots 
is  evident.  That  he  needs  to  have  some  well-fitted  stoppers  put 
on  to  him  is  also  discernable.  But  how  shall  the  work  be  done  ? 
What  good  will  he  derive  from  doing  it  ?  Will  the  legislature 
frame  an  act  equal  to  the  exigencies  of  the  case  ?  Not  any.  f  Hardly. 
If  a  very  little  boy  were  to  ask  us  the  question,  Who  is  Mr.  Peter 
Funk  ?  we  might  bewilder  his  immature  mind  by  replying  that 
he  is  a  compound  of  Jew,  Yankee,  and  Devil,  who  holds  an 
apparent  legal  right  to  swindle  fools  in  open  daylight  under  the 
very  eyes  of  the  Grand  Jury  and  Metropolitan  Police. 

He  is  even  more  privileged.  He  is  the  recognised  thief,  old 
established,  well  understood,  not  merely  tolerated,  but  actually 
petted  and  fondled,  as  it,  were  by  the  authorities.  "  That's  so  !" 
(Unanimous.)  Almost  every  evil  doer  in  this  community  runs 
some  chance  of  being  held  responsible  and  pun  ished  for  his  sins, 
except  the  Funk.  The  gambler,  the  burglar,  the  incendiary,  the 
assassin,  the  forger — all  stand  some  chance  of  seeing  Sing-Sing  or 
the  gallows,  but  Mr.  Funk  is  carefully  provided  for  by  law,  and  it 
is  a  moral  impossibility  to  get  him  within  the  clutch  of  Justice. 
Why,  the  idea  of  prosecution  would  cause  an  ironical  guffaw  in  the 
Funk  circle.  The  brass- watch  venders  know  two  things,  viz; — 
their  customers  and  the  law's  weakness.  Knowledge  of  this  sort 
with  them  is  indeed  power. 

As  we  queried  at  the  outset  of  this  article,  what  can  a  writer  do 
in  order  to  fasten  public  attention  upon  a  man  already  so  widely 
and  so  odiously  known  as  this  same  Mock  Auctioneer  ?  Fun-poking 
is  good  in  mild  cases  as  a  corrective,  but  for  an  intolerable  pest,  a 
social  scourge,  a  vile  wretch  of  the  Funk  and  Cheap  John  order, 
something  scorpionic,  so  to  speak,  seems  needed.  Yet  can  any  new 
developments  in  regard  to  the  nuisance  be  made  ?  No  !  Can  any 
louder  call  for  redress  be  made  than  has  been  made  hundreds  of 
times  by  the  press,  by  the  fleeced  lambs  from  rural  parts?  No! 
Unless  we  adopt  the  Charles  Reade  style  of  emphasis  and  fairly 
yell  at  the  law-makers,  in  long  lines  of  loud  capitals,  their  momen- 
tary attention  even  cannot  be  gained.     Nothing  short  of  an  inces- 


sant din,  with  howl  and  clamor  accompaniments,  will  ever  awaken 
the  soggy-headed  Solons  at  Albany  to  a  sense  of  their  responsibility 
in  the  case.  Know,  then,  you  puttying,  tinkering,  patching  lobby- 
fish,  that  your  inaction  constitutes  you  accessories  to  the  crimes  of 
the  Broadway  and  Chatham  Street  cheats.  Perhaps  you  may  say 
that  sounds  harsh.  We  only  wish  we  could  rini<  something 
harsher  in  your  long  ears.  Perhaps  you  think  it  smacks  of  impu- 
dence and  interference.  It  does  not  most  distinctly.  Your  busi- 
ness is  to  legislate  for  public  good — you  rarely  do  it.  Why  not  ? 
Because  it  doesn't  pay.  If  anybody  will  portion  out  to  you  your 
several  prices,  you  will  legislate  the  Funks  into  States  prison  or 
the  paupers'  refuge  in  fifteen  minutes.  You  know  that,  confound 
you  ! 

Do  you  know  what  we  would  like  to  see  ?  We  would  like  to  see 
a  deputation  of  fleeced  green-horns  walk  into  your  presence,  and 
offer  to  thrash  any  one  of  you  who  should  hesitate  about  settling 
this  business  immediately,  and  once  for  all,  as  it  ought  to  be,  must, 
and  shall  be  settled.  Of  course  none  but  fools  suffer  now,  we 
admit  that — but  you  popular  representatives  have  got  to  attend  to 
the  interests  of  innocent  fools  as  well  as  those  of  intelligent  per^ 
sons. 

Come,  you  gents  of  easy  going  virtue,  just  get  a  trifle  savage'at 
Vanity  Fair's  first  outburst  and  take  the  matter  in  hand  for  spite, 
before  we  lay  on  the  ready  hammer  and  tongs. 

If  there  is  any  spunk  in  Albany,  now  is  your  time  gentlemen  to 
let  it  rise.  We  are  willing  and  anxious  to  fight  about  the  ques- 
tion, and  only  await  your  treading  on  the  tail  of  our  coat. 


All  In  The  Family. 


"  Do  you  know  Tennyson's  'Sisters?'"  asked  Arabella  of  the 
Young  Man  from  London. 

"  No,  Miss,"  he  replied,  "  but  I've  met  an  Uncle  of  his,  in 
society." 


Waiting  for  the  Mail- 
Our  wooden  Ships  of  War. 
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A     BOSTON     VIEW     OF     GOVERNOR     AXDKEW. 

"  Henry  Wilson,  I  firmly  relieve,  had  no  more  intention  op  serving  in  the  army  than  your  Excellency  has  of  mounting  the  Hippo- 
potamus, and  cnARGiNG  THROUGH  State  stbeet  to- morpow  at  THE  HEAD  of  TnE  Liberty  (\vi.Rn ."—(Letter  of  "  An  Old  Jackson  Democrat,"  in  the 
Boston  Courier.) 
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VANITY    FAIE. 


THE  EEADERS    OF 
VANITY  FAIR 

WILL  BEAR   IN   MIND   THAT 

E.     ANTHON  Y, 

501    BROADWAY, 

Three  doors  from   the   St.  Nicholas  Hotel,) 
is 

HEAP     QUARTERS  FOR 
PHOTOGRAPHIC   ALBUMS, 

STEROSCOPIC     VIEWS, 

AND 

CARTS    BE   VISITE     PHOTO- 
GRAPHS OF  CELEBRITIES. 


:     It  will  be  unwise  to  buy  before  seeing  his 
assort  m-ent 


Scurvy  and  Serofia- 
lous  Eruptions.  Will  soon  cover  the 
bodies  of  those  brave  men  who  are  fighting 
their  country's  battles.  Night  air,  bad  food, 
and  drenching  rains  will  make  sad  havoc 
'  with  the  strongest,  therefore  let  every  man 
supply  himself  with  HOLLOWAY'S  OINT- 
MENT, it  is  a  certain  cure  for  every  kind 
of  skin  disease.     Only  25  cts.  per  Pot.      215. 
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THE  WHOLE  YEAR 

FOE 

$1.00 

THE    YOUNG  FOLKS   LIKE 

MERRY'S 

MUSEUM 


Better  than  any  other  Dollar 
Magazine,  because  it  contains 
the  best  Stories,  Instructive 
Articles,  Illustrations,  Puzzles 


PARENTS    LIKE  MERRY'S 
MUSEUM. 

Because  it  adds  to  Home  Plea- 
sures, and  is  of  the  most 
healthful  moral  tone. 

TEACHERS    LIKE    MERRY'S 
MUSEUM, 

Because  it  teaches  children  to 
think,  and  aids  them  in  their 
studies  by  Special  Articles 
pertaining  to  their  lessons. 

It  is  just  the  thing  for  a 
Holiday  Present.  The  Forty- 
third  Volume  commences  Jan- 
uary 1st. 

A  fine  Steel  Engraved  Por- 
trait of  Aunt  Sue  in  the  Jan- 
ary  number. 

One  Dollar  a  Year.  Single 
Copies  Ten  Cents. 

J-N.  STEARNS, 

Publisher, 
111  Fulton  street,  N.  Y. 


WAKO  &  PARKY,  PUB- 
LISHERS,   BOOKSELLERS 

and  Importers,  (Successors  toH.  W.  Derby.) 
025  Broadway.  Are  selling  their  own  Pub- 
lications, together  with  ail  the  current  mis- 
cellaneous issues  of  the  day  at  partly  re- 
duced prices. 

They  publish  the  following  : 
POPULAR  BOOKS  OF    WIT  AND  HUMOR, 
The  Widow  Bedott  Papers,  12mo., 

cloth,  1  00  GO 

Mrs.  Partington,  by  B.  P.  Shillaber,  1  00  00 
The  Spairowgrass  Papers,  1  00  00 

Riley's  Humors  of  the  West,  1  00  60 

Brougham's  Humorous  Irish  Stories,  1  00  60 
Miss  Slimmens'  Window,  1  00  00 

Prentice's  Wit  and  Humor,  1  00  60 

Letters  of  Jack  Downing,  12mo.,  1  00  60 
Jack  Downing'*  Yankee  Stories,  1  00  00 


STIBBS' 

OZONE    SOAP. 


It  instantly  destroys  the  organic  combinations  forming  the  matter  of  contagion, 
and  therefore  may  be  used  as  a  disinfectant  in  alL  cases  where  one  is  required. 


This  Soap  is  best  for  the  complexion,  making  the  skin  soft,  smooth,  white,  and  brilliant ;  takes  out 
freckles,  and  gives  a  very  healthy  tint  of  loveliness  to  the  face,  which  should  be  well  washed  with  it 
just  before  retiring  for  the  night. 

It  is  second  to  none  as  a  shaving  soap.  The  beard  should  be  rubbed  with  the  Soap,  then  the  lather- 
brush  applied  with  cold  water.  Before  the  razor  is  used,  it  should  be  dipped  in  hot  water.  No  heat 
or  unpleasant  feeling  is  experienced  when  this  best  of  all  soaps  is  used.  The  most  expensive  toilet 
soaps  are  not  to  be  compared  to  it;  and  he  who  would  have  an  extra  enjoyment  every  time  he  washes, 
let  him  send  and  get  a  cake  of  Ozone  Soap.  Besides,  it  is  both  a  cure  and  a  preventive  of  chapped 
hands. 

As  a  soap  for  the  teeth  alone,  its  value  is  beyond  estimate  ;  it  sweetens  the  breath  and  destroys  all 
noxious  smells.  Linen,  muslins,  and  cotton  goods  and  laces  washed  with  this  Soap  acquire  a  brilliant 
whiteness,  while  flannel  and  woolen  become  soft  and  look  new.  Besides  these  qualities,  though  not  a 
scented  soap,  it  yet  imparts  a  sweet  odor  or  smell  of  violets  to  the  person  who  uses  it  as  a  toilet  soap  ; 
and  the  same  quality  is  imparted  to  linen,  making  it  particularly  desirable  as  a  soap  for  the  nursery. 
Water  does  not  make  it  soft,  like  all  other  soaps,  for  it  may  remain  in  the  water  all  night  and  hardly 
be  softened  ;  and  yet  it  is  second  to  none  in  its  cleansing  or  suds-producing  qualities.  Its  anti-fectious 
properties  make  it  invaluable  for  all  sick  persons,  and  it  should  be  used  in  hospitals.  It  is  the  most 
healthful  soap  in  the  world,  and  is  believed  to  be  a  preventive  to  all  infectious  diseases  whatever. 
When  it  becomes  known,  it  will  be  universally  appreciated.  It  is  so  pure  it  may  be  eaten  ;  and 
babies  and  young  children  should  never  be  washed  with  any  other  soap— it  is  so  mild  and  healing. 


STlilS3   ezonE   SOAP 

Is  sold  tit  294:  Canal  Street  and  No.  4  Union  Square. 
Pa-ice  Per  Cake,  13  Cents,  aaid.  by  tlie  B©aen,  $1.56. 


N.  B.— To  Cure  Cold  Feet.— Wash  the  feet  in  very  cold  water  with  Ozone  Soap.  Dry  them  weil 
with  towel  away  from  the  fire.  Never  put  on  boots  or  shoes  that  are  heated  ;  they  should  always  be 
cold  when  put  on  the  feet.  Every  time  the  feet  are  very  cold,  wash  them  with  cold  water  and  Ozone 
Soap.  In  one  week  a  cure  of  cold  feet  will  be  effected.  The  Ozone  Soap  wonderfully  warms  and 
renovates. 

J63-  CASH  AND  NO  DE DUCTION. -=®ft 


©Uf£    ©MEAT    PISEMBUM. 

To  any  one  sending  us  $9.00  for  three  subscriptions  to  Vanity  Fair  lor  one  year  (or  one  subscrip- 
tion for  three  years)  we  will  present  a  splendid  copy  of 

WORCESTER'S  ILLUSTRATED  QUARTO  DICTIONARY, 

which  is  published  at  $7.50. 
Read  the  following  notices  oi  the  work  : 

From  the  "Atlantic  Monthly." 

"A  conclusive  reason  with  us  for  preferring  Dr.  Worcester's  Dictionary  is,  that  its  author  has 
properly  understood  his  functions,  and  has  aimed  to  give  us  a  true  view  of  English  as  it  is,  and  not  as 
he  himself  may  have  wished  it  should  be,  or  thought  it  ought  to  be.  We  believe  Dr.  Worcester's 
Dictionary  to  be  the  most  complete  and  accurate  of  any  hitherto  published." 

From  the  "  Mobile  Daily  Tribune." 

"  We  make  no  doubt  that  the  work  will  speedily  take  its  position  as  the  recognized  standard  of  the 
English  language  of  the  nineteenth  century,  and  have  no  hesitation  in  recommending  it  as  not  only  a 
safe,  complete,  and  reliabte  guide,  but  as  the  only  such  guide  within  our  knoweldge.' 

From  Louis  Agassiz,  L.L.  D. 

I  have  looked  over  your  great  edition  of  Worcester's  Dictionary,  chiefly  with  the  view  of  ascertain 
ing  how  far  it  covers  the  ground  in  which  I  am  particularly  interested.  It  is  of  great  importance,  in 
our  days,  when  the  nomenclature  of  science  is  gradually  creeping  into  common  use,  that  an  English 
Lexicon  should  embrace  as  much  of  it  as  is  consistent  with  the  language  we  speak.  I  am  truly  sur- 
prised,and  highly  delighted  to  find  that  you  have  succeeded  far  beyond  my  expectation  in  making  the 
proper*  selection,  and  combining  with  it  a  remarkable  degree  of  accuracy.  More  could  hardly  be 
given,  except  in  a  scientific  Cyclopedia. 

Addrsss,  LOUIS  H.  STEPHENS, 

Publisher  for  Proprietors  of  Vanity  Fair. 

100  Nassau  Street,  New  York. 
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Gutta     Percha 

CEMENT 

ROOFING  ^ 

It  is  water-proof, 
and 

Costs  only  about 

\  one  -  third    as 

much    as 

Tin, 

AND    IS     TWICE 
AS  DURABLE. 


ROOFING 
Fire  and  Watur 
Proof.  Applied 
to  New  and  Old 
Rooi'u  of  all  kinds 
and  sunt  to  all 
parts  of  the  coun- 
try with  full  di- 
roctiuua  for  use. 
Send  for  a  Circular 
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JOHNS  &  CR0SLEY, 

SOLE   MANUFACTURERS. 

78  'WILLIAM  ST., 

(COR.   LIBKUTY  ST.), 

MEW    YOBI. 


GUTTAPERCHA 

CEMENT, 

FOR  preserving 
new  and  repairing 
LEAKY  METAL 
ROOFS  of  every 
description ;     Will 

NOT  CRACK  IN  COLD 
OR  RUN  IN  WARM 
WEATHER. 

Agents  Wanted. 

Terms  Cash  ! 


TOHNS    &    CKOSEEY'S  AMERICAN    CEMENT  GLUE,  FOR 
J    CEMENTING  WOOD,    LEATHER,  GLASS,    IVORY,    CHINA,     MARBLE, 

PORCELAIN,  ALABASTER,  BONE,  CORAL,  &c,  &<•-..  the  only  article  of  the  kind  ever  produced 
which  will  withstand  water.     Liberal  terms  to  Wholesale  Jjalers. 

PRICE    TWENTY  -  FIVE    CENTS. 

JOHNS  &  CROSLEY,  Sole  Manufacturers, 

Wholesale  Warehouse,  78  William  st.,  cor.  Liberty. 


Advertising  Rates  of  Vanity  Fair. 

Title  Page,  50  cents  per  line,  occupying  1-3 
the  space  across  the  page.   ■ 
Title  Page,  $1.50  per  line,  across  the  page. 
Second  Page,  25  cents,  wide  column. 
"        "      10  cents,  narrow  column. 


GREAT    MUSICAL,   BOX 
DEPOT.     M.  J.    PAILLARD, 

Importer,  21  Maiden  Lane,  N.  Y.  Has  for 
sale  the  most  extensive  assortment  in  the 
country,  at  prices  varying  at  Two  t<  Two 
Hundred  and  Fiftv  Dollars,  each  playing  I. 
2,  3  4,  6,  8,  10,  12,  10  and  24  airs. 


BEACJTIFUL  TOY  BOXES  FOR  CHILDREN. 

BOXES  TO  SUIT   ALL  AGES  AND  TASTES. 

Call  and  examine  them  ! 

Fine  Gold  and  Silver   Watches  Cheap  for 
Cash. 

MUSICAL  BOXES  REPAIRED. 


EXTRACTS  FROM 

CHAS.    STOKES' 
CONTINENTAL    ALMANAC. 


What  is  the  difference  between  Independ- 
ence Hall,  on  Chestnut  Street  below  Sixth, 
and  Chas.  Stokes'  "one-price"  clothing 
store,  Chestnut  below  Ninth  ? — Ans.  About 
three  squares. 

Why  is  a  lover  who  composes  a  pretty  son- 
net to  the  features  of  his  "object"  like  a 
soldier? — Ans.  Because  he  knows  how  to 
write  about  face. 

What  great  good  is  advanced  by  the  pub- 
lications of  illustrated  works  similar  to 
Stokes'  Illustrated  Almanac  ?— Ans.  Scatter- 
good,  the  Engraver. 

Why  is  Stokes'  Illustrated  Almanac  for 
1862  like  a  well-appointed  butcher  shop?— 
Ans,  Because  it  is  made  attractive  by  its 
fine  cuts. 

Why  are  the  wood  engravings  in  Stokes' 
Almanac  like  the  ships  of  war  at  present  on 
the  Southern  coast  ?— Ans.  Because  they 
are  block  aids  to  his  business. 

Why  is  a  Southern  planter  like  a  Prussian 
nobleman  ? — Ans.     Because  he   dwells  near 
he  Black  Oder, 
t 

Why  should  the  soldiers  outside  the  walls 
of  Fortress  Monroe  be  convicted  for  coun- 
terfeiting ?— Ans.  Because  they  are  making 
wooden  "quarters." 

Why  is  a  "  Revolver"  like  a  volunteer 
with  the    measles  ?— Ans.    Because    he's   a 

SICK  SHOOTER. 

CHARLES  STOKES' 

CLOTHING  ESTABLISHMENT, 

824  CHESTNUT  STREET. 

PHILADELPHIA. 


s 


TEAM    JOB   PRINT- 
ING  ESTABLISHMENT, 
44   ANN   STREET. 


CHAPIN   &  McKAY, 

'VANITY    FAIR"    PRINTERS, 

Newspaper,  Book,  Job  and  Card  Printing 
neatly  executed  on  the  most  reasonable 
terms,  and  with  dispatch. 
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KANTANQUEKO  DE  BOOM-JING-JING ; 


THE  WRATH   OF    THE   REBEL   RIVAL. 

A  KOMANCE  OF  THE  WAR. 


By  McArone. 


CHAPTER    X. 

"  Skacely  !"  said  Glorianna. 

In  truth,  she  heard  steps  on  the  stairway  without,  and  recog- 
nized them.  The  door  immediately  opened,  and  the  lieutenant  of 
Light  Quadroons  entered. 

"  Pshaw  !"  cried  Peter,  "  what  did  you  want  to  come  just  at 
this  moment,  for  ?    Leave  here  !" 

"  I'll  see  you  Mowed  first,  and  then  I  won't !"  remarked  the 
lieutenant.  He  quietly  produced  a  police  badge,  and  fastened  it  to 
his  coat. 

"  Do  you  see  that  ?"  said  he  ;  "  now  come  along.     I  want  you  !" 

"  0,  dear  !"  exclaimed  Peter,  "  it's  all  up  !  I  see.  Somebody's 
been  and  squealed." 

He  followed  the  lieutenant  peacefully,  and  was  locked  up  in  a 
station-house  to  await  Don  Rantanquero's  orders.  The  lieutenant 
then  followed  the  army  to  Charleston. 

There  he  met  the  Don,  who  had  just  hit  on  a  plan  for  reducing 
the  city.  He  issued  an  order  commanding  the  use  of  fluid  and 
camphene  lamps  exclusively.  The  result  was  that  there  were  three 
fires  the  first  week  ;  eight  the  second  ;  and  the  third,  half  the  town 
was  in  flames. 

"  I  may  be  mistaken,"  observed  the  Don  ;  "  but  if  that  doesn't 
warm  'em  up,  I'm  a  teapot !" 

The  Charlestonians  found  it  very  inconvenient  to  do  business 
with  six  or  eight  roofs  falling  and  four  or  five  magazine-explosions 
going  on  in  every  street.  It  unsettled  the  usual  course  of  things  a 
good  deal.  Meanwhile,  the  Federal  army  lay  encamped  about  the 
suburbs,  and  enjoyed  the  time  tolerably.  They  amused  themselves 
with  euchre,  billiards,  smoking,  and  revivals.  Every  day,  it 
became  evident  that  the  people  in  the  town  were  getting  ready  to 

lay  down  their  arms  and  give  up  their  hands their  field-hands 

and  undergo  the  oath  of  allegiance,  or  some  other  dreadful 

punishment. 

At  length  the  mayor,  the  board  of  aldermen,  and  the  common 
council  of  the  city  appealed  to  Don  Rantanquero  to  let  up  on  his 
camphene  proclamation.  They  offered  him  four  shillings  and 
treats,  if  he  would  put  out  the  fire  and  receive  South  Carolina  into 
the  Union  again 

Which  he  did. 

When  things  got  somewhat  settled,  he  established  his  quarters 
in  the  city  and  hanged  the  inhabitants.  This  had  a  very  salutary 
effect  upon  them,  and  also  upon  others,  as  was  shown  the  next 
day,  when  General  Beauregard  came,  voluntarily,  to  surrender 
himself. 

"  My  soldiers,"  said  he,  "  say  that  they  will  abandon  the  Rebel 
cause  and  go  home,  unless  you  promise  not  to  attack  them.  Will 
you?'' 

"Don't  be  foolish,  General,"  said  the  Don  ;  "  even  now,  we  are 
forging  cannon,  powder,  and  equipments  for  a  continuance  of  the 
war  1" 

il  Well,  theD,"  said  Beauregard,  "  all  I  have  to  say,  is,  that  I 
think  you're  real  mean  !  However,  I  wash  my  hands  of  the  whole 
affair.     I'll  go  and  tell  my  army  to  disband." 

"  Much  obliged,  General.     Come  and  take  tea  with  us?" 

"  Thank  you,  I  will.  I  always  was  a  Union  man,  at  heart,  and 
something  of  an  Abolitionist.  Day  day."  He  took  the  oath  of 
allegiance,  and  left. 

After  that,  surrenders  poured  in  from  all  parts  of  the  South. 
Buckner,  of  Kentucky,  sent  on  his  sword  by  a  nigger  who  was 
travelling  that  way  for  pleasure.  The  Reverend  General  Polk  was 
going  to  give  himself  up,  but  met  with  an  accident,  being  shot  dead 
by  a  soldier  whose  socks  he  had  stolen.  In  short,  so  many  sur- 
renders were  made,  that  the  Don  was  forced  to  open  depots  in 
every  town,  where  officers  could  hand  in  their  swords  at  any  time. 

These  weapons  were  sold  at  auction,  afterward,  and  bought  by 
Stuart,  the  manager,  for  theatrical  properties.  They  brought 
over  eight  hundred  dollars,  but  the  lieutenant  somehow  got  hold 
of  the  money,  through  some  informality  in  the  sale,  and  nothing 
further  was  known  about  it. . . . 

It  was  remarked,  however,  that  the  lieutenant  wore  very  e;ood 


clothes,  at  about  that  time. 

All  that  now  remained  to  be  done,  was  to  invite  the  neighbors 
together  to  assist  at  a  Raising. . .  .a  good  old  country-custom,  which 
Don  Rantanquero  was  willing  to  observe.  They  razed  all  the 
towns  where  Secession  still  lingered,  and  then  raised  the  Stars  and 
Stripes  over  every  building  that  remained  in  Dixie. 

Sated  with  victory  and  flushed  with  triumph,  the  Don  returned 
to  Washington  as  his  permanent  residence. 

His  journey  wae  one  continuous  ovation.  At  every  village  and 
depot  the  people  gathered  by  millions  to  welcome  him,  and  he 
delivered  everywhere  this  neat  and  appropriate  speech  : 

"Ladies  and  Gentlemen  : — I  have  no  time  to  say  much,  nor  do 
I  suppose  you  want  me  to.  You  have  come  here  to  see  me,  and  I 
have  come  to  see  you  ;  and  you  will  pardon  me  if  I  say  that  I 
think  1  have  a  little  the  best  of  it.  [Laughter.]  With  the  aid  of 
Providence  and  the  popular  will,  1  hope  to  fix  things  all  right. 
Start  the  train,  Conductor." 

Arriving  in  Washington,  this  great  and  good  man  made  prepara- 
tions for  bringing  Peter  to  a  sublime  retribution.  He  bound  the 
unhappy  wretch  secnrely  in  a  chair,  and  appointed  fifty  men  to 
take  turns  at  reading  back  numbers  of  the  Charleston  Mercury 
aloud  to  him. 


u  Spare  me  !"  cried  the  miserable  victim  ;  "  make  me  your  slave, 

your  drudge. . .  .kill  me  at  once hang  me burn  me. . .  .nay, 

scrape  me  to  death  with  oyster-shells,  and  mighty  poor  oyster-shells 
at  that, but  don't  0, don't  read  Barnwell  Rhett  on  Southern  Rights 
to  me !" 

His  cries  were  heartrending,  but  the  Don  was  implacable.  The 
reading  began,  and  cold  drops  burst  forth  from  the  sufferer's  brow. 

"  This  is  indeed  agony,''  moaned  he. 

For  six  hours,  that  room  was  a  scene  of  suffering.  The  low, 
monotonous  voices  of  the  readers  and  the  despairing  groans  of  the 
tortured  man  alone  broke  the  silence.  At  the  end  of  that  time,  he 
fainted,  and  the  Don  was  called. 

He  entered  the  inquisition  chamber,  with  President  Lincoln,  and 
was  told  by  a  reader  that  Peter  was  dead. 

"  Bequiescat  in  pace .'"  said  the  Don. 

"  Nino  nishashdnee  nackatocassee  !"  said  Abraham. 

This  is  the  language  of  the  Springfield  (Ills.)  tribe  of  Indians. 
If  we  knew  what  it  meant,  we  would  translate  it.  , 

The  Don's  young  friend,  of  the  medical  persuasion,  was  called, 
and  on  examination,  found  that  Peter  had  only  swooned.  An 
application  of  the  new  and  improved  stomach-pump  immediately 
brought  him  up  again,  and  at  the  intercession  of  Glorianna, 
further  torture  was  spaiud  him. 
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Nautical  Items. 
It  may  be  useful  for  land-lubbers  to  know 
that  the  Spar  deck  of  a  vessel  is  fitted  up  for 
the  exercise  known  among  sailors  as  "  Box- 
ing the  compass."  Also  that  the  Combings 
of  the  hatchway  are  no  w  regularly  forwarded 
from  all  ships  of  war  to  the  Navy  Depart- 
ment, where  they  are  kept  for  the  purpose 
of  Wigging  delinquent  Commanders. 


Encore  Joannes ! 

If  there  is  hot  water  on  hand,  anywhere, 
the  queer  person  who  Counts  himself  in  by 
the  above  version  of  ' '  Jones'  '  is  sure  to  get 
into  it.  Just  now  he  is  bringing  an  action 
against  a  Boston  lawyer,  for  sending  him  a 
jackass  in  a  letter.  We  don't  know  what 
the  object  of  the  jackass  was,  but  suppose 
that  P  Jones"  looked  upon  it  as  a  Reflection. 


"I  am  thy  Father's  Spirit.'' 

Hamlet. 


Philological  Correspondence- 

Dear  V.  F. — I  find  that  in  the  ancient 
Gothic,  the  word  morgan  was  a  verb  signify- 
ing "  to  make  shorter."  But  its  signification 
is  different  in  the  modern  Anglo.  With  us 
Morgan  is  a  Noun  Substantive  and  means 
"  a  shave" — and  nothing  shorter. 

Yours,        Philologus. 


"She's  so  tender-hearted,''  said  the  Don;  "dear  child,  she 
wouldn't  harm  a  flea  !" 

Peter  reformed,  at  once,  and  got  a  pretty  good  place  in  a  tract 
concern,  along  with  two  gentlemen  who  had  lately  escaped  from 
States  Prison. 

Thus  ended  the  Rebellion,  and  thus  ends  our  story.  Don  Ran- 
tanquero  fell  naturally  and  honorably  into  a  life  of  peaceful  ease. 
He  and  his  lovely  wife  board  at  Willard's  in  the  winter,  and  in 
summer  the  Don  goes  shrimp-shooting  on  the  Jersey  coast  while 
Glorianna  accompanies  Mis  Lincoln  to  Long  Branch.  He  loves 
life  and  has  no  children,  but  delights  in  fighting  his  battles  o'er 
again,  in  the  bar-rooms  of  Washington,  where  he  is  known  and 
loved  under  the  nomde guerre  of  "  Old  Beeswax."  Maybe  you've 
heard  of  him. 

The  young  lieutenant  is  living  in  the  country. 

Although  the  minor  details  of  this  history  may  not  be  literally 
true  in  all  particulars,  it  is  still  founded  on  facts,  and  the  writer 
can  bring  the  best  of  city  references  to  prove  his  veracity  and 
temperance.  He  is  a  poor,  simple-minded,  but  honest  cuss,  who 
desires  only  a  clear  conscience  and  plenty  to  drink.  If  any  captious 
persons  undertake  to  deny  these  statements,  he  is  ready  and  williti"- 
to  fight  them  for  the  beer. 

2he  Each 


From  Our  Martial  Almanac. 
Although  the  army  of  the  Potomac  is  still  inactive,  the  Wash- 
ington prophets  have  decided  that  immediately  after  the  28th  of 
February,  we  shall  have  a  March.  The  military  Congressmen 
declare  that  of  all  months,  next  month  is  most  favorable  for  storm- 
ing, and  that  then,  if  ever,  this  year,  we  should  look  for  a.  heavy 
blow  in  some  direction. 


FATHER,  JONATHAN  TO  THE  COUNTRY  PUBLISHERS. 

Ho  !  all  you  country  paper  loafers, 

Hanging  at  present  by  the  eye-lids, 
Troop  forward  to  the  Treasury  coffers 

And  put  your  nickel  under  my  lids. 

Shell  out !  shell  out !  on  every  copy 

My  duty  'tis  to  levy  duty, 
So  just  oblige  your  honest  poppy, 

And  from  subscribers  shave  the  booty, 

"  You  can't,"  you  say.    "  Though  they  ought  not  to, 
Subs  pay  you  now  in  wood  and  'tatoes, 

And  even  touching  these,  their  motto 
Is  aught  but  Nunquam  nonparalus." 

Well,  that's  too  bad  !  where's  worth,  where's  honor  ? 

Tell  me  ye  nobs  of  Harvard  College  ; 
Will  nobody  alas,  but  Bonner, 

Go  for  a  tax  on  human  knowledge  ? 

What  next  will  be  the  nation's  capers  ? 

What  evil  does  the  fact  forbode  her  ? 
When  a  half  Cent  on  weekly  papers, 

Is  every  where  in  such  bad  Odor. 


Two  Lessons  in  Christianity. 


The  London  Times  says  of  our  stone  blockade  of  Charleston 
Harbor  that  ' '  among  the  crimes  which  have  disgraced  the  history 
of  mankind,  it  would  be  difficult  to  find  one  more  atrocious 
than  this.  Vanity  Fair  begs  leave  to  respond  to  that  flatu- 
lent humbug  that  it  knows  of  at  least  two,  not  only  more 
atrocious  than  this,  but  also  more  brutal  and  cowardly  than  any 
actions  that  ever  disgraced  a  nation  of  barbarians.  The  horrible 
punishment  of  the  Sepoy  rebels  who  were  blown  from  the  cannon's 
mouth  by  order  of  the  ministers  of  the  government  of  a  Christian 
Woman,  and  the  pleasant  little  episode  in  the  history  of  one 
General  Pelissier,  who  suffocated  some  four  hundred  miserable 
wretches  in  a  cave  in  Algeria,  for  which  humane  and  brilliant 
action  he  was  rewarded  with  the  baton  of  a  Marshal  by  another 
Christian  Ruler. 

To  be  sure  they  were  not  representatives  of  a  Cotton  interest,  or 
not  quite  so  white  as  their  oppressors,  so  that  makes  some  little 
difference  as  to  the  cowardice,  the  barbarity  and  the  atrocity  of  the 
crimes. 


Sensible  and  Consistent. 


It  is  said  that  Herring  the  distinguished  homoeopathist,  on  the 
principle  that  "  like  cures  like,"  recommends,  as  the  best  remedy 
for  a  cold,  a  Frieze  jacket.  A 
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THE    MATTER    WITH    THE    OPERA. 

It  is  truly  remarkable  that  conductor  Max  Maretzek  does  not 
quit  the  orchestra  of  the  Academy  of  Music  and  retire  to  some 
orderly,  -well-kept  Insane  Asylum  where  there  are  few  or  no  other 
boarders.  The  only  reason  that  we  can  imagine  prevents  his  so 
doing  is  that  he  has  not  yet  gone  "  stark  mad" — we  confidently 
expect  that  he  will,  however,  before  the  close  of  another  season  if 
tliirgs  continue  as  usual.  Perfons  often  Yec< me  daft  from  far  less 
causes  than  those  that  Lave  consphed  to  ha. ass  .he  gentle  Max. 
Yes,  by  rights  the  Musical  Jupiter  of  Fourteenth  Street  ought  to  have 
assumed  lunatic  airs  some  days  ago,  and  if  the  goings  on  at  the 
Metropolitan  Opera  were  not  sufficient  to  idiotize  him,  surely  those 
at  the  Beeciier  Theatre  were. 

Max,  be  it  remembered,  led  in  the  venerable  days  of  Castle 
Garden  and  Astor  Place,  and  was  in  the  habit  of  seeing  extraor- 
dinarily well-dressed  persons  in  the  parquet,  balcony  and  dress 
circle.  He  used  to  hear  remarkably  fine  singing  at  times,  too,  and 
he  kept  finer  instrumental  soloists  than  ever  Mr.  W.  H.  Seward  did 
Arabian  steeds. 

When  rcople  went  to  hear  a  Salvi,  a  Beneventano,  or  a  Sontag 
they  did  really  wear  delightful  clothes,  one  and  all,  and  the  fact 
of  course  insured  a  brilliant-looking  house.  They  respected  them- 
selves, each  other,  and  the  opera.  They  were  perhaps  a  trifle  con- 
ceited, but  then  they  had  something  to  be  vain  of.  They  did  not 
refrain  from  venting  the  delicate  but  harsh-toned  hiss  when  things 
or  people  on  the  stage  did  not  please  as  was  expected.  This  made 
the  management  and  the  artistes  themselves  always  "  study  to 
please."  Yes,  there  was  a  high  critical  standard  about  those  days, 
and  Maretzek  knew  it.  It  was  fashionable  to  go  to  the  opera, 
but  it  was  not  fashionable  to  put  up  with  capricious  baritones,  or 
tenors,  or  sopranos,  or  contraltos.  When  a  singer  faced  the  foot- 
lights it  was  deemed  his  or  her  business  to  sing  and  act  in  as  fault- 
less a  manner  as  it  is  possible  for  human  ladies  and  gentlemen  to 
do.  The  audience  was  exacting,  just,  and  ever  ready  to  applaud 
success.  The  audience  showed  its  respect  for  its  operatic  pets,  how- 
ever, as  we  remarked,  by  appearing  in  elegant  evening  dress. 
Some  persons  may  not  look  upon  this  as  denoting  a  compliment  to 
the  prime  donne,  the  tenori  and  bassi,  but  it  was  meant  as  such,  mest 
decidedly.  In  our  day  none  but  boors  present  themselves  at  one 
another's  evening  reunions  except  in  full  dress — not  only  society 
but  a  sense  of  right,  a  proper  regard  for  decency,  demands  it. 
Well,  when  poor  Maretzek  contrasts  the  days  of  yore  with  the 
nights  of  the  present,  and  sees  the  Academy  thronged  with  gentle- 
men habited  in  business  tuits,  ungloved,  and  strutting  in  slush 
boots  that  wind  upwards  to  a  point  above  their  knee-joints,  and 
when  he  sees  ladies  in  walking  gear,  wearing  rainy-day  bonnets 
and  black  gloves, and  anon  munching  candy  or  getting  up  an  appe- 
tite from  a  juicy  orange  or  apple,  why  it  is  enough  to  make  the 


high-toned  chef  weep  and  weep  until  he  fairly  swims  in  tears  of 
despair.  Mud-boots  in  the  Boxes  !  Candy  in  the  Parquet!  Old 
bonnets  in  the  Balcony  !  Not  a  dozen  dress  coats  any  where  !  Not 
twenty  ladies  apparelled  a  la  mode !  When  such  spectacles  pay 
their  way  into  secured  seats  and  place  themselves  under  the  gaze 
of  the  entire  opera  troupe,  including  the  two  stout  parties  in  the 
female  chorus,  how  can  we  expect  even  conscientious  artistes  to 
exert  themselves.  Brignoli  before  a  Parisian  or  London  audience 
would  strive  his  utmost  to  win  its  esteem.  Once  a  season  he  may 
make  the  effort  in  New  York — in  Brooklyn  never. 

The  people  ought  to  get  over  the  absurd  pet  idea  of  a  set  of 
country-gawks,  that  to  appear  in  public  dressed  in  a  slovenly 
manner  is  democratic,  and  therefore  commendable.  It  is  a  shame- 
ful hallucination  common  to  many.  The  audiences  at  the  opera 
now  not  only  put  up  with,  but  frequently  applaud,  solos  lazily  sung 
out  of  tune  and  time, and  in  a  manner  that  would  disgrace  a  Broad- 
way Conceit  Hall.  If  we  desire  to  raise  public  criticism  in  music 
and  art  to  its  former  high  standard,  a  united  effort  to  secure 
brilliant,  well-behaved  and  refined  audiences  must  be  made.  How 
can  we  criticise  artistes  who  have  it  in  their  power  to  teach  us 
manners  and  gentility  ?  How  can  a  manager  cater  successfully  to  an 
assemblage  that  looks  like  the  congregation  of  a  New  Jersey 
country  church,  and  does  not  behave  with  half  its  decorum? 

There  is  no  use  in  blinking  at  the  facts.  Bowery  boys  and 
girls  may  frequent  their  places  of  amusement  either  as  swells  or 
dowds,  but  well-bred  people,  who  keep  carriages  and  revolve  around 
the  acknowledged  social  suns,  ought  to  know  the  rules  of  fitness 
and  propriety  well  enough  to  set  good  examples  to  those  who 
don't,  and  not  give  Vanity  Fair  a  chance  to  peck  at  them.  Once 
more,  if  Maretzek  is  not  out  of  his  wits  he  is  very  fortunate.  If 
nothing  better  can  be  devised,  suppose  a  system  of  Full  Dress 
nights  and  Cheap  nights  of  Opera  be  established.  Then  we  shall 
have  ample  opportunities  of  seeing  our  theory  practically  demon- 
strated—-and  peihaps  earn  the  thanks  of  all  true  lovers  of  respect- 
able operas. 


SAVE    HIM    FROM    HIS    FRIENDS. 

With  some  women  the  passion  for  kissing  is  stron  g — we  may 
say  horrible.  Kissing  is  delightful  under  certain  circumstances, 
but  to  be  the  recipient  of  labial  compresses  from,  on  an  average, 
fifteen  hundred  and  nine  females  per  diem  must  be  terrible.  Some 
women  kiss  into  a  person's  eyes — some  on  the  bridge  of  the  nose, 
others  smack  on  the  favored  one's  lips,  or  dampen  his  or  her  cheeks, 
or  drop  a  mouthful  of  moist  breath  under  her  left  ear,  or  taste  the 
cuticle  that  contains  the  pornum  Adami.  Some  show  their  teeth 
in  a  hungry  manner — some  bite  their  own  lips  firmly,  and  bestow 
a  protracted  touch  of  the  nose,  leaving  a  dent  in  the  dear  one's 
countenance.  Some  clutch  their  friend's  hands  or  arms  and  fire 
a  thirty  two  pound  buss,  as  if  shooting  at  a  target.  Some  clasp 
their  aims  around  the  neck  and  allow  their  cold  finger  nails  to 
creep  coyly  among  the  roots  and  under-brush  of  your  hair.  Ugh  ! 
How  that  makes  you  shiver  !  Fifteen  hundred  varieties  of  kiss  in 
one  day  !  No  two  women  ever  bestow  their  olive-branch  in  precisely 
the  same  way — do  they,  poor  Nutt  ?  Some  get  their  noses  into 
your  favorite  eye,  don't  they,  poor  Nutt?  Some  bring  incrustations 
on  your  tender  skin,  don't  they,  poor  Nutt?  Some  scratch  you 
with  their  spectacles,  don't  they  poor  Nutt?  Some  feel  like  poul- 
tices of  impotent,  cold  oysters,  don't  they  poor  Nutt  ? 

Then,  too,  the  enormous  size  of  their  features  contrasted  with 
your  own,  poor  Nutt  !  What  gfeateyes  they  have  !  what  Brobdig- 
nagian  jaws!  what  elephantine  probosces  !  prize-oxonian  cheeks  ! 
How  it  must  frighten  and  sicken  you,  poor  fellow  !  Beseech  Mr. 
Barnum  to  get  the  ladies  to  kiss  the  hippopotamus,  or  the  living 
whale  that  threatens  to  die  daily,  or  the  What-Is-It  ?  or  some 
other  brute  capable  of  bearing  up  under  the  fiiendly  martyrdom, 
or  get  them  to  taste  the  leg  of  your  homoeopathic  chair,  but  don't, 
pray  don't  let  them  pound  and  poison  you  to  death  as  they  surely 
will  do  if  left  unhindered. 


Jerusalem  !— What  a  Difference. 


During  the  Crusades,  the  "  Order  of  Hospitalers"  sedulously  cared 
for  the  wants  of  sick  Chiistian  pilgrims  at  Jerusalem.  That,  how- 
ever, was  a  dark  and  barbarous  age.  In  this  more  blessed  and 
benevolent  era  things  are  managed  differently.  The  hospitalers 
at  our  military  lazaretto  in  Alexandria  have  such  confidence  in 
Providence,  it  seems,  that  they  leave  the  sick  Hero  pilgrims  from 
the  North  sent  to  thtm  for  treatment  entirely  to  its  care,  providing 
them  neither  with  adequate  food,  nor  with  medicine  and  proper 
attendance. 
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Kind  Uncle. - 
Smith." 


UNFORTUNATE    FOR    SMITH. 
Sallie,  my  dear,  allow  me  to  introduce  you  to  my  friend,  Mr. 


A  Modern  Philemon  and  Baucis. 

A  couple  advertise  themselves  as  having 
just  been  married,  and  wind  up  the  state- 
ment with  the  following  invocation  for 
worldly  prosperity. 

"  May  peace  and  contentment  forever  attend 

On  Christy,  and  Nellie,  his  bride  ; 
And  may  Fortune's  favors  upon  them  descend, 
And  love  in  their  cottage  abide." 
Connecticut  papers  please  copy. 

Vanity  Fair  is  not  by  any  means  to  be 
classed  as  a  Connecticut  paper,  but  it  is 
tempted  to  copy  the  effusion,  nevertheless, 
as  a  specimen  of  honest,  homely,  cheerful 
sentiment,  such  as  is  seldom  found  in  the 
annals  of  love  poetry.  These  people  ask 
not  for  hotel  living,  balls,  operas,  watering- 
place  jaunts  and  finery — but  limit  their  re- 
quest to  the  only  real  blessings  thus  far  ex- 
tant— peace,  contentment,  and  lasting  love 
for  one  another.  It  is  a  pity  that  this  style 
of  thing  is  not  taught  at  young  ladies' 
boarding  schools  as  well  as  crochet  work  and 
the  Lancers. 


By  Our  Depressing  Young  Man. 

Q. — Why  is  a  Scranton  blast-furnace  like 
a  Bull's  Ferry  row-boat  ? 

A. — Couldn't  work  it  without  Ores. 


Oh,  my  Eye  ! 

The  scarcity  of  salt  in  the  South  is  terri- 
ble. Children  are  actually  forced  to  cry  with 
Fresh  Water  tears. 


A  Tender  Legal  Question. 
The  Legal  Tender  Question. 


THAT  POOR   RULE  THAT   WON'T  WORK   BOTH   WAYS- 

Congress  is  an  absurd  place — in  our  time  at  least.  Its  sessions 
are  apparently  held  only  that  the  members  may  have  the  means 
of  stultifying  themselves  to  their  hearts' content.  It  is  needless 
to  mention  names  ;   they  are  in  everybody's  mouth. 

One  of  the  latest  suggestions  seriously  offered  in  the  national 
council,  is  one  to  reduce  the  pay  of  volunteers,  a  hardy  race  of 
good  fellows  who  are  engaged  in  fighting  their  country's  battles, 
already,  at  the  lowest  possible  contracting  figures,  and  who  lead 
lives  of  hardship  and  misery  from,  in  nearly  all  cases,  motives  of 
pure  patriotism.  Perhaps  the  author  of  the  bill  to  reduce  the  pay 
of  soldiers,  upon  whom  the  very  salvation  of  the  republic  depends, 
thought  himself  oozing  with  patriotic  fervor.  Doubtless  he 
imagined  that  amor  patrice  resided  permanently  in  the  furnished 
apartments  of  his  soul,  and  that  the  welfare  of  our  sacred  cause 
was  snugly  stowed  away  along  with  his  handkerchief  in  his  left 
coat-tail  pocket.     Perhaps  he  thus  deluded  himself. 

If  so,  we  take  pleasure  in  offering  to  contradict  hi?  views.  It 
is  not  the  member  of  Congress,  but  the  soldier  that  has  given 
proof  of  patriotism.  Look  to  the  Native,  Irish,  German,  French, 
Scotch,  Italian  and  Polish  regiments  for  evidences  of  this  fact. 
The  people  see  it  clearly — none  but  a  muddy-brained  senator 
"can't  see  it."  Of  course  we  are  willing  to  cut  down  expenses 
during  the  war,  and  will  lend  our  aid  to  any  just  scheme  that  may 
be  devised  to  this  end.  As  an  earnest  of  our  desire  in  this  regard, 
we  propose  that  the  bill  lately  introduced  be  passed  with  this 
alteration,  namely — let  it  declare  that  the  pay  of — not  the  volun- 
teers, observe  !  but — the  members  of  Congress  shall  be,  on  and 
after  a  stated  date,  reduced  to  eleven  dollars  a  month,  with  the 
privilege  of  speech-making,  and  thirteen  dollars  without  any  such 
right  to  bore  the  nation. 

We  bear  in  mind  the  axiom  that  "  it  is  a  poor  rule  that  won't 
work  both  ways,"  and  we  hope  that  Congress  will  remember  it 
also. 

Economy  must  be  practised — that  is  evident. 

The  spouters,  not  the  fighters,  however,  are  best  fitted  for 
having  the  Franklin  theory  tested  practically  upon  them.  So 
let  us  hear  no  more  about  swindling  men  with  whom  the  govern- 
ment has  made  a  binding  contract  for  three  years  or  the  war. 


CABS. 

What  has  New  York  done  that  she  must  be  denied  cabs  ?  Cabs 
of  the  Hansom  pattern  ?  [Answers  to  be  sent  in  before  Tuesday  next, 
along  with  card  photographs  of  the  authors.]  We  cannot  con- 
ceive why  we  citizens  must  be  subjected  either  to  the  extortion  of 
hackmen  or  the  barbarities  of  railway  and  stage  companies.  A 
long  while  ago,  a  man  with  a  little  more  than  average  common 
sense  petitioned  the  Legislature  to  charter  him  and  his  partners  for 
the  benefit  of  this  community.  He  desired  to  go  into  the  Hansom 
business.  Everybody  heard  the  fact  and  hailed  the  Cabman,  or, 
rather,  hailed  the  coming  of  that  same,  with  delight.  But  some- 
thing happened  to  prevent  the  realization  of  this  scheme . 

Locomotion  at  Albany  is  slow.  The  legislature  travel  by  slow 
stages,  and  the  wheels  require  constant  greasing.  Probably  the 
grease  gave  out  too  soon,  else  Mr.  Cabman  would  have  had  his  bill 
passed  before  now.  We  see  it  stated  that  he  is  on  hand  again  this 
session,  and  intends  getting  established  by  hook  or  by  crook.  It 
strikes  us  that  it  is  about  time  for  us  to  begin  to  pity  the  man  who 
wants  to  see  us  ride  about  town  like  American  Christians,  and  not 
like  sheep  and  swine.  He  is,  we  fear,  in  the  hands  of  the  Fee— 
listines  up  the  river,  and  they  will  block  his  wheels  eternally .  If  it 
depends  upon  legislative  enactment  the  era  of  cabs  will  not  dawn 
before  the  millenium  or  the  forty  ninth  of  February.  He  had 
better  do  something  else  about  it,  instead  of  dilly-dallying  at  the 
state  capital.  For  instance,  he  might  take  out  a  license  from  the 
city  government  to  run  as  many  vehicles  as  he  sees  fit,  in  the  same 
way  that  hackney  coaches  are  licensed.  A  regular  charter  would, 
it  is  true,  insure  a  monopoly  of  the  business,  but  that  is  a  matter 
that  the  people  would  hardly  care  to  see  gained.  If  a  man  can't 
get  a  whole  loaf  he  had  always  better  take  half  a  loaf  of  bread, 
unless  he  has  a  sure  thing  on  cake.  If  Mr.  Cabstarter  can't  get  his 
papers  from  the  State,  let  him  get  something  at  least  from  the  City, 
and  set  about  riding  himself  into  the  good  graces  of  the  poor  abused 
public. 

A  Zoological  Distinction. 
The  principal  difference  between  the  original  British  Lion  and 
the  Canadian  variety  of  the  animal  is  that  the  latter  wants  Maine. 
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A    NEW    ORDER    OF    THINGS. 

A  reliable  gentleman  from  Printing  House  Square  informs  us 
that,  after  a  certain  date,  the  Tribune  is  to  be  written  and  printed 
in  the  old-style  plantation  dialect,  while  the  Herald  is  to  talk  in 
broad  Sawney.  If  this  be  really  contemplated— and  time  alone 
can  show — it  would  be  only  proper  for  the  World  to  adopt  the 
scriptural  style  of  phrase,  and  for  the  Times  to  cultivate  the  lan- 
guage of  Matsell's  Rogues'  Dictionary. 

We  hope  to  see  the  suggestions  one  and  all  followed,  in  which 
case  we  might  promise  the  community  an  editorial  beginning 
somewhat  as  follows  : 

(From  the  N.  Y.  Tribune,  June  10th  1862.) 

"  "We  am  gwine  in  strong  fur  de  eberlastin'  bobolition  ob  de 
human  race  an'  de  sartain  fixin'  up  ob  de  Aztecs  an'  dere  pusse- 
cuted  chillen. 

We's  been  tomfoolin'  long  'nuff,  Lord  knows,  an'  now  we's 
boun'  fur  to  hab  tings  sot  scrumptious  some  how.  Golly  !  You  see 
white  folkses  de  questions  dat  am  bein'  unrabbled  in  de  minds  ob 
de  hole  great  American  Unium  am  dis  an'  nuffin'  else  : — How  fur 
am  she  to  Richmon'  ?  What  do  Genual  McClellam  propose  fur  to 
do  wid  hisself  supposin'  nuffin'  shud  happen  suddent  fur  to  pur- 
went  ?  Dese  am  drefful  interrogumtories,  dear  readers  ob  de  Tribune 
what  has  paid  your  usual  two  cents— dese  am  fearful  questions 
what  habent  got  no  answers,  and  can't  hab  none  needer. 

Now  den  what  we  'grees  to  do  'bout  it  am  dis."     &c.  &c. 

That  would  be  a  very  pleasant  kind  of  thing  to  read,  and  some- 
thing quite  likely  to  "  put  up"  the  circulation  of  the  paper  in  a 
Windshipian  manner. 

We  will  now  make  imaginary  quotations  from  the  other  dailies, 
beginning  with  one — 

(From  the  N.  Y.  Herald,  June  lfM  1862.) 

"We  hae  nae  time  na  muckle  desire  to  split  hairs  wi  chaps  wha 
hae  less  brains  nor  gowd,  an'  if  these  sel-same  editors  o'  sheets 
ower  which  the  deil  himsel'  ha'  supreme  sway,  insist  on  braggin' 
an'  braggin'  o'  their  wide  circallation  a'  we  hae  to  say  es  '  ye  lee, 
ye  cooards !'  " 

(From  the  N.  Y.  World,  June  10th  1862  ) 

"  And  in  those  days  people  had  consciences,  and  cared  not  for 
vain  articles  on  theatricals  unless  the  same  were  done  at  a  Moral 
Museum.  But  now  all  these  things  have  passed  away,  and  the 
community  yearns  for  the  profane  ;  and  since  this  pays  best,  we 
are  forced,  though  reluctantly,  to  pander  to  the  heathenish  as  well 
as  the  orthodox  taste  of  our  subscribers." 

(From  the  N.  Y.  Times,  June  10th  1862.) 

"Priggin  is  becoming  frightfully  prevalent  among  Federal 
office-holders,  which  accounts  for  how  these  fellows  get  their  slugs. 
Cracking  the  Government  crib  is  on  the  whole  a  nasty  lay,  and 
the  coves  what  does  it  and  their  pals  ought  to  be  copped." 


HOW  THE  GOVERNMENT  CAN  ECONOMIZE. 

V.  F.  having  a  superabundance  of  available  talent  lying  around 
loose  in  its  office  is  willing  to  assist  the  Government,  and  Congress 
particularly,  in  the  laudable  efforts  now  being  made  to  economize 
expenses,  and  it  therefore  proposes  to  furnish  from  one  to  twenty 
active  and  supernaturally  intelligent  young  statesmen  from  its 
political  staff,  each  one  of  whom  will  undertake  to  do  the  thinking 
and  working  of  any  twenty  members  of  Congress  for  the  moderate 
compensation  of  Ten  Thousand  Dollars  per  annum,  without  any 
stealings  in  the  shape  of  mileage,  by  which  it  will  be  perceived  can 
be  saved  to  our  country  the  enormous  sum  in  every  instance,  of 

Fifty  Thousand  Dollars! 
$50,000. 
Furthermore,  V.  F.  is  willing  to  stand  the  high  pressure  and 
enormous  labor  of  serving  at  all  times  in  the  arduous  character 
of  an 

Investigator  ! ! 

providing  its  bill  for  etceteras  at  the  Continental  Hotel,  Philadel- 
phia, or  Fifth  Avenue  Hotel  New  York,  are  duly  paid  without 
comment  or  cavil,  and 

The  Congressional  Pay  Run  On  !  !  ! 
If  our  patriotic  offers  are  disregarded,  all  we  have  to   say  is 
republics  are  ungrateful ;  and  unless  we  are  immediately  mollified 
with  a  fat  Consulship  or  its  equivalent,  we  shall  join  forces  with 
the  Rev.  Mr.  Gurley  and  cry  out  "  Onward  to  Molasses  !" 


FEBRUARY. 

Last  of  the  "  fatal  Sisters  Three" 

Of  whom  December  leads  the  train, 
(And  stops  it  oft— the  drift  you  see,) 

Hail  to  thy  brief  but  frozen  reign. 
Albeit  thou  art  of  low  degree 

(See  Fahrenheit  on  long  descents,) 
The  purple  is  bestowed  by  thee 

On  many  unambitious  gents  : 
While  thou  full  oft  to  the  unwary 
Giv'st  the  cold  shoulder,  February. 

The  freeman — no  man's  subject  he — 

Whom  hot-brained  despot  ne'er  controlled, 
Subdued  by  one  fierce  blow  from  thee 

Becometh  subject  to  a  cold  ; 
And  many  a  belle  of  swan-like  mein 

Touched  by  thy  ice- wand  in  the  parks, 
Shakes  with  her  nose  gloved  hands  between, 

Unwarmed  by  the  surrounding  sparks. 
Ah  many  an  ague-smitten  fairy 
Takes  febrifuge  in  February  ! 

Less  numerous  were  Titania's  sprites — 

Though  sprightlier  on  the  whole — than  thine 
And  of  the  impish  fly-by-nights 

Diptheria  leads  the  croaking  line, 
Pneumonia  (elf  that  oft  demands 

The  aid  of  Mustard  Seed,)  Catarrh 
(That  Cobweb  of  the  nasal  glands,) 

Aid  in  the  pulmonary  war. 
And  nor  of  Youth  nor  Beauty  chary 
They  do  thy  hests,  0  !  February  ! 

O'er  patriot  war-ships  on  our  coast, 

The  pestilential  imp-flock  veers, 
And  visits  every  camp  and  post 

Where  shiver  Freedom's  Volunteers. 
Through  storm-frayed  tents  the  vampyres  burst, 

They  seize  the  strong  by  throat  and  limb, 
They  shriek,  where  feverish  and  athirst, 

Within  the  lazaretto  dim, 
Heroes  from  city,  vale  and  prairie, 
Die  of  Neglect  and  February  ! 

Malarious  Fiend  restrain  thy  swarm, 

Or,  if  they  needs  must  rack  and  slay, 
Be  it  in  homes  with  comfort  warm, 

Where  good  wives  watch  and  mothers  pray ! 
Heaven  shield  our  men  on  wave  and  land, 

They  fear  no  mortal  foe  in  fight, 
But  poor  defence  are  gun  and  hand 

Against  the  shaft  that  flies  by  night. 
Oh  shield  them — as  its  aspects  vary — 
From  the  caprice  of  February. 


Dramatic  Criticism  Looking  Up- 

Two  months  ago  the  theatrical  critics  were  content  with  pipes 
and  short  cut.     Now  they  are  all  puffing  Cubas. 


EXTRAORDINARY  BURST  OF  ECONOMY  IN  HIGH 
CIRCLES. 

Patriotism  has  begun  to  work  in  Fifth  Avenue.  A  family  of 
high  standing,  and  whom  we  shall  designate  by  a  row  of  bs,  thus 
BBBBB,  has  begun  to  retrench  expenses  and  bring  its  domestic 
economy  down  to  a  war  footing.  Paterfamilias  sets  the  example, 
and  Materfamilias  seconds  it  nobly.  The  old  gentleman  insists  on 
shaving  himself  in  cold  water,  to  avoid  the  expense  of  heating  it, 
and  has  beat  his  newspaper  carrier  down  one  cent  a  week  for  his 
Tribune. 

The  partner  of  his  bosom  takes  her  tea  weak,  and  intends  resign- 
ing her  position  as  member  of  the  "  Blue  Steeple  Society"  for  the 
relief  of  the  neighboring  poor — which  will  be  a  nett  gain  to  her- 
self of  two  dollars  a  year. 

The  young  man  of  the  family  buys  wooden  matches  with  which 
to  light  his  cigars,  and  has  about  made  up  his  mind  to  wear  patent 
leather  boots  in  order  to  save  extravagance  in  blacking. 

There  are  three  young  ladies — Cornelia,  Tepotrina,  and  Salts- 
rooNA.  The  first  thinks  economy  is  "so  nice."  She  lunches  at 
Taylor's  instead  of  Maili/ard's  when  out  shopping.  The  second 
is  equally  self-denying,  but  is  puzzled  as  to  whether  she  had  better 
retrench  in  hair-pins,  or  cut  down  the  rations  of  Sing  Song  her  pet 
canary. 

The  third  is  constantly  imploring  her  father  to  buy  some  cows 
and  keep  them  in  the  cellar,  so  that  they  can  have  all  the  milk 
they  want  for  nothing — and  would  you  believe  it !  says  she  will 
go  to  a  Milking  Teacher  aud  acquire  the  art !  With  a  little  practise 
she  thinks  she  could  milk  a  pint  sure. 
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THE    WAR    VALENTINES. 


Come  hither,  my  little  dark-eyed  maiden, 
Lock  your  dimpled  hand  in  mine, 

And  tell  to  me,  without  evading, 
The  what  and  where  of  your  Valentine. 


"  My  love  is  a  boatswain's  mate  on  the  Siren, 
A  man-of-war' s-man  bold,"  said  she, 

"  Heart  of  oak  and  hand  of  iron, 
0  he's  the  Valentine  for  me !" 


Listen  to  me,  heart-breaking  fraulein, 
With  the  white  rose  in  your  leonine  hair, 

Fain  would  I  know  your  lover's  calling, 
Who  is  your  Valentine,  what  and  where  ? 


"  0  my  true  love's  name  is  Carl  Zorn — 
Down  at  the  camp  with  him  you'll  meet- 

And  when  he  sounds  on  his  bugle  horn 
A  thousand  riflemen  spring  to  their  feet.' 


Good  morrow  to  you,  my  pensive  girl 
With  the  crow  wing  hair  and  violet  eyes, 

Euby  lips  and  teeth  of  pearl, 
Tell  me  your  true  love's  name  and  guise. 


"  Sure  my  young  man's  name  it  is  Redmond  O'Brien, 
And  with  his  green  feather  he  looked  so  fine 

When  the  drums  were  beating  and  the  colors  flying- 
0  !  Heaven  be  good  to  my  Valentine  1" 


Thus,  ever  it  goes,  the  self-same  story 
Love  and  War  walk  hand-in-hand  ; 

Forget-me-nots  on  the  field  of  glory 
Under  the  laurel's  shade  expand. 


Beauregard's  Circulating  Medium, 
Checks  on  the  Banks  of  the  Potomac. 


Why  is  a  dismissed  Cabinet  officer  like  an  Orphan  ? 
Because  he  has  lost  his  Pap. 


HORSE,    FOOT,    AND    ARTILLERY. 

Galling  as  it  is  to  our  Northern  feelings,  we  must  admit 
that  the  Southern  war-chiefs  are  a  little  way  a-head  of  us  in  the 
matter  of  expedients.  We  had  almost  said  in  the  matter  of 
Shifts.  Our  military  readers  are  aware  that  for  making  up  what 
is  termed  "  fixed  ammunition,"  flannel  is  an  indispensable  material. 
It  is  an  expensive  article  ;  and  as  the  South  is  in  bad  odor  with  the 
dry-goods  connection,  just  now,  tight  for  money,  and  frantic  for 
"  fixed  ammunition,"  it  became  necessary  for  the  Confederate  gov- 
ernment to  appeal  to  the  women  of  the  South  for  any  quantity  of 
flannel  petticoats  and  things  to  "fix"  the  cartridges  with.  Thus 
have  we  a  new  feature  added  to  the  romance  of  war.  Cannon-wads 
composed  of  the  mysterious  articles  in  question  have  already  fallen 
within  the  precincts  of  our  camps.  Queer  things  with  drawing- 
strings  and  bone  buttons  have  been  seen  parting  from  the  truculent 
cannon-ball  in  its  flight,  and,  after  flirting  about  in  the  air  a  good 
deal,  settling  down  coyly  about  some  soldier's  neck,  true,  even  at 
the  last  hour,  to  the  mysterious  instinct  that  belongs  to  all  such 
wonderful  creations.  A  Federal  friend  of  ours  now  with  the  army 
in  Kentucky  has  sent  us  one  of  these  interesting  articles — or  more 
correctly  speaking,  a  pair.  They  somewhat  resemble  the  Zouave 
what-do-you-call-them  in  cut,  but  are  of  the  finest  flannel ;  and, 
marked  with  indelible  ink  upon  the  linen  waist-baud,  may  be  read 
the  sweet  name  of  Adelgisa  Throgmorton.  Happy  the  ammuni- 
tion that  is  "  fixed"  with  such  as  these  !  Perhaps. 

As  an  offset  against  the  great  amount  of  wind  wasted  in  Congress, 
we  suppose,  steps  have  been  taken  by  that  body  for  cutting  down 
regimental  bands  to  a  mere  whistle.  This  is  a  bad  look  out  for 
the  pensive  horn  and  the  melancholy  ophicleide,  for  the  retractile 
trombone  and  the  calamose  clarionet.  We  shall  be  pestered,  now, 
with  dirty  little  hautboys  out  of  work  going  about  our  streets 
begging  for  pennies.  Piccolos  will  turn  into  pick-pockets,  and  it 
will  be  dangerous  to  perambulate  the  purlieus  at  night,  on  account 
of  German  flutes  on  the  loose.  Of  course  the  panic  among  the 
musicians  is  very  great,  and  many  of  them  are  already  turning 
their  talents  into  other  channels  than  the  brazen  and  wooden  ones 
through  which  they  have  hitherto  blown  for  the  bare  life.  We  are 
told  of  one  performer  who  has  rifled  his  bassoon,  and  is  making 
experiments  with  a  view  to  discharging  projectiles  from  it  on  the 
principle  of  Concert  Pitch. 

We  understand  that  a  Board  of  army  Officers  has  been  convened 
for  the  purpose  of  sitting  on  a  new  cartridge  invented  by  an  enter- 
prising ammunition  contractor.  The  principal  advantage  claimed 
for  this  cartridge  over  the  old  one  is,  that  it  does  not  contain  any 
powder  or  explosive  substance  of  any  kind  ;  notwithstanding  which 
it  is  stated  that  many  thousand  samples  of  it  have  gone  off  with  the 
Burnside  Expedition.  If  all  that  we  hear  about  this  cartridge  is 
true,  it  must  be  a  very  safe  one  for  a  Board  of  Army  Officers  to  sit 
upon. 


A    FAST    M.  C 


In  the  debate  on  the  Treasury  note  Bill,  Mr.  Crisfield  of  Mary- 
land is  reported  to  have  said,  that  he  was  ready  to  go  as  far  to 
establish  a  just  scheme  of  taxation  as  the  man  who  went  farther. 
We  are  inclined  to  think  that  it  will  puzzle  Mr.  Crisfield  to  fulfil 
this  patriotic  offer.  Our  incredulity,  to  be  sure,  may  be  the  result 
of  ignorance.  Robert  Fulton  was  long  regarded  as  a  humbug,  or 
at  best  a  madman.  Our  fathers  refused  on  Christian  principles 
to  travel  by  steam,  and  many  of  them  still  utterly  deny  the  exist- 
ence of  the  telegraph.  Now,  although  we  have  no  such  weakness, 
although  we  have  seen  the  great  Indian  Runner,  and  have  an 
English  acquaintance  who  informs  us  that  it  is  no  unusual  occur- 
ence on  the  Manchester  and  Liverpool  line,  for  the  steam  engine 
to  arrive  at  Liverpool  before  the  last  baggage  car  has  left  Man- 
chester, we  are  utterly  at  a  loss  to  know  how  a  man  can  overtake 
another  who  keeps  a-head  of  him.  We  have  heard  of  Divers  in  the 
deep,  and  ^Eronauts  in  the  air,  and  can  imagine  a  badger  worming 
his  way  through  the  bowels  of  the  earth,  yet  we  are  still  at  a  loss 
to  know  how  Mr.  Crisfield  proposes  to  go  as  far  as  the  man — how- 
ever close  he  maybe  on  his  heels — who  goes  "farther."  The 
word  Buncombe  will  perhaps  suggest  to  our  readers  a  clue  to  the 
difficulty.  For  ourselves,  however,  we  are  inclined  to  put  down 
the  statement  in  the  same  category  with  that  of  the  Irishman  who 
said  that  "  one  man  was  as  good  as  another  and  a  deal  better  too." 


"Say  "Yes!"  or  "No!' 


Wouldn't  an  insurrection  among  the  slaves  of  the  Confederacy 
necessarily  bring  about  a  Massa-cre  ? 


A  Discharge  of  Inefficient  Ordnance. 
The  removal  of  Brig.  Gen.  Ripley  from  that  Bureau. 
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SPMN    WITH    A    BROKEN    NOSE. 

I  MART  little  Mexico, 
it  the  news  is  to  be 
!  relied  on,  has  been 
squaring  up  to  some 
[purpose  against  old 
(Spain,  in  a  regular 
f  stand-up  ring  fight, 
ehich  lasted  about 
[five  hours.  As  the 
[details  of  the  affair 
I  have  not  yet  reached 
[us,  we  can  only  sup- 
[pose  that  it  was  a  du- 
|  plicate  of  tbe  late 
[great  prize-fight  in 
| England,  in  which  a 
[comparatively  light 
"[weight  named  Mace 
[did  pound  and  pum- 
jmel  into  an  indis- 
tinguishable mass  of 
|sausage  an  immense 
Blunder  bore  of  a  fellow  going by  l  the  charming  little  pet  name  of 
the  "  Stalybridge  Infant."  Spain  got  a  lick,  it  seems,  on  a  spot 
called  the  National  Bridge,  near  Vera  Cruz,  which  must  have 
drawn  blood,  if  Mexico  has  any  muscle  left.  National  Bridge  will 
hereafter  be  a  sore  spot  for  Spain3  because  your  solemn  Spaniard  is 
remarkably  solicitous  about  his  nose.  Did  not  the  late  Mr.  J. 
Millek  have  an  anecdote  of  some  wonderful  old  hidalgo,  or  alcalde, 
or  something,  who,  upon  arising  from  a  fall  in  which  his  proboscis 
sustained  injury,  said — "This  comes  of  walking  upon  earth"? 
Thus  of  the  blow  upon  National  Bridge  ;  the  nose  of  Spain  has 
been  already  broken  by  contact  with  American  soil.  Spain  is 
great  upon  Infants,  the  younger  scions  of  Spanish  Kings  being 
thus  designated  through  life,  no  matter  how  big,  and  ugly,  and 
elderly  they  may  grow  to  be.  Suppose,  then,  that  we  follow  the 
traditions  of  the  P.  R.,  in  this  little  affair  just  opening  between 
Mexico  and  Spain,  and  present  the  latter  with  the  precious  pet 
name  of  "The  National  Bridge  Infant." 

It  remains  yet  to  be  seen  whether  the  Mosquitoes  of  Mexico  are 
not  fiercer  at  raising  blisters  than  the  regular  old  Spanish  Flies. 


RUNAWAY    ACCIDENT. 


We  have  not  seen  the  following  in  any  daily  journal  :  — 
On  Tuesday  afternoon  a  porter  attached  to  an  ordinary  hand- 
cart, containing  little  or  nothing,  took  fright  at  the  corner  of 
Canal  street  and  Broadway,  and  dashed  up  the  latter  thoroughfare 
with  frightful  speed.  The  excited  animal  steered  tolerably  clear 
of  omnibusses  and  express  wagons,  but  unfortunately  knocked 
down  an  elderly  lady  with  false  teeth  and  front  at  the  corner  of 
Broome  Street,  and  a  young  lady  who  was  unguardedly  standing 
near  the  curb  opposite  the  Melodeon,  in  compliance  with  a  request 
from  her  admirer,  "Bunions,"  in  the  morning  personals  of  the 
Herald.  Pursuing  his  wild  career,  the  swift-heeled  man  rattled  by 
the  Metropolitan  Hotel,  Laura  Keene's,  and  the  Lafarge  House. 
Near  the  latter  the  off-wheel  of  the  cart  came  in  contact  with  the 
back  of  a  lad's  head — the  only  one  he  had  about  him — and  sent 
both  it  and  him  rolling.  On  coming  to,  a  little,  the  boy  described 
his  vision  of  stars  as  exceedingly  grand. 

The  affrighted  man  finally  ran  head-first  into  a  show-window 
and  bruised  his  wagon  terribly.  While  backing  out  preparatory 
to  another  heat,  he  was  secured  by  the  police,  unharnessed,  and 
led  elsewhere.  What  could  have  startled  the  creature  originally 
is  not  known  positively,  although  some  persons  assert  that  a  ma- 
levolent cur  ran  barking  under  his  heels.  The  poor  beast  was 
covered  with  foam  when  captured,  and  seemed  well-nigh  exhausted. 
_«_ 

Everything  for  Corcoran  but  Freedom. 

Won't  it  be  rather  aggravating  to  poor  Corcoran  and  his  fellow 
prisoners  when  Ex-Governor  Fish  and  Bishop  Ames  put  their  heads 
into  the  cell  door- way  and  observe  : 

"  Oh  !  ah  !  Good  morning  !  Just  from  the  Noith.  Thought  we 
would  drop  in  and  see  how  you  are.  Going  back  directly.  If 
there  is  anything  we  can  do  for  you,  just  mention  it.  Most  happy 
to  serve  you.     Good  day  !" 


Stop  the  Leaks  at  Home- 
It  is  stated  that  Mrs.  Eustis,  whose  husband  was  one  of  the 
Trent  Quartette,  thinks  that  she  has  money  enough  to  "  buy  up" 
the  French  press  and  get  it  to  advocate  the  Confederacy-  Why 
wouldn't  it  be  a  good  plan  for  her  first  to  buy  up  the  Southern, 
and  especially  the  Richmond  press  ? 


WANTED— A    POET. 
"  An  uncommon  want." 

Byron. 

It  seems  cruel  to  say  so,  but  there  is  no  portion  of  the  New 
York  Herald  so  ineffably  comic  as  its  long  daily  list  of  "Deaths." 
It  is  sad  enough  to  glance  at  those  closely  packed  paragraphs  and 
think  how  many  hearts  must  ache  over  them  every  morning.  But 
it  is  sadder  still  to  think  that  some  wretched  clown  should  have 
it  in  his  power  to  make  that  solemn  record  so  ridiculous  that  no 
man  can  look  at  it  without  laughter.  We  allude  to  the  bits  of 
humorous  rhyme,  which  the  morose  person  who  presides  over  this 
department  occasionally  throws  in,  to  relieve  the  monotony  of 
his  sombre  compilation.  These  obituary  verses  are  evidently 
"  kept  in  type,"  and  used  as  circumstances  require.  The  editor's 
repertoire  being  somewhat  limited,  the  same  platitudes  are  pub- 
lished day  after  day.  In  the  course  of  the  past  twelve  months,  the 
following  touching  lines  have  probably  brought  tears  to  the  public 
eye  no  less  than  sixty  or  seventy  times  : — 

*'  Dearest  Bobby  thou  hast  left  us, 
And  thy  loss  we  deeply  feel, 
But  'tis  God  that  has  bereft  us, 
And  he  can  our  sorrows  heal." 

But,  if  in  place  of  Bobby,  it  is  Bobby's  mother  who  has  left  us, 
the  first  line  reads— 

"  Dearest  mama  thou  has  left  us" — 

a  striking  instance  of  the  ingenuity  of  the  human  mind.  Among 
the  editor's  favorite  elegies  is  one  in  which,  by  a  curious  convolu- 
tion of  language,  the  Deity  instead  of  the  deceased  is  referred  to 
as  being  "  at  rest."  This  "  gem  adrift,"  as  General  Morris  would 
call  it,  runs  as  follows  : — 

"  We  loved  him — jes,  no  tongue  can  tell 
How  much  we  loved  him  and  how  well, 
God  loved  him,  too,  and  He  thought  best 
To  take  him  home,  and  be  at  rest." 

The  Herald  man  is  not  to  be  caught  napping,  so  he  has  a  quatrain 
adapted  to  the  demise  of  twins  ; 

"  Fare  thee  well,  sweet  buds  of  beauty  ; ' 
Little  angals  fare  thee  well, 
For  thou  wert  too  [two  ?]  pure  and  lovely 
In  a  world  like  this  to  dwell." 

But  for  real  pathos  and  a  refinement  of  feeling  almost  verging  on 
the  finical,  give  us  the  subjoined  : 

' '  Suffering  sore  long  time  she  bore, 
Physicians  were  in  vain, 
But  now  at  last  her  woe  is  past, 
For  God  has  eased  her  pain-" 

This  is  said  to  be  very  popular.  In  its  pre-Raphaelite  simplicity  it 
so  strongly  reminds  us  of  the  author  of  "  My  Mother's  Breast- 
pin," that  we  at  once  attribute  it  to  his  melodious  pen.  In  our  next 
quotation,  the  reader  cannot  fail  to  recognise  the  peculiar  versifica- 
tion and  melody  of  that  great  innovator  of  modern  poetry,  Walt. 
Whitman.  Are  we  wrong  in  laying  this  tender  topaz,  this  pathetic 
pearl  at  the  door  of  the  distinguished  ? 

"A  gem  of  human  form  is  gone  to  the  realms  of  grace, 

A  princely  pearl  to  enrich  the  kingdom  of  God's  selected  race. 

Oh,  Araminta  dear,  she  is  no   longer   here  to  solace  the  lonely  hours  of  father 

and  mother,  dear  devoted  ones  of  thy  world's  latest  ends. 
She,  blessed  of  the   three,  no  longer  waits   the  caressing   of  parents'    anxious 

care.     She,  she  is  there  with  God's  selected  gems." 

A  want  of  space  and  patience  prevents  us  from  inflicting  the 
reader  with  further  extracts.  The  five  inanities  printed  above  are 
sufficient  to  prove  that  the  Editor  of  the  Herald  needs,  even  if  he 
doesn't  want,  a  poet.  If  people  will  have  their  dead  friends  versi- 
fied, for  the  sake  of  humanity  let  it  be  done  decently,  Mr.  Herald. 


General  McClellan's  Fighting  Weight. 
Sixty  Four  Founds. 


Wants  Posting  up  badly. 
The  Norfolk  Day  Book. 
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X\^ 


AT    THE    "WINTER    GARDEN." 
Truculent  Man. — "  Sib,  I  must  insist  upon  tour  smoothing  your  hair  down   in 

FRONT !  " 


"What's  his  Name  ? 

Are  there  two  new  baritones  in  Grau's 
opera  company,  or  is  there  but  one,  and  has 
that  one  tw  o  surnames  ?  Did  Signor  Ypolito 
make  his  debut  as  Germont  in  "La  Travi- 
ata"  on  Monday  last,  or  was  it  Signor 
Ippolito  ?  The  Herald  and  World  critiques 
steadfastly  speak  of  Ippolito  and  Ypolito 
respectively,  and  it  is  bad  enough  for  any 
Christian  to  own  either  of  such  back-handed 
cognomens,  but  perfectly  frightful  when  the 
newspapers  insist  on  saddling  him  with  both. 
Let  the  gentleman  settle  the  question  defi- 
nitely in  a  card,  a  la  Boucicault.  If  he 
does  not,  we  shall,  to  make  sure  of  the 
thing,  compromise  matters  by  compounding, 
th  us — Ypolitoippolito. 


Burnside's  Expostulation. 
Be  patient,  though  success  is  sweet, 

0,  say  when  gales  are  unpropitious, 
How  can  a  Fleet  be  truly  fleet, 

Or  Expeditions  expeditious  f 


According  to  Precedent. 

It  is  about  time  for  us  to  make  up  our 
minds  that  if  a  Federal  Fleet  is  to  take  any- 
thing at  all  it  is  to  be  Taken  by  Storm . 


THE    WAY    TO    SETTLE    IT. 

The  rural  editor  is  an  acknowledged  lusus  naturae, ;  but  it  is  only 
when  he  is  quarreling  with  another  rural  editor  that  his  peculiar 
charms  come  out  with  unclouded  brilliancy.  The  editor  of  a  little 
daily,  clear  out  West,  ventured  to  assert  that  the  friends  of  the 
late  General  Lyon  were  about  "  to  place  a  monument  over  the 
remains  of  the  gallant  soldier."  Whereupon  an  editor  down  East, 
in  a  vein  of  cutting  sarcasm,  remarks  : 

"  We  are  certainly  pleased  to  learn  that  the  admirers  of  Gen. 
Lyon  are  to  place  the  monument  over  his  remains,  for,  until  our 
contemporary  informed  us  to  the  contrary,  we  supposed  it  was 
their  intention  to  place  the  monument  under  his  remains.  Would 
it  not  be  more  correct  for  our  western  brother  to  say  that  a  monu- 
ment is  to  be  erected  to  the  memory  of  the  lamented  General  ?" 

The  western  brother  thinks  not,  and  proceeds  to  air  his  idea  on 
the  subject ; 

"  We  fail  to  see  how  the  word  erect  improves  our  sentence — 
providing  it  needed  any  improvement.  To  say  that  the  country- 
men of  General  Lyon  intend  "  to  erect  a  monument"  would  seem 
to  imply  that  it  was,  at  first,  their  intention  to  sink  a  monument 
to  his  memory.  Though  we  must  confess  that  no  one  but  a  New 
England  editor  would  be  ready  to  draw  such  an  inference." 

Here  the  matter  stands,  and  we  really  don't  see  how  our  two 
brothers  are  going  to  get  out  of  it,  unless  they  apply  to  us  as  an 
umpire  ;  in  which  case  we  would  compromise  the  affair  by  having 
the  following  paragraph  printed  in  six  consecutive  numbers  of  the 
Beantown  Journal  and  the  Porkville  Express  : 

gsgt'  The  friends  of  the  late  General  Lyon  are  on  the  eve  (or 
morning)  of  erecting  (not  sinking)  a  monument  over  (not  under) 
the  remains  of  that  gallant  chieftain  ;  for  the  furtherance  of  which 
noble  purpose  we  bind  ourselves  to  subscribe  any  sum  not  less 
than  Fifty  Dollars. 


DRUMMING    UP    FOOLS. 


MATRIMONIAL.— A  YOUNG  GENTLEMAN  DESIRING  TO  MARRY,  TAKES 
this  method  of  making  it  known.  It  is  desired  that  miniatures  should 
accompany  communications  in  answer  to  this.  All  communications  strictly 
confidential.     Best  of  reference  given.     Address  *  *  * 

That  young  gentleman  must  be  sadly  off  for  a  photographic 
Album,  by  reason  of  the  scarcity  of  his  lady  admirers.  He  will, 
however,  probably  soon  amass  several  volumes-full  of  decayed 
actresses,  pretty  waiter  girls,  graduates  of  Woman's  Rights  Col- 
leges, indiscreet  misses  who  have  not  yet  thoroughly  committed  to 
memory  their  multiplication  table  up  to  twelve  times  twelve,  old- 
fashioned  California  and  Bull  Run  widows,  and  Eighth  Avenue 
belles  of  the  loud  tone.  When  the  collection  is  completed,  we 
would  suggest  that  the  tomes  be  labelled 

Portraits  of  the  Fast  Female  Fools  of  the  United  States. 


ABOUT    A    FLORAL    CORRESPONDENCE. 

According  to  the  Tribune,  Mrs.  Lincoln  and  Mrs.  J.  G.  Bennett 
have  become  enamored  of  each  other  to  the  extent  that, 

"  A  truly  remarkable  correspondence,  relating,  in  good  part,  to  affairs  of 
interest,  is  regularly  carried  on  between  them  ;  and  graceful  gifts  of  flowers 
and  other  beautiful  trifles  frequently  accompany  the  interesting  missives  of  the 
President's  lady." 

We  quote  the  substance  of  the  statement  only. 

We  are  not  addicted  to  pooh-poohing  anything  that  the  Tribune 
people  choose  to  say,  but  we  are  strongly  tempted  for  "just  once" 
to  pooh-pooh  the  foregoing  gossip.  What  boots  it  to  anybody 
whether  these  ladies  bill  and  coo  each  other  or  not  ?  As  to  flowers, 
why  should  they  be  mentioned  ?  Flowers  are,  it  is  true,  oftentimes 
employed  as  a  sort  of  deaf  and  dumb  alphabet,  but  not  generally. 
If  the  ladies  in  question  correspond  by  flowers  as  well  as  by  post, 
all  we  have  to  say  is — we  hope  they  follow  the  idioms  of  the  lan- 
guage, its  syntax  and  prosody,  with  more  success  than  most  ladies 
achieve  when  inditing  their  French  missives.  It  would  be  frightful, 
should  Mrs.  Bennett  mistake  the  meaning  of — say  a  Chestnut  tree, 
which  according  to  the  glossary  signifies  "  Do  me  justice,"  and;con7 
strue  in  its  stead  the  sign  Burdock  which  pointedly  exclaims 
"  Touch  me  not." 

Mrs.  B.  might  in  such  a  case  fall  into  the  still  greater  error  of 
supposing  that  the  lady  of  the  Blank  Mansion— (Washington, pro-, 
nunciation  of  Maison  Blanc) — wished  to  be  rendered  safe  from  any 
little  complimentary  touchings  up  that  the  editor  of  the  Herald 
might  feel  disposed  to  offer.  Perhaps,  though,  there  are  no  Chest- 
nut trees  in  Mrs.  L's  bouquets,  consequently  no  opportunity  for  a 
misunderstanding  of  this  sort.  Again,  should  the  New  York  dame 
send  some  bits  of  sweet-scented  Tussilage,  denoting  "Justice  shall 
be  done  you,"  it  would  be  a  downright  pity  for  the  recipient  to 
mistake  the  plant  for  wild  Tansy,  whose  only  explanation  is  "I 
declare  war  against  you."  As  a  political  reference  the  transmission 
of  a  few  leaves  of  Jasmine  Carolina  might  be  deemed  quite  appro- 
priate, since  its  definition  is  ■■  Separation,"  or  Secession. 

However,  our  speculations  may  appear  ill-timed  in  some  degree, 
and  perhaps  provoke  an  editorial  crusher  in  the  Cock  Fighter's 
journal,  so  it  is  best  to  rest  them  here  for  the  present. 


Orthodox  Advice. 


Our  volunteers  should  bear  in  mind,  when  they  are  about  to 
make  prisoners,  that  the  latter  should,  like  medicines,  "  Be  well- 
Shaken  before  Taken." 


Our  best  Man-of-War. 
The  merrv  Mac  of  Washington. 


Published  by  LouiB  H.  Stephens,  for  the  Proprietors,  at  100  Nassau  street,  N.  Y 


WORCESTER'S  ILLUSTRATED  QUARTO  DICTIONARY.— Admitted  by  eminent  scholars  and  the  leading  literary  men  of  the  Old    and   New 
World  to  be  the  standard  Dictionary  of  the  English  Language.        PRICE  $7,50. 

SWAN,  BREWER  &  TILESTON,  Publishers,  Boston,  Mass. 


THE  AGENT    OF  VANITY  FAIR  IN  LONDON,  ENGLAND,    is  JOHN  ADAMS  KNIGHT,  Publisher  of  the  "London  American,"  No.  100 
Fleet  street.    The  trade  will  be  supplied  and  subscriptions  received  at  his  office.      Single  copies  also  for  sale. 


petered  aecording  to  Act  of  Congresa  in  the  year  1862,  by  Ixnia  H.  gmg«    in  the  Clerk'B  Office  of  the  District  Court  of  the  United  States  ,for  the  Southern  District  oi  N«w  York 


VANITY    F^lIH. 


THE  READERS   OF 
VANITY  FAIR 

WILL  BEAR  IN  MIND  THAT 

E.     ANTHONY, 

501    BROADWAY, 

'Three  doors  from  the  St.  Nicholas  Hotel,) 

is 

HEAD     QUARTERS  FOR 

riOTOGKAPHIC  ALBUMS. 

STEROSCOPIC    VIEWS, 

AND 

CARTE    DE   VISITE     PHOTO- 
GRAPHS OF  CELEBRITIES. 

It  will  be  unwise  to  buy  before  seeing  his 
assortment 

The    New    Story    of 
Real    Life. 


UNDERCURRENTS  OF.  WALL  STREET  ; 

THE  ROMANCE  OF  BUSINESS. 
By  Richard   H.  Kimball,  author  of  "  St. 


"ftlislike  me  not  for  my  complexion. "- 
(Merchant  of  Venice.) 

SKETCH  OF  CONTENTS. 

The  Crisis. 

A  Rich  Merchant  "carried  under. 

Recovery. 

Prosperity  and  Social  Position. 

A  Devoted  Wife. 

The  Heiress  and  the  Beggar  Girl. 

"  Produce-panic." 

Suspense— Suspension. 

A  "  Best  Friend"  tested. 

AFa-hionable  "Cut." 

A  Hypocrite  and  his  Tool. 

An  Auction  and  a  Funeral. 

A  Fall  in  Rents  and  Luxuries. 

Visions  of  "The  Wolf." 

The  Dens  of  the  Bulls  and  Bears. 

Bankers,  Brokers,  Usurers. 

Earnest  Words  to  Business  Men. 

The  Note-Broker. 

A  Character— Splendid  Chances. 

Mines— Lands— Patents. 

Port  of  Brunswick. 

A  Georgia  Gentleman. 

A  Note-Shaver. 

True  Religion  versus  a  Sham. 

Success. 

Disaster. 

Arrest  for  Fraud. 

A  Wounded  Spirit—"  Who  can  bear  it  7 

Help  from  the  Right  Source. 

Love  and  Hope. 

A  Mysterious  Document. 

One  volume.      12mo.     $1  25. 

O.  P.  PUTNAM,  Publisher, 
NEW  YORK. 


IN  PRESS— A  new  edition  of  ST.  LEGEK, 
/by  the  same  author),  which  was  one  of  the 
most  remarkable  and  successful  romances 
produced  in  this  country. 


Soldiers,  see  to  your 

own  health.  Do  not  trust  to  the  Army  sup- 
plies. Cholera,  Fever,  and  Bowel  Com- 
plaint will  follow  your  slightest  indiscretion. 
HOLLOWAY'S  PILLS  AND  OINTMLNT 
should  be  in  every  man's  knapsack.  The 
British  and  French  troops  use  no  other  med- 
icines.    Only  25  cents  per  Box  or  Pot.      216. 

WARD  &  PARRY,  PUB- 
LISHERS,   BOOKSELLERS 

and  Importers,  (Successors  to  H.  W.  Derby.) 
<;"5  Broadway.  Are  selling  their  own  Pub- 
lications, together  with  all  the  current  mis- 
cellaneous issues  of  the  day  at  partly  re- 
duced prices. 

Thev  publish  the  following  : 
POPULAR  BOOKS  OF    WIT  AND  HUMOR. 
The  Widow  Bedott  Papers,  12mo., 

cloth,  1  00  60 

Mrs.  Partington,  by  B.  P.  Shillaber,  1  00  60 
The  Sparrowgrass  Papers,  1  00  60 

Riley's  Humors  of  the  West,  1  00  60 

Brougham's  Humorous  Irish  Stories,  1  00  60 
Miss  SUmmons'  Window,  1  00  60 

Prentice's  Wit  and  Humor,  1  00  60 

Letters  of  Jack  Downing,  12mo., 
Jack  Downing's  Yankee  Stories, 


Editors   throughout    the    Country 
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TERMS— THREE  TIMES  in  their  advertising  columns,  and  send  marked  copies  of  the  papers  con- 
taining the  same  to  this  office.  The  paper  will  not  be  sent  to  such  as  do  not  comply  with  our  terms, 
as  our  exchange  list  is  an  unusuahy  large  one. 
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LOUIS  H.  STEPHENS,  Publisher  for  Proprietors, 
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How  completely  the  plan  of  this  work  is  adapted  to  all  the  changes  of  the  times  has  been  shown  in 
the  past  year.  Without  encroaching  upon  the  space  necessary  for  reprinting  the  choicest  articles 
from  the 

FOREIGN    REVIEWS,    MAGAZINES    AND   JOURNALS, 

upon  the  other  literature  and  topics  of  the  day,  a  few  pages  every  week  record,  for  present  edification 
and  future  reference,  the  Spirit  of  the 

WAR   OF  OUR  GREAT   REBELLION. 

We  hope  that  before  the  end  of  1862  we  may  be  restored  to  communion  with  many  friends  and 
"fellow-countrymen"  (as  Judge  Pettigru,  in  Charleston,  has  just  called  us)  in  the  South — men  who 
have  been  forced  to  submit  to  the  conspiring  minority.  We  long  to  testify  to  this  venerable  and 
distinguished  patriot,  and  to  all  who  hold  like  faith,  how  dearly  we  prize  the  bonds  which  connect  us 
with  them,  and  how  lovingly  we  shall  receive  them  to  our  hearts  when  "this  tyranny  shall  be 
overpast." 

It  is  hardly  necessary  to  say  much  to  the  readers  of  The  Evening  Post  about  the  plan  and  execu- 
tion of  THE  LIVING  AGE.    Both  have  been  highly  commended  by 

Chancellor  Kent,  Josticb  Story  and  President  Adams  ;  by  Pkescott,  Bancroft,  Ticknor, 
and  many  othereminent  men  ;  and  especially  by  the 

Editors  of  The  Evening  Post, 
who  have  from  time  to  time  given  praise  to  it. 

It  contains  as  much  matter  as  four  of  the  Great  Reviews  and  Blackwood's  Magazine ;  avoids  all 
their  dull  and  local  articles ;  and  combines  in  One  all  the  best  matter  of  twelve  quarterlies,  nineteen 
monthly  magazines,  and  ten  literary  and  political  weekly  journals.  The  last  are  not  the  least ;  for 
they  have  enlisted  writers  of  the  highest  ability,  and  have  the  freshest  commentaries  upon  the  books 
and  history  of  the  times. 

To  subscribe  to  the  LIVING  AGE  is  economical ;  for  here  you  have  the  whole  pith  and  essence  of 
all  the  Great  Periodicals  at  the  price  of  one  of  them.  No  clergyman  or  other  Professional  man  who 
has  read  it  regularly  will  ever  be  willing  to  give  it  up.  No  Family  able  to  appreciate  it  will  remove 
it  from  the  Centre-Table.  No  young  Man  who  desires  to  improve  his  mind  and  his  position  in  Society 
ought  to  do  without  it,  if  he  can  afford  to  pay  for  it. 

It  makes  (52  numbers,  four  large  volumes,  a  year. 

;6Gf"  The  price  is  Six  dollars  a  year,  and  we  send  it  free  ok  postage.     Address 
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OUR    WAR    CORRESPONDENCE. 
Letter  from  Mc  Arone. 

Fort-Etude,  Va.  Feb  18 

Dear  Vanity  : — I  was  chatting  with  my  old  friend  Abe  Lincoln, 
the  other  day,  about  matters  and  things  ... 

"  Do  you  know,  my  boy,"  said  he,  "  who  I  consider  the  three 
greatest  Macs  in  the  world  ?" 

"  No,"  I  replied. 

"Well,"  he  continued,  "  they  are  Mc  Arone,  Mc  Clellan,  and 
Max  Maretzek." 

I  blushed,  even  while  I  smiled.     The  compliment which,  I 

flatter  myself,  was  not  unmerited touched  me. 

"Now,  the  other  two,"  added  Abe,  "are  doing  all  they  can. 
Geoege  is  constructing  a  splendid  army,  and  Max  is  conducting 
splendid  orchestras.  Why  do  you  alone  of  the  three,  hide  half  your 
light  under  a  bushel  ?  As  a  commander,  you  have  no  equal ;  as  a 
writer,  you  are  without  rivals.  Why  not  reassume  the  stalwart 
pen,  and  make  the  world  happy  as  of  yore." 

"  I  have  just  completed  a  work  of  fiction,  Sire,"  I  faltered. 

"  Aye,"  rejoined  the  President,  almost  sternly  ;  "  but  a  work  of 
fiction  is  a  work  of  falsehood,  and  a  newspaper-correspondent  should 
know  naught  of  falsehood.  It  is  not  into  their  line  of  busi- 
ness  " 

"  Isn't  it,  though  !"  I  exclaimed. 

"  Well,  let  that  slide.  I  want  you  to  do  some  more  correspon- 
dence for  Vanity  Fair.  It  is  the  only  paper  that  I  consider  both 
sound  and  brilliant,  and  you  are  the  most  truthful  writer  I  ever 
read. ' ' 

"  To  hear  is  to  obey,"  I  answered 

Hence  this  letter. 

All  is  quiet  along  the  lines. 

A  movement,  however,  is  shortly  expected. 

The  Columns  of  the  Herald  will  make  an  advance,"  eodtf." 

Apropos  of  movements,  I  have  picked  up  a  curious  anecdote  of 
the  recent  capture  of  Fort  Henry,  in  Tennessee,  which  illustrates  the 
military  enthusiasm  of  the  Rebels. 

There  were  three  regiments  of  infantry,  as  you  know,  encamped 
outside  the  fort.  It  is  unjustly  reported  that  they  became 
frightened  and  ran  away.     This  is  untrue. 

It  may  not  be  generally  known,  but  such  is  the  ardor  of  the 

Southerners  that  their  children boys  of  six,  eight,  and  ten  years 

old. . .  .join  the  army  with  avidity. . .  - 


The  three  regiments  spoken  of  were   seven  year  fellows,  under 

Master  Brigadier-General   Jones son   of    old    Jones.  ..  .barely 

turned  nine 

The  cannon-balls  and  shells  from  the  federal  gun-boats  had  the 
effect  of  routing  out  hundreds  of  butterflies  from  their  winter  quar- 
ers. . .  .the  concussion  of  the  air  bursting  their  cocoon-cells and 


these  brave  little  chaps,  weary  and  harrassed  by  the  labors  of  cam- 
paigning, could  not  resist  the  temptation.  Wrapt  in  a  delicious 
day-dream  of  home,  they  chased  the  bright-winged  insects  hither 
and  thither,  through  swamps  and  morass,  over  hill  and  dale,  each 
one  fancying  himself  once  more  at  home  in  the  stately  gardens  of 
his  father's  old  baronial  hall. 

By  the  time  the  butterflies  were  captured,  Fort  Henry  was  sur- 
mounted by  the  Old  Flag. . . . 

Master  Jones  did  not  think  it  prudent  to  return. 

Hence  arose  the  ridiculous  story  that  they  ran  away  in  disorder. 
Let  us  be  just,  even  to  our  foemen. . .  .or,  perhaps  I  should  sa},  our 
foe -boys. 

This  anecdote  is  strictly  true.     I  was  there,  and  saw  it. 

The  great  sensation  in  the  army,  as  in  all  circles,  just  now,  is 
the  Finance  question. . . . 

My  plan  will  ultimately  be  adopted. . . . 

I  propose  that  Government  shall  issue  8900,000,000  in  bills 
receivable,  with  consols  attached,  bearing  interest.  These  are  to 
be  made  a  legal  tender  for  all  debts  owed  by  Government,  and  a 
tax  on  expenditures  may  be  levied  to  pay  the  interest  at  pleasure, 
after  date.  In  this  way,  the  United  States  debt  can  be  paid  at  once, 
without  costing  anything,  and  we  shall  all  have  plenty  of  money: 

This  plan  I  have  submitted  to  the  Cabinet,  and  the  Secretary  of 
Finance  has  reported  favorably  upon  it.  Its  simplicity  is  its  great 
point  of  superiority  over  all  others. 

I  will  try  to  have  a  battle  for  you,  next  week,  but  just  now, 
times  are  very  dull,  and  I  am  Mc   Arone. 


DOCTOR    IVES. 


O  say  !  have  you  heard  of  the  fate  of  the  Doctor, 
Whose  fortune  was  fair  till  his  Misfortune  knocked  her  ; 
With  pity  the  fact  every  tender  heart  rives, 
For  they've  taken  to  prison  this  poor  Doctor  Ives  ! 

O  he  got  along  nicely,  and  never  was  seedy  ; 

What  with  preaching  and  scribbling  he  seldom  was  needy, 

'Till  he  went  to  the  Herald,  that  bane  of  all  lives, 

And  the  Herald  has  dish'd  him — this  dear  Doctor  Ives  ! 

Perhaps  he  had  never  been  thus  ravished  from  us, 
If  he  only  had  stuck  to  the  Journal  of  Commerce, 
Or  even  the  Times ;  but  there's  no  luck  survives 
Such  embraces  as  Jamie  bestowed  upon  Ives. 

"  Now  gang  ye,"  cried  Jamie,  in  syllables  sweet, 

To  Washington  town,  to  get  news  for  my  sheet ; 

See  to  it  that  early  and  fresh  it  arrives, 

"  Tho'  they  force  you  to  steal  it."     "  1  will"  answered  Ives. 

On  his  journey  he  goes  ;    with  demurest  of  faces, 
He  sneaks  in  and  out  of  the  government  places  ; 
Here,  patient,  he  smells  and  there,  fearless  he  dives, 
Getting  news  for  the  Herald — this  deep  Doctor  Ives. 

And  to  make  business  better,  he  sends  every  word 
To  the  rascally  rebels,  of  what  he  has  heard  ; 
And  so — would  you  think  it? — this  covy  contrives 
To  humbug  the  Herald  that  fed  Doctor  Ives. 

But  the  sharpest  get  cornered,  and  Ives  though  no  dunce, 
Went  smelling  'round  Stanton  two  often  by  once  ; 
For  Stanton  smelt  him,  and  commanded  the  gyves 
To  be  placed  on  the  wrists  of  this  poor  Doctor  Ives. 

Now  hear,  je  Bohemian  people !    who  try 

To  write  for  the  papers,  and  think  you  are  sly  ! 

O  go  without  beer  for  the  rest  of  your  lives 

Ere  you  try  half-and-half  like  this  dry  Doctor  Ives. 


A  Bothered  Legislator. 


Albany,  Wednesday,  Feb.  12th,  1862. 
To  the  Editor  of  Vanity  Fair  : — Sir  :  I  am,  I  regret  to  say,  a 
Member  of  the  Assembly.  Last  night  I  read  in  the  New  York 
World  the  following  :  "  It  will  be  time  well  spent  if  the  Legisla- 
ture should  give  less  to  action  and  more  to  thought."  That's  so. 
But  how  do  you  do  it?  I,  for  one,  am  willing  to  think,  hut  how 
shall  I  begin  ?  Must  you  sit  to  think,  or  stand  to  think,  or  go  to 
bed  to  think,  or  put  on  a  clean  shirt  to  think,  or  take  three  cock- 
tails instead  of  two,  to  think  ?  How  do  you  know  when  you  are 
really  thinking  ?  How  do  your  friends  know  ?  And,  above  all, 
does  it  hurt? 

I  am,  sir,  your  obedient  servant, 

Ri'sticus  Green. 
P.  S. — Can  you  make  anything  by  thinking  ?  and,  if  so,  how 
much  a  day  on  an  average  ?  11.  G. 
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I  THINK  A  FELLER  CAN  DRESS  FASHIONABLY  AND  TASTEFULLY 
WITHOUT   MiKINO    A    CONSPICOOUS    ASS   OF    HISSELF. 

CONFESSIONS    OF    AN    OMNIBUS    HORSE. 
I. 

Everybody  knows  who  I  am.  I  am  among  the  horse  race  what 
John  Smith  is  among  the  man  kind.  My  relatives  are  scattered 
considerably  ;  some  are  known  as  car  horses,  others  as  cart  horses, 
others  as  carriage  horses,  others  still  as  war  horses,  others  again  as 
saddle  horses,  and  a  few  are  designated  as  hobby  or  rocking  horses. 

I  was  waited  upon  the  other  day  by  an  overgrown  gentleman, 
with  a  pleasing  Pennsylvania  accent,  and  clothed  in  the  ordinary 
undress  of  a  well-to-do  punster.  He  bowed,  and  seated  himself 
on  a  bundle  of  straw  which  I  proffered  him.  After  commenting 
in  a  finished  manner  upon  the  weather,  and  venturing  an  opinion 
that  our  army  will  soon  do  something,  if  nothing  seriously  pre- 
vents, he  called  in  one  of  our  senior  drivers,  told  him  who  he  was 
and  got  him  to  introduce  him  (the  stranger)  to  me  in  graceful 
style.     This  is  about  the  way  in  which  it  was  done. 

Drivef.— "Git  up  Old  Hoss  !"  addressing  me.  "Look  lively, 
and  shake  yer  three  cents  worth  o'  tail  I  This  'ere  man  styles 
himself  Wanity  Fare,  an'  expex  the  honor  o'  yer  'quaintance." 

This  brought  me  to  my  feet— I  had  been  lying  down  as  usual 
when  off  duty.  The  usual  compliments  being  exchanged,  my 
visitor  proceeded  to  explain  the  object  he  had  in  making  my 
acquaintance.  He  assured  me  that  he  was  not  an  office-seeker  nor 
the  agent  of  a  patent— consequently  he  might  pass  for  a  gentle- 
man, and  I  know  that  he  smelt  like  one,  for  I  sniffed  him  care- 
fully, as  I  do  all  new  comers.  Finding  that  he  was  probably  sound 
in  wind,  limb,  and  breed,  I  turned  my  only  available  ear  towards 
him  and  listened  to  a  proposition  which  he  made  me  to  become  an 
author.  Well,  I  laughed  outright— a  thing  I  have  not  caught  my- 
self doing  for  years,  mine  being  a  solemn  nature. 

"Make  an  author  of  me?  You're  a  lunatic,  sure!"  said  I. 
"  Why,  perhaps  I  am  nothiug  but  bruises  and  bones,  and  scarcely 
worth  the  fodder  I  get  and  the  doctoring,  but  even  so,  I  am  not 
wholly  destitute  either  in  feeling  or  means.  Do  I  look— do  I 
really  look  so  beggared  and  tuckered  out  that  you  think  I  would 
stoop  to  anything  ?  My  kind  Sir,  you  know  not  the  pride  that  fills 
my  interior,  humble  though  my  exterior  be.  I  might  be  sold  for 
three  dollars  and  a  half  to  a  Catharine  Market  huckster,  but  my 
self-respect  would  still  be  maintained.  Out  upon  your  sugges- 
tions !     A  literary  hack  indeed  !     Never!" 

And  with  that  I  whipped  my  tail  of  thirteen  gray  hairs  at  him 
and  took  a  mouthful  of  oats.  He  seemed  rather  staggered  at  first 
and  I  thought  he  meant  to  leave  without  further  ado,  but  it  was 


not  so.  No,  he  put  on  William  H.  Seward's  favorite  smile,  and 
urged  me  "not  to  travel  so  fast."  The  novelty  of  this  request 
rather  startle!  me,  for  I  candidly  confess  that  I  do  not  remember 
having  any  such  words  addressed  me  since  my  colt-hood's  days. 
It  was  always  "  Wake  up,  old  nag  ?  Stir  yer  bones  !  Go  'long  ! 
What  are  yer  waitin'  fur,  say?"  Or  some  equally  uncivil  express- 
ion. So,  the  gentleman's  remark  awakened  a  new  interest  in  me 
towards  him  and  I  attended  cheerfully  as  he  continued.  He  talked 
finely.  He  didn't  want  to  injure  but  to  benefit  me  and  my  com- 
panions, he  said.  All  he  hoped  to  get  from  me  was  a  recital  of 
experience,  my  biography  in  fact,  to  adorn  the  pages  of  the  able 
journal  which  he  represented. 

That  was  something  like !  That  was  altogether  a  different  affair, 
and  so  I  told  him.  I  could  only  feel  flattered  by  his  proposal,  and 
really  had  no  objection  to  being  brought  out  in  fine  style,  illus- 
trated, and  read  and  talked  about  by  the  whole  community.  My 
likeness  in  a  respectable  paper  would  certainly  look  well.  I  had 
always  hankered  after  such  notoriety,  and  it  used  to  grieve  me 
iorely  to  see  prints  of  celebrated  racers  and  prize-horses  in  the  shop 
windows,  while  mine  had  never  been  sought  by  the  owners  of  the 
many  lines  on  which  I  have  trudged. 

Yes,  I  encouraged  him  to  that  extent  that  he  smiled  the 
Sewardian  smile  again,  and  offered  agreeable  business  terms, 
which  I  readily  accepted.  It  matters  not  how  much  I  am  to  get 
lor  my  life,  or  whether  I  have  furnished  apartments  in  the  Brevoort 
House  or  still  loll  round  the  Eighth  Avenue  stables .  However,  I  may 
say  this,  which  fact  I  forgot  to  mention  in  its  proper  place,  that  my 
friend  rather  annoyed  me  during  the  early  part  of  our  interview 
because  I  had  misgivings  that  he  owned  a  butcher's  bazaar  in  the 
Sixteenth  Ward,  and  had  an  eye  to  business  in  that  way  with  me. 
This  thought  was  perhaps  uncharitable,  but  I  know  well  what 
befel  my  grandmother — formerly  the  Ace-of-Spades,  and  a  fine 
trotter  in  her  day. 

I  guess  she  acted  as  sustenance  to  a  good  many  of  the  Eighth 
Avenue  line's  customers.  I  once  thought  I  detected  a  disposition 
to  kick,  in  a  style  very  like  that  of  my  grandparent,  in  a  lively 
young  lady  who  used  to  ride  in  the  public's  private  carriage  every  dry 
Thursday  afternoon. 

Mr.  Vanity  Fair  departed  when  our  understanding  had  become 
mutual,  and  I  began  reviewing  the  main  points  of  my  life,  compris- 
ing adventures  by  Land  and  Sea,  which  will,  I  trust,  prove  interest- 
ing to  both  man  and  beast. 


LIEUT,    GEN.    NEAL    DOW 


A  Portland  paper — name  to  us  unknown,  or  we  should  certainly 
blazon  our  columns  with  it — astonishes  the  w  orld  after  the  follow- 
ing fashion  : 

"  Col.  Neal  Dow  is  the  best  read  military  man  in  all  New  Eng- 
land !" ! 

"  So  much  the  worse  for  New  England  !"  growled  our  Diogenes, 
who  will  take  something  occasionally,  maugre  our  most  pathetic 
remonstrances  ;   "  Too  much  reading  has  made  him  mad." 

We  gave  Diogenes  a  shilling  and  told  him  to  go  out  and  calm 
himself.  He  took  the  shilling  and  went  out.  He  always  does, 
under  the  circumstances. 

Then  we  began  to  reflect  profoundly  :  Why  shouldn'  t  this  anti- 
rowdy-Dow  have  McClellan's  place?  How  he  would  confiscate 
the  sutler's  carts,  with  all  their  spiritual  contents!  How  he 
would  nose  out  and  smash  a  bottle  of  red-eye  in  some  poor  pri- 
vate's knapsack  !  How  he  would  "  destroy"  the  demijohns  in  the 
officer's  quarters  !  How  he  would  light  upon  the  lager-bier  kegs  ! 
How  he  would  rush  to  battle,  singing  : 

"  Will  you  join  the  tee -total  society." 
There  would  be  but  one  objection.     Lieut.  General  Dow  wouldn't 


be   able  conscientiously  to  use  grape-shot. 
Commission  him  at  once  ! 


But  that's  nothing ! 


Official  Notice.    To  the  Nation. 


Executive  Mansion,  Washington. 

The  "American  Whip  Company"  having  presented  his  Excel  - 
lency  Abraham  Lincoln  with  a  splendid  new  Whip,  the  Presidu-nt 
desires  to  inform  the  Nation  at  large,  (and  specially  Traitors,  Con- 
tractors, windy  Congressmen  and  the  like,)  that  he  is  now  pre- 
pared to  execute  Cuts  of  any  required  size  and  precision,  into  all 
and  every  abuse  of  national  confidence  ! 

N.  B.  "  Proofs"  of  the  accuracy  of  each  Cut  will  be  furnished 
gratis  upon  proper  application. 

N.  B.  2.  His  Excellency  the  President  also  proposes,  in  good 
time,  with  this  great  national  whip. 

"  To  lash  Rebellion  uaked  thro'  the  World  I" 
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HORSE,  FOOT,  AND  ARTILLERY. 

ESTR  UCTIVE 
weapons  have 
now  been  brought 
to  a  point  so  near 
perfection,  that 
any  allusion  to  a 
Sling  will,  per- 
haps, be  provoca- 
tive of  a  Smile 
from  the  reader. 
With  that  simple 
^|P  contrivance, 
'**■  n  e  v  e  r  t  h  eless, 
great  execution 
was  done  in  the 
wars  of  olden 
time  ;  and  a  first- 
rate  notice  of  the 
weapon  is  to  be 
found  in  the  re- 
cord of  that 
—  famous  encounter 
between  the  slim 
youth  David  and  his  ponderous  antagonist  Goliath,  the  Bully  of 
Gath.  Slingsbt,  in  his  quaint  old  treatise  upon  "  Ye  ongine  and 
artfullnesse  of  ye  Stone  Blockade,"  says  that,  when  Scillias  was 
king  of  Little  Britain,  he  bad  in  his  army  a  regiment  or  brigade 
of  slin^smen.  These  men,  who  were  selected  for  their  speed  of  foot 
as  well  as  expertness  in  the  use  of  the  sling,  always  had  their 
pockets  full  of  round  smooth  pebbles,  on  account  of  which,  says 
Slingsby,  they  were  known  to  the  wits  of  the  day  by  the  sobriquet 
of  the  "Stone  Fleet."  When  not  employed  in  skirmishing  they 
were  frequently  sent  on  expeditions  against  a  neighboring  potentate 
of  bad  character,  whose  fish-ponds  they  once  converted  into  quar- 
ries by  discharging  into  them  the  contents  of  innumerable  slings. 
By  this  process  the  waters  of  the  district  were  strangely  afflicted 
with  a  flavor  of  gin,  to  the  extent  that  those  who  drank  of  them 
became  subject  to  a  malady  called  delirium  tremens,  of  which  every- 
body, including  the  potentate  of  bad  character,  eventually  died 
in  the  respective  police-stations  and  lock-ups.  From  this  it  will 
be  seen  how  ancient  an  institution  the  Stone  Blockade  is,  as  well 
as  how  efficient  it  may  he  made. 

Some  of  the  Massachusetts  regiments  are  improving  upon  the 
old  system  of  bugle  calls  for  light-infantry  skirmishers,  by  adopt- 
ing a  schedule  of  popular  airs  to  represent  the  several  movements 
and  manoeuvres.  This,  if  properly  carried  out,  could  be  made  very 
effective.  The  names  of  the  tunes,  for  instance,  ought  to  be  appro- 
priate to  the  actions  which  they  are  supposed  to  command.  Thus, 
"  My  Lodging  is  on  the  cold  ground"  would  very  effectually  express 
turning-in-time  at  night  in  the  camps.  "  Take,  0  take  these 
Babes  !"  would  mean  a  charge  upon  the  foe  ;  "  Sally  in  our  alley" 
a  rush  up  a  narrow  entry  in  street  fighting.  "  Fly  not  yet,"  had 
this  system  been  practised  at  the  time  of  the  Bull  Run  affair,  might 
have  checked  the  senseless  panic  that  there  prevailed,  and  gained 
a  victory  for  our  side.  "Hoop  de  dooden-do"  would  be  a  good 
signal  for  surrounding  a  fort  or  body  of  men,  the  word  "hoop" 
being  understood  in  a  circumvallatory  sense  ;  and,  in  cases  where 
it  might  become  necessary  to  dislodge  a  phalanx  of  the  enemy, 
could  any  tune  be  more  appropriate  to  the  occasion  than  "Git  out 
of  the  way,  Old  Dan  Tucker?" 

The  above  method  of  raising  the  wind  for  the  army  is,  in  our 
opinion,  likely  to  be  more  popular  as  well  as  effective  than  any 
other  we  have  yet  heard  of. 


Read  for  Yourselves. 
"The  Bible  is  a  beautiful  specimen  of  Southern  workmanship,  and  if  I  live  to 
be  inaugurated  the  first  President  of  the  Confederacy  on  the  22(3  of  February 
next,  my  lips  shall  press  the  sacred  volume  which  your  kindness  has  bestowed 
upon  me."     [Jefk.  Davis,  in  a  letter  to  a  friend,.  J 

We  are  for  once  slightly  posed  by  the  foregoing  extract.  Did 
ever  any  one  before  Jeff.  Davis  entertain  the  idea  that  "  the 
Bible  is  a  beautiful  specimen  of  Southern  workmanship?"  The 
assertion  defies  sarcasm,  ridicule,  or  serious  debate.  It  must  be 
dismal  for  truthful  and  honest  men  to  live  now-a-days  in  the  Con- 
federacy. Jf  Davis  continues  loose  much  longer  the  old  genth- 
man,  known  as  the  Father  of  Lies,  will  become  jealous  of  his 
mundane  rival,  and  ask  him  to  a  place  where  he  wouldn't  take 
cold,  even  were  the  back  door  left  open  after  the  Southern  style. 


Floyd's  last  Occupation  in   Washington. 
Spoiling— for  a  fight. 


LADY  BEGGARS. 

Give  a  woman  a  photographic  album  and  she  will  know  no 
peace,  nor  give  her  friends  any,  until  every  page  is  filled  with  a 
carte  de  visite.  Now,  when  we  consider  that  all  ladies  have  from 
one  to  five  albums,  and  that  each  album  has  a  capacity  for  from 
twenty  to  one  hundred  card  pictures,  and  that  the  proportion  of 
ladies  in  this  geographical  section  stands,  according  to  careful  com- 
putation, three  and  one-fifth  ladies  to  one  gentleman,  we  arrive  at 
the  cheerful  fact  that  the  girl  gender  is  actively  engaged  in  dunning 
the  other  gender  for  several  million  heads,  full-lengths,  half- 
lengths,  full-lengths — with-table-and-pillar-attachment,  half- 
lengths,  with  ditto,  ditto,  ditto,  and  other  prevalent  styles.  On 
an  average  every  male  between  the  ages  of  three  months  and 
seventy  five  years  is  obliged  to  bestow  forty  seven  miniature  por- 
traits on  his  admirers,  or  else  submit  to  the  most  incessant  aggrava- 
ting dunning  ever  practised  anywhere,  not  excepting  in  a  com- 
munity of  Tailors.  Really,  ladydom  is  becoming  quite  distinguished 
for  the  skill  and  energy  with  which  it  besets  ordinary  folks — mean- 
ing males — in  regard  to  this  matter.  It  matters  not  whether  the 
damsels  have  known  a  man  five  minutes  or  five  years,  it  is  enough  for 
them  that  they  know  him,  and  that  he  carries  a  head.  There  is  a  des- 
perate rivalry  among  them  as  to  who  will  collect  the  largest 
number  of  friends,  acquaintances  and  relatives  in  a  given  period. 
They  lay  wagers  as  to  the  results  and  carry  on  a  regular  guerilla 
warfare.  Of  course  where  so  much  pains  is  taken,  considerable 
success  is  achieved,  and  it  is  not  uncommon  to  see  Miss  Clotilda 
or  Miss  Carrie  in  possession  of  five  hundred  photographs.  We 
happen  to  know  a  young  female  who  can  show  thirty  eight  John 
Smiths,  twenty  six  John  Browns,  twenty  John  Greens,  seventeen 
John  Whites,  forty  or  fifty  miscellaneous  names,  and  two  hundred 
and  ten  portraits  of  persons  whose  names  have  escaped  her  memory. 
She  is  still  gathering,  and  now,  with  praiseworthy  precaution,  writes 
the  title  of  each  individual  represented.  Where  the  mania  will 
stop  is  hard  to  say.  Probably  it  will  never  cease  wholly,  but  vary 
from  time  to  time.  Thus  before  long  we  shall  be  politely  troubled 
for  our  statuettes,  done  in  bronze,  or  Tuckahaj  marble.  These  will 
be  expensive,  but  interesting.  Or  mayhap  we  shall  be  called  upon 
for  portraits  on  small  bits  of  stained  glass — done  after  the  manner 
of  Cherubs  on  Church  windows.  Meanwhile  we  are  at  a  loss  to 
know  what  had  best  he  done  with  the  Photograph  Beggars .  They 
need  regulating.  If  the  legislature  would  take  up  the  subject  and 
pass  an  act  to  protect  the  loyal  male  citizens  from  being  perpetually 
subjected  to  the  fierce  onsets  of  the  fair  Mendicants,  the  legislature 
would  earn  the  gratitude  of  the  oppressed.  If  nothing  of  this  sort 
can  be  procured,  then  let  us  insist  that  the  impoverished  ones  shall 
wear  a  tin  sign  setting  forth  their  dire  necessity  and  worded  thus  : 
Please  assist  a  poor  Photograph  Beggar. 

This  should  be  tied  over  the  bosom,  like  the  signs  used  by  old- 
established  poverty  venders,  burglars  on  half-work,  invalided 
shoplifters,  and  public  sponges  generally.  Such  usually  hang  out 
a  statement  of  "t  am  Blind,"  or  "  I  am  Dumb,"  or  "  I  am  Needy." 
These  people  prosper  amazingly,  if  we  are  to  believe  the  police, 
and  the  fact  argues  strongly  in  favor  of  our  suggestion.  The  sub- 
dued appeal  would  tell  well  with  the  sympathies  of  youth  and 
benevolence  of  age.  Albums  would  fill  up  with  treble  the  present 
rapidity  and  much  less  annoyance  would  be  felt  by  society  at  large. 


OUR    BOOK    REVIEW. 


Fort  Lafayette,    or  Love   and  Secession  :  By  Benjamin  Wood. 
New  York  :  Carleton. 

Three  hundred  pages  of  a  romance  so  readable  that  we  should 
like  to  know  who  wrote  it.  If  we  were  asked  to  aver  to  the  best 
of  our  guessing  who  didn't,  we  should  without  hesitation  say — 
Ben  Wood. 

The  National   School   for  the  Soldier  :  By  Capt.  W.  W.  Van 
Nebs.     New  York  :  Carleton. 

A  remarkably  neat  little  pocket  manual  of  military  exercises, 
arranged  in  the  catechetical  form.  We  should  think  that  an  edi- 
tion or  two  of  this  book  would  go  off  in  "  double  quick  time." 


Perfectly  Clear. 


The  rebel  press  6ays  : 

''Give  us  the  same  supply  of  these  munitions  with  our  enen\v,  and  we  will 
engage  in  three  months  to  change  the  whole  aspect  of  the  war  ;  instead  of 
standing  on  the  defensive  we  should  carry  the  war  Into  Africa." 

There  is  a  good  deal  of  sense  in  that.  The  difficulty  is,  how- 
ever, about  getting  some  one  to  jrive  them  the  supply  of  muni- 
tions. Of  course,  it  is  perfectly  natural  that  the  South  should 
wish  to  carry  the  war  back  to  Africa,  where  it  most  certainly  came 
from. 
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LATEST    FROM    MEXICO. 
That  affaib,  at  the  National  Bridge. 


OUR    ZOOLOGICAL    RECREATIONS. 


Ignis  Edax — Buffon. 


Carbonarius  Ferox. — Cuvier. 


Turphagus.  —  Vanity]  Fair . 

This  animal,  vulgarly  called  The  Southern  Fire-Eater,  is  not  to  he 
confounded  with  the  Salamander  of  Pliny  and  other  ancient  natural- 
historians  ;  because,  if  we  may  credit  the  old  fables,  that  creature 
ate  fire  without  talking  about  it,  whereas  the  beast  now  to  be 
described,  talks  about  it  without  eating  it — a  distinction  which 
anybody  can  appreciate,  who  will  undertake  to  lunch  upon  a  brazier 
of  live  coals  ;  and  for  the  sake  of  science,  we  will  at  any  time  be 
ready  to  furnish  coals  and  a  brazier  to  any  curious  person  desirous 
of  trying  the  experiment  at  eleven  o'clock,  or  any  other  hour.  The 
Carbonarius  Fcrox,  so  fer  from  manifesting  any  passion  for  caloric, 
takes  his  drinks  iced,  whenever  he  can,  which  lately  is  but  seldom 
— ice  ruling  in  New  Orleans  at  $100  per  ounce,  with  only  two  or 
three  ounces  in  the  market.  But  the  gelid  quality  of  his  imbiba- 
tions  suddenly  changes  upon  their  reception  into  the  stomach, 
producing  caloric  rapidly,  which  manifests  itself  in  a  burning 
desire  to  talk  about  murder,  and  the  expression  of  an  intention 
instantly,  a  la  Richard  the  Third  : . 

"  To  undertake  the  death  of  all  the  world." 

At  such  moments,  if  the  inebriety  of  this  beast  be  very  great,  it 
may  be  an  act  of  prudence  to  shoot  him  on  the  spot,  or  at  least  to 
knock  him  flat  and  senseless,  which  will  probably  be  easily  done, 
because  at  such  times  his  legs  are  extremely  unsteady,  and  his 
senses  nothing  to  speak  of ;  nor  is  he  likely  to  renew  the  attack, 
or  even  remember  it,  except  as  an  act  of  friendship,  after  recovery. 
After  free  indulgence,  he  is  sometimes  suddenly  transformed  from 
a  biped  to  a  quadruped  ;  nor  is  he  at  any  time  averse  to  Going  his 
Length  on  All  Fours. 

That  this  beast  has  at  least  a  kind  of  language,  or  rather  lingo, 
must  be  admitted.  Like  parrots  who  have  enjoyed  the  classical 
advantage  of  long  voyages,  he  is  not  seldom  an  accomplished 
master  of  the  Art  of  Profane  Swearing  ;  and  as  apes  have  been  known 
to  chew  tobacco,  so  has  he,  occasionally,  if  not  oftener  ;  and  he 
has  even  been  noticed  to  go  to  the  extent  of  smoking  it,  though 


seldom,  of  course — very  seldom,  indeed  ! — not  oftener,  in  fact,  than 
all  the  time  daily  during  most  of  the  yeais  of  existence. 

One  most  remarkable  feature  of  this  beast,  is  his  continual 
quarrel  with  liberty,  of  which  he  takes  a  great  deal  himself,  but 
which  he  is  not  in  favor  of  allowing  to  any  other  animal.  His 
constant  habit  is  to  catch  and  hold  to  hard  labor,  the  celebrated 
Homo  Africanus  ;  but  upon  being  himself  caught  in  the  very  act  of 
murder  or  treason,  his  howls  for  Habeas  Corpus  are  horrible  to 
hear — but  when  he  does  not  succeed  in  half- killing  the  judge,  that 
functionary  usually  declines  to  grant  the  writ,  which  Blackstone 
well  observes  is  a  Writ  of  Right,  but  not  a  Writ  of  Fight. 

The  Fire  Eater  also  exhibits  many  of  those  thievish  characteristics 
noticed  in  the  Magpie  tribe  of  Birds  ;  but  he  very  seldom  confines 
his  larcenious  operations  to  spoons  or  sixpences  ;  and  acting  with  a 
few  others  of  his  kind,  he  has  been  known  to  carry  off  an  entire  Sub- 
Treasury,  iron  safe  and  all.  The  appetite  of  this  animal  for  mail 
bags  is  likewise  great,  and  generally  he  is  of  so  confiscating  a  nature, 
that  he  can  swallow  at  a  gulp  a  whole  park  of  artillery,  and  then 
treat  himself  to  a  dessert  of  the  balls  and  powder  which  he  may 
find  stored  in  the  Navy  Yards  of  Uncle  Sam,  and  left  unguarded. 
The  true  method  of  capturing  the  Fire  Eater  is  to  give  him  all 
the  fire  he  may  want,  with  a  few  grape-shot,  round  shot  and  other 
the  like  comfits  thrown  in.  This  he  cannot  long  endure  ;  a  suffi- 
cient dose,  often  repeated,  will  soon  finish  him.  Large  parties  are 
now  engaged  in  pursuit  of  this  animal ;  and  it  is  supposed  that 
most  of  the  species  will  be  killed,  or  being  caught  alive,  will  sub- 
sequently be  tamed  by  low  diet  and  no  liquor  except  water. 


Wit  at  the  White  House. 

Our  "  Washington  Reliable"  sends  us  the  following  flash  of 
federal  fun  by  Telegraph. 

"  At  the  late  levee  at  the  White  House,  the  President  asked  the 
Russian  Ambassador  whether  he  would  have  taken  him  for  an 
American  if  he  had  met  him  anywhere  else  than  in  this  country." 

"  No,"  said  the  distinguished  Muscovite,  who  like  Old  Abe  is  a 
bit  of  a  wag,  "I  should  have  taken  you  for  a  Pole." 

"  So  I  a  in,"  exclaimed  the  President,  straightening  himself  up 
to  his  full  aititude,  "  and  a  liberty  Pole  at  that." 

Tall  talking,  wasn't  it? 


VAJSTTY      FAIR. 


AMUSEMENTS    IN    WALL    STEEET. 

OBRIBLE^AfPABITION   OK   Na^EON,    GOT   UP   BY  THE   LITTLE  BEAKS  TO   PASTES   THE    LITM    Bl 
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THE    PSYCHOLOGY    OF    MUGGINS- 

How  would  the  bland  reader  feel  bound  to  treat  such  a  name  as 
Moughins  ?  would  it  be  a  piece  of  Christian  forbearance  to  pro- 
nounce it  Muffins  ?  or  would  the  bland  reader  lean,  rather,  to  pro- 
nouncing the  Mough  as  plough,  and  calling  Moughins  Mowins  ?  The 
question  is  a  difficult  one  to  decide,  on  account  of  Webster  having 
so  confused  the  English  language  with  his  dictionary  ;  but,  for  our 
part,  we  have  resolved  what  to  do  in  the  matter,  and  that  is  to 
call  Moughins  Muggins.  Who  Muggins  is,  then,  the  bland  reader 
will  learn  by  being  so  good  as  to  read  blandly  on. 

We  have  before  us,  at  the  present  writing,  an  immense  bill  or 
"poster" — say  three  feet  by  two  in  size— dating  from  No.  402, 
Michigan  Avenue,  Chicago,  and  signed  in  monstrous  black  capitals 
by  one  Elijah  B.  Moughins. 

That's  Muggins. 

The  manifesto  of  Muggins  is  headed  "  Startling  Mystery,"  in 
fancy  capitals  four  inches  high,  and  it  is,  in  effect,  an  appeal  to  the 
general  public  to  rush  forward  and  help  Muggins,  who  has  got  into 
such  a  state  of  glamour  through  means  of  certain  spells  woven 
around  him  by  the  renowned  Psyhomanteaumaker  Professor 
Andebson,  that  he,  Muggins,  is  not  quite  certain,  it  seems,  whether 
he  is  Muggins  at  all,  or  whether  he  is  not  Miss  Anderson,  the 
Professor's  daughter.  This,  the  bland  reader  will  concede,-would 
be  a  bad  business  for  Muggins,  who  describes  himself  as  "  a  young 
man  about  to  be  married.''  Zoyara's  was  a  mild  case  compared  to 
that  of  Muggins. 

Muggins  sets  out  by  stating  that  he  is  a  "  shrewd  observer,"  and 
was  not,  therefore,  greatly  puzzled  by  certain  performances  of  Pro- 
fessor Anderson,  "  as  they  were  merely  tricks."  By  and  by,  how- 
ever, the  Professor  requested  some  one  from  the  audience  to  come 
upon  the  stage,  an  invitation  which  Muggins  accepted.  Then, 
Muggins  was  requested  to  collect  a  variety  of  articles  from  the 
audience,  which  he  did,  to  the  number  of  thirty,  placing  them  in 
an  envelope  with  which  he  was  provided  for  the  purpose,  and  keep- 
ing them  religiously  secret  from  the  Professor  and  his  charming 
daughter.  What  Muggins  did  next,  we  must  give  in  his  own 
remarkable  words,  which,  for  convenience,  we  print  in  nonpareil, 
at  the  same  time  requesting  the  reader  to  remember  that  in  the 
original  they  stand  in  letters  half-an-inch  high  : 

"I  then  sat  down  upon  a  bewitched  box,  thirty  feet  from  Miss  .Anderson,  and 
she  described  everything  there  was  in  the  envelope,  even  to  reading  the  initials 
of  my  grandfather's  name  on  an  old  ring  of  his  which  I  happen  to  wear  on  my 
little  finger,  and  which  ring  I  put  ill  the  envelope.  Now,  how  did  she  do 
this?-' 

To  this  question  the  gentle  Muggins  replies  by  intimating  his 
belief  that  Professor  Andbrson  is  one  of  those  fearful  beings  who 
possess  "  power  to  detach  from  their  bodies  the  souls  of  the  living, 
and  make  them  to  enter  the  bodies  of  others. " 

Pausing  on  this,  as  in  horror,  Muggins  then  composes  himself 
with  the  remark  that  "  Bulwer  also  believes  in  it,"  after  which  he 
goes  off  into  a  shriek  of  heavy  black  type,  thus  : 

"  Now  observe  that  when  Professor  Anderson  makes  his  daughter  clairvoyant 
he  covers  her  up  with  a  shawl  ? 
What  does  he  do  that  for  V" 

"  That  you  may  not  see  the  soulless  body  beneath  !''  yells  Mug- 
gins, now  fully  awake  to  the  ghastliest  interpretation  of   the  case. 

"  3y  psychological  power  and  probably  by  skill  in  sorcery,"  continues  he, 
"  I  believe  that  Professor  Anderson  causes  the  soul  of  his  daughter  to  leave  her 
body,  and  that  soul  to  take  possession  of  him  who  holds  the  envelope,  (believe 
that  there  is  nothing  beneath  the  shawl  but  the  mere  living  form  without  a 
soul  within  it,  and  were  that  shawl  withdrawn,  you  would  see  it  in  the  eyes 
being  turned  inward.' ' 

The  last  sentence,  owing  to  the  foggy  quality  of  its  construction, 
leaves  us  in  a  galling  state  of  uncertainty  as  to  whether  we  are  to 
be  •'  turned  inward"  for  the  purpose  of  seeing  a  shawl  in  the  eyes 
of  a  young  lady  destitute  of  a  soul,  or  whether  a  better  fate  is  in 
reserve  for  us.  But  Muggins,  true  to  the  purpose  of  his  manifest, 
proceeds  as  follows  : 

"  I  challenge  theai  to  take  away  that  shawl.  The  very  voice,  said  to  come 
from  the  ^oung  lady,  is  sepulchral  !  You  will  note  that.  I  believe  her  «oul 
passed  into  me,  and  into  that  envelope,  there  learning  all  that  I  knew.  I  fell  a 
distinct  fluttering  of  the  envelope  as  I  held  it,  when  the  shawl  was  let  fall  over 
the  lady.  And  I  believe  that  her  soul  whilst  existent  in  me  imparted  to  mine 
some  portions  of  its  own  knowledge  ;  for  I  now  know  of  things  which  my  friends 
tell  me  never  happened  tome,  and  have  recollections  of  things  which  have  noth- 
ing to  do  with  me.  For  instance,  I  am  constantly  thiukinj  of  a  silk  dress,  with 
a  grease  spot  on  it.     Now  I  never  owned  a  silk  dress,  and  am  a  bachelor." 

Mark  here  the  mysterious  power  of  the  sorcerer  !  Muggins,  who 
never  owned  a  silk  dress,  is  "  possessed"  with  one  ;  furnishing  the 
first  instance,  by  the  bye,  so  far  as  we  know,  of  Silk  being  used  for 
"  possessing"  an  unhappy  lunatic  with  instead  of  Satan. 


®  The  "  fluttering  of  the  envelope  as  the  shawl  falls  over  the  lady" 
seems  to  have  affected  the  mind  of  Muggins  nearly  as  much  as  the 
slightly  damaged  silk  dress.  He  conjures  his  friends  and  the  public 
particularly  to  observe  it.  He  is  too  spiritual  to  attribute  it  to  the 
slight  agitation  of  the  air  caused  by  the  flirt  of  the  shawl— by 
which  expression,  pray  understand,  we  do  not  in  anyway  refer  to 
the  charming  Miss  Anderson,  but  to  the  whisk  or  wave  of  the 
shawl  as  it  falls  over  her  graceful  person.  He  winds  up,  Muggins 
does,  as  follows,  still  in  appeal  to  his  friends  and  the  public  : 

"  Let  them  ascertain,  also,  if  the  soul  of  Miss  Anderson  leaves  any  of  its  own 
information  after  returning  to  its  owner.  If  so,  then  my  own  state  of  mystery 
is  explained.  If  not,  I  am  afraid  I  am  going  mad,  and  being  a  young  man  about 
to  be  married,  it  occasions  me  serious  apprehension." 

Which  does,  Muggins?  the  anticipation  of  going  mad  or  of  going 
to  be  married  ?    If  the  latter,  we  do  not  wonder,  seeing  that  you 
have  nothing  better  to  bring  your  bride  than  a  cracked  skull  with 
a  damaged  silk  dress  in  it. 
Bless  you,  Muggins  ! 


THE    LAY    OF    THE    CAPTIVES. 

A  Voice  from  Richmond. 
By  many  a  cheerful  Northern  hearth 

In  the  fire-light's  tender  glow, 
You,  who  to  combat  sent  us  forth, 

Sit  in  peace  to-night  we  know. 
You  sit  in  peace  'mid  warmth  and  light, 

Undisturbed  by  pain  or  fear, 
Do  your  hearts,  in  the  watches  of  the  night, 

To  your  brother's  hearts  draw  near? 

Our  cells  are  bare  and  dark  and  damp, 

And  our  blankets  frail  and  thin, 
Not  a  drop  of  oil  in  the  prison  lamp, 

Little  flour  in  the  prison  bin, 
And  the  words  from  home — our  spirits'  food, 

They  are  far  between  and  few, 
For  our  jailors  all  are  of  sullen  mood, 

And  we  get  them  not  when  due. 

Yet  we  falter  aot,  but  with  steadfast  eye 

Look  into  each  traitor  face, 
Too  proud  in  our  misery,  live  or  die, 

To  ask  of  the  Rebels  grace. 
The  flag  of  the  Free  we  no  more  behold, 

But  there  are  our  prison  bars, 
We  will  deem  them  the  stripes  we  knew  of  old, 

And  beyond  them  we  see  the  stars  ! 


HACKLEY'S    CONSCIENCE. 

Mr.  Hackley  keeps  the  smallest,  the  veriest  Nutt  of  a  con- 
science that  can  be  conceived.  We  doubt  if  Professor  Mitchell 
with  his  best  telescope  could  discover  Hackley's  conscience. 
Indeed  it  is  merely  through  courtesy  that  we  purpose  assuming 
that  he  has  a  conscience— just  as  we  assume  for  the  fun  of  the 
thing  that  the  people  who  grow  Sunday  newspaper  trash  have  the 
merest  apology  for  brains.  Perhaps  Hacklby  once  had  a  con- 
science of  goodly  proportions,  but  if  so  he  has  certainly  lost  it 
and  it  would  be  worth  his  while  to  offer  a  reward  of  one  dollar  at 
least  in  the  Herald's  Lost  Dog  column.  If  any  one  doubt  that  we 
refer  at  this  moment  to  the  Hackley  who  is  salaried  to  see  that 
the  City  streets  are  not  cleaned,  they  need  not.  He  is  the  man, 
and  his  parents  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  him.  In  the  aggregate 
that  man  is  responsible  for  the  loss  of  much  valuable  time  to  the 
public,  by  reason  of  the  impassible  condition  of  certain  thorough- 
fares. In  the  aggregate  that  man  is  answerable  for  much  sickness 
and  death,  caused  by  the  filthy  and  damp  state  of  numerous  streets 
in  every  ward.  In  the  aggregate  that  man  by  his  neglect  is  the 
occasion  of  an  immense  pecuniary  loss  to  the  community — inde- 
pendent of  the  large  amount  which  he  receives  from  the  City  gov- 
ernment in  payment  for  his  idleness. 

If  these  facts  are  not  absolutely  correct,  if  Hackley  has  a  con- 
science, or  has  a  cousin  who  has,  if  the  neglect  be  not  his  but  that 
of  others  whom  the  public  knows  not,  let  him  for  shame's  sake 
publish  a  true  statemout  in  the  daily  press,  and  let  him  fasten  the 
disgrace  that  now  rests  upon  himself  on  the  rascals  who  do  in  all 
justice  deserve  it. 

Is  New  York  to  pay  an  exorbitant  price  to  the  end  of  time  for 
the  disgusting  privilege  of  being  a  first-class  Sink  and  a  City  of 
Smells  ? 

Wake  up,  Hackley,  you  Sluggard  ! 


By  our  Military  Maniac- 
0. — When  are  soldiers  like  trees  in  spring? 
A. — When  their  leaves  are  nearly  out. 
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SELF-RESPECT. 

Military  Man.—"  It  isn't  on  account  of  the  weather  that  I  want  the  over- 
coat, YOU  SEE,  BUT  TO  CONCEAL  MY  UNIFORM,  I  WOULDN'T  LIKE  TO  BE  TAKEN  FOR  A 
MEMBER    OF    THE    HOME  GUARD  !" 


Hydropathic. 

We  observe  that  an  eminent  Hvdropa- 
thist  is  now  lecturing  in  Washington.  This 
is  all  well — now,  positively,  we  don't  mean 
any  pun  here — it  is  all  well,  we  say  again, 
sternly ;  but  we  are  pretty  sure  if  some 
Members  of  Congress  take  water  at  all — and 
we  don't  much  think  that  they  will — they 
will  take  it  strictly  as  a  medicine,  -with  much 
swearing  at  its  novel  and  peculiar  flavor. 


A  drop  in  the  Bucket- 
Somebody  has  sent  $50  conscience  money 
to  Collector  Barney.  His  name  is  Mr.  Anon, 
and  we  wish  he  may  send  More  Anon.  The 
$50,  says  this  penitent,  are  "due  to  the 
Government."  Dew,  indeed  ;  but  some  peo- 
ple ought  to  send  it  by  the  barrel.  You 
never  hear  of  these  conscience  men  sending 
more  of  that  kind  of  dew  than  a  vial  full. 


Noose  for  the  Rebels- 

The  following  item  is  of  a  suggestive  ten- 
dency, and  deserves  promulgation  : 

"Gen.  Halleck  has  seized  ex-Governor  Claiborne 
F.  Jackson's  hemp  plantation,  in  Saline  County,  Mis- 
souri, for  confiscation." 

The  suggestion  arising  from  this  will  be 
found  in  the  playful  pun  contained  in  the 
first  word  of  the  head-line. 


The  Treasury  Note  Nondescript. 

The  House  of  Representatives  gave  it 
paper  wings.  The  Senate  added  the  Specie 
Claws. 


A  Bale-iul  Dodge  for  the  Planters. 
The  Rebel  Cotton  Loan. 


GREAT    EXHIBITION     OF     THE      NITROUS    OXIDE    GAS 
AT    THE    COOPER    INSTITUTE. 

Observing  by  the  dismal  columns  of  the  daily  newspapers  headed 
"  Amusements"  that  the  Laughing  Gas  was  to  be  exhibited  at  the 
Cooper  Institute,  one  evening  last  week,  we  immediately  sent  our 
Reporter  No.  23  to  the  hilarious  entertainment,  with  strict  injunc- 
tions not  to  partake  of  the  fascinating  atmosphere  himself,  lest  he 
might  let  off  some  ot  the  jokes  already  prepared  for  Vanity 
Pair,  and  so  spoil  our  next  number.  He  promised,  and  took 
several  refreshers  at  our  expense,  to  fortify  his  resolution.  The 
advertisement  announced  that  Twelve  Young  Men  would  partake 
of  the  Gas,  and  that  Twelve  Stout  Men  would  hold  them  ;  while 
they  would  be  still  more  strongly  restrained  by  a  Brass  Band. 
These  arrangements  for  safety  reconciled  No.  23  to  his  duty  and  its 
dangers.  He  went  up,  and  has  come  down  with  the  following 
report : 

Young  Man,  No.  I.  Gave  his  name  as  James  Buchanan.  Said, 
with  tears  in  his  eyes,  that  he  long  ago  stopped  laughing.  Thought 
it  must  be  in  him  somewhere,  if  it  could  only  be  drawn  out.  The 
Professor  said  confidently  that  if  anybody  could  draw  it  out,  he 
could,  and  applied  the  nozzle  to  the  youthful  mouth  of  the  subject. 
But  the  faster  the  Gas  was  inhaled,  the  more  copiously  the  tears 
of  the  young  man  fell  ;  until  the  Professor  said  that  in  justice  to 
the  Eleven  Young  Men  who  were  waiting  he  must  cut  the  Gas  off. 
(Cries  from  the  audience  of  "off!  off!'') 

Young  Man  No  II.  The  editor  of  The  Herald  next  stepped  for- 
ward and  inhaled.  To  the  astonishment  of  the  audience  he  imme- 
diately danced  a  Scotch  reel  with  miraculous  agility,  considering 
his  tender  years.  He  then  sang  "  A  man's  a  man  for  a'  that  ;'' 
which  some  of  the  company  seemed  to  doubt.  Being  asked  the 
circulation  of  The  Herald,  he  became  perfectly  outrageous,  and 
attempted  to  knock  down  Stout  Man,  No.  2,  who  had  him  in  charge. 
He  was  led  out  exclaiming  ;  "  Scratch  my  back,  and  I'll  tickle  your 
elbow." 

Young  Man  No.  III.  This  was  Commodore  Nutt,  by  the  gracious 
permission  of  P.  T.  Barnum,  Esq.  He  came  blandly  forward,  after 
inhaling  ;  and  enquired  if  Mr.  John  Mobrissey  was  in  the  company  ? 
If  so  it  would  give  him  great  pleasure  then  and  there  to  lick  that 
gentleman  out  of  his  boots.     No  response  being  made,  he  enquired 


if  any  buffer  in  the  hall,  not  under  five  feet  and  eleven  inches, 
would  like  to  try  it  on.  Failing  in  obtaining  an  antagonist,  he 
contemptuously  expressed  his  opinion  of  the  physical  degeneracy 
of  the  age,  and  retired  disgusted. 

Young  Man  No.  IV.  Declined  to  give  his  name,  but  stated  that 
he  was  a  Reporter  upon  a  Morning  Paper.  After  due  suction,  he 
delivered  the  following  speech  :  "  Ladies  and  Gentlemen  ;  now  that 
the  blue  blushes  of  the  manly  morning  announce  the  coming  of 
the  God  of  Daylight,  New  York  awakes  to  romantic  recollections  of 
week  before  last,  and  mighty  memories  of  the  21st.  instant,  to  the 
gentlemanly  proprietor  of  which  too  much  praise  cannot  _  be 
awarded  for  his  princely  arrangements  upon  the  present  occasion. 
They  can  be  found  at  No.  3928  Broadway,  and  we  advise  the  reader 
in  want  of  such  an  article  to  give  it  a  call."  The  effects  of  the  Gas 
here  ceasing,  the  Young  Man,  No.  IV  retired  looking  particularly 
satisfied. 

The  other  Young  Men  went  through  the  usual  routine  of  cachin- 
nation,  Terpsichoreization  (patent  for  this  word  applied  for,)  vocal- 
ism  and  double  combats  ;  but  our  Reporter,  who  in  consequence  of 
extreme  thirst  had  gone  out  for  a  moment,  found  upon  his  return 
that  a  Young  Man  (Number  unknown)  of  bland  and  prepossessing 
appearance,  had,  during  the  aerial  intoxication,  leaped  the  rail  and 
cleared  the  house,  and  after  nearly  murdering  the  Door  Keeper, 
had  escaped  down  Broadway,  with  nine  Policemen  after  him.  Our 
Reporter  immediately  returned  (per  stage)  to  this  office,  to  write 
out  his  notes. 


A  Repentant  Miller. 

The  Rev.  O.  D.  Miller,  of  Nashua,  N.  H.  writes  to  The  Christian 
Freeman  to  say  that  after  having  been  a  Medium  for  eleven  years, 
he  considers  Spiritualism  to  be  a  Humbug.  As  Vanity  Fair,  after 
never  having  been  a  Medium  for  eleven  years,  or  any  number  of 
years,— except  the  Medium  of  Merriment— -agrees  with  the  Rever- 
end Miller,  the  public  may  now  consider  that  there  has  been  an 
expression  of  opinion  from  both  sides ;  and  will  readily  see  the 
folly  of  paying  any  more  tolls  to  the  Millers  who  continue  to  carry 
on  the  business. 
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RANTERS    ON    THE 


RAMPAGE. 

OLLY  may  well  be 
described  as  a  suc- 
culent   pap    upon 
which    rascals  fat- 
ten .    The    grain 
from    which    it   is 
produced     grows 
best  without  culti- 
vation ;  nor  is  there 
any  kind  of  spade — 
unless,  indeed,  it  be 
the  Ace  of  Spades 
— with  which  it  can 
properly    be    asso- 
ciated or  considered 
familiar.     There  is 
a  particular  variety 
of  folly  upon  which 
a  particular  class  of 
rascal    appears    to 
flourish  exceeding- 
ly, and  its  specific 
appellation  is  reli- 
gious     fanaticism. 
The  statistics  of  our  lunatic  asylums  bear  sad  testimony  to  the 
ravages  yearly  committed  among  the  fanatical  fools  by  the  ranting 
rascals  who  bellow  from  stumps  and  barrel-heads  the  raw-skull- 
and-rattlebone  doctrines  of  such  sweet  apostles  as  Miller,  the  per- 
severing but  unsuccessful  prophet  of  crack-o'-doom.     Quite  lately, 
in  a  Western  paper,  we  read  that  women  and  children  somewhere 
out  in  Illinois  have  become  victims  of  a  new  malady  called  "  the 
jerks,"    which  is,  in  fact,  nothing   more  than  a  sort  of  delirium 
tremens  resulting  from  a  too  free  indulgence  in  the  very  pernicious 
and  spurious  spirit  known  as  the  stump  preacher.     We  recollect 
listening  to  one  of  these  fellows  once  upon  a  time,  in  a  remote 
district,  who  accounted  to  his  congregation  for  a  vicious  black  eye 
and  something  like  a  one-cent  postage-stamp  on  the  broken  bridge 
of  his  nose,  by  asserting  that  he  had  been  "fighting  with  beasts 
at  Ephesus."     He  pulled  off  his  snuffy-black  coat,  and,  hugging 
the  air  wildly  with  his  dirty  shirt  sleeves,  made  the  "  beast"  very 
conspicuous,  indeed,  although,  to  locate  him  at  Ephesus  would 
have  been  an  insult  to  that  ancient  city  or  to  any  other  not  actu- 
ally in  the  hands  of  Aldermen  and  a  Common  Council.     Women 
who   already  "  had  religion"  screamed  and  clawed  each  other  to 
help  out  the  idea  of  the  good  fight;"  while  those  who  hadn't 
seemed  to  get  it  on  the  spot,  and  went  off  into  that  tractable  epi- 
lepsy which  forms  so  important  an  element  of  the  catamount  ver- 
sion of  it.     The  man  was  muscular,  and  oily — very  ;  and  might 
have  made  a  decent  figure  at  breaking  road-metal  or  shouldering  a 
hod,  if  he  had  not  found  "  religion"  a  lighter  and  more  genteel 
business  where  so  many  fools  abounded.     This  is  no  exaggerated 
picture  of  the  Ranter  on  the  Rampage.     There  are  hundreds  of 
them  around  in  the  rural  sections,  and  their  way  may  be  traced  by 
the  mental  misery,  "jerks"    and  jibberings   that  fall  upon  the 
households  in  their  track,  like  the  forest  windrows  in  the  wake  of 
the  torDado.     Husbands,  brothers  and  sons  ought  to  look  out  for 
and  "jerk"  them. 


We  acknowledge  '  de  feet'  gracefully. 

The  failure  of  several  of  our  important  military  movements  has 
been  brought  about  by  the  indiscreet  volubility  of  the  press.  In 
times  like  these,  reticence  is  something  of  a  virtue.  We  should 
not  be  vain-glorious  over  our  victories,  nor  over  noisy  in  our 
defeats.  Still,  acknowledging  this,  we  fail  to  see  the  necessity  of 
longer  concealing  from  the  rebels  the  fact  that,  in  capturing  Fort 
Henry,  we  put  our  Footb  into  it ! 


Not  so  Fast ! 

In  a  late  Richmond  market  report  the  following  rather  confident 
assertion  occurs  : 

"Except  real  estate,  tobacco  is  regarded  as  perhaps  the  safest  investment 
now  pieseuting." 

Moderate  your  transports,  Mr.  Richmond  market-reporter.  The 
real  estate  about  Richmond,  like  the  tobacco,  may  be  destined  to 
end  in  smoke. 


OUR    CRITIC    COPING    WITH    GOTTSCHALK. 

The  critics  are  miserably  inefficient  in  giving  Gottschalk  his 
due.  They  try  to  account  for  him  without  knowing  how.  You 
might  as  well  try  to  account  for  drum-sticks  in  a  roast  fowl  as  to 
ascertain  the  cause  of  the  brilliant  pianist's  success.  Vanity  Fair 
has  a  good  ear  for  music,  and  comprehends  enough  of  harmonic 
law  to  feel  quite  confused,  and  to  take  part  in  discussions  between 
the  lovers  respectively  of  classical  and  unclassical  compositions. 
We  know  that  Dan  Bryant  writes  finer  requiems  than  ever  Mozart 
wrote,  and  so  does  anybody  know  who  ever  heard  his  "  Etudes  de 
Four  Bones." 

Haydn  was  a  trifle  more  light  and  airy  maybe  than  Bryant, 
but  that  is  perhaps  owing  to  the  latter's  burnt-cork  complexion. 
Bryant  is  filled  with  fioratura  and  buys  a  great  deal  of  first  class 
largo  of  Firth  &  Pond. 

Chopin  and  Christy,  George  Christy,  were  cotemporaries  like 
leaves  in  a  forest,  and  used  a  good  many  notes.  Chopin  was 
rather  shaky,  however,  in  his  Jew's  harp  obligatos.  But  "  that 
was  his  business." 

We  toss  off  the  foregoing  with  perfect  ease,  because  we  want  it 
distinctly  known  that  we  cope  with  the  subject.  Gottschalk,  it 
appears,  is  a  subject  that  has  rather  coped  with  the  critics.  This 
is  bad,  but  it  can't  be  helped,  as  most  critics  are  on  half-pay  and 
double  work. 

We  are  particularly  adapted  for  copingpurposes.no  matter  what 
the  emergency.     We  can  cope  triumphantly  with  anything  from  a 
red-lettered  sign  by  Raphael  or  Angelo  down  to  an  elderly  dame's 
nightmare  in  a  sleeping-car.     So  then  in  our  critical  capacity  we 
will  cope.     Gottschalk,  although  an  American,  is  one  of  the  worst 
cases  of  pianist  on  record.     He  is  brimful  of  music— it  spills  out 
from  all  over  him.     He  has  it  very  bad,  especially  on  concert 
nights.     Some  people  claim  that  he  has  more  of  this  sort  of   thing 
in  his  soul,  than  a  Brooklyn  Director  has  morality  in  himself  and 
all  his  little  boys  put  together.     Shouldn't  wonder.     Gottschalk 
can  whip  any  Chickering  piano  that  anybody  may  bring  out,  no 
matter  how  strong.     When  he  fights  a  piano  he  employs  his  hand- 
some head  as  captain  over  his  company  of  ten,  or  a  hundred 
fingers.     We  believe  he  uses  many  more  fingers  than  most  players, 
and  we  can  safely  aver  that  we  counted  eleven  thumbs  on  his  left 
hand  in  the  space  of  an  eighth  of  the  twinkling  of  an  eye.     His 
fingers  are  perfect  in  the  Zouave  drill,  and  dance  the  hornpipe 
elegantly.     They  are  terrible  suckers,  like  all  Zouaves,  and  seem 
determined  to  drain  every  drop  of  music  out  of  both  their  captain 
and  the  instrument.     Sometimes  they  come  reeling  down  the  key- 
board, with  banjos,  singing  "  We  wou't  go  home  till  morning"  — 
but  they  lie.     It  should  be  borne  in  mind  in  out-of-town  places 
that  the  process  of  piano  playing  is  very  different  from  that  of 
milking,  although  both  the  piano-forte  and  the  cow  are  musical 
institutions.     A  pianist  lifts  the  melody  up  from  the  instrument 
and  turns  it  loose  for  the  zephyrs  to  sport  with,  and  the  zephyrs 
generally  take  delight  in  pouring  the  waste  harmony  into  people's 
ears,  if  these  happen  to  be  open.     The  milker,  on  the  contrary, 
employs  a  downward  pull,  and  the  breezes  are  not  particular  about 
the  results  attained.     People  who  live  near  the  Brooklyn  Academy 
of  Music  have  doubtless  often  seen  the  Directors  out  at  daybreak 
milking  their  sympathising  cows,  and  they  will  easily  comprehend 
the  distinction  we  have  made.     If  Artemus  Ward  were  writing 
this  brilliant  paper  instead  of  travelling  for  the  benefit  of  his  lec- 
ture, he  would  probably  introduce  the  question,  What  is   Gott- 
schalk's  forte  ?  and  before  a  man  could  possibly  insinuate  a  guess, 
reply  with  a  triumphant  gleam  in  his  eye — The  Piano  Forte.     If 
he  should  do  such  a  thing  as  that,  though,  without  any  provoca- 
tion, we  should  not  hesitate  to  tell  him  that  he  did  so  once  before 
when  Thalberg  was  here,  and  that  it  escaped  him  at  the  time  of 
the  Gustav  Satter  Bacchanals,  and  that,  if  we  are  not  very  much 
mistaken,  he  is  in  the  habit  of  using  Franz  Liszt's  name  in  the 
same  connection. 

We  are  happy  to  state  that  we  appreciate  Gottschalk,  for  he  is 
a  confirmed  gentleman,  notwithstanding  that  he  is  a  genius. 
Most  geniuses  get  weak  in  their  social  points,  poor  fellows!  There 
should  be  asylums  for  such  people. 

We  forgot  to  remark  that  the  unrivalled  pianist  is  very  fortu- 
nate in  securing  the  hands  he  has,  as  it  is  extremely  difficult  to 
procure  such  dexterous  aud  satisfactory  workers.  We  are  also 
obliged  to  him  for  his  trills,  and  shall  be  most  happy  to  see  that 
his  fingers,  like  the  rebel  soldiers,  are  always  in  good  Running 
order. 


Con  :  by  a  Funny  Frenchman. 

When  is  the  composer  of  Trovatore  like  the  incrustation  that 
forms  on  copper  ? 

When  he  is  Verdi -gin's. 


Magic  Bloom. 

There  is  good  reason  to  believe  that  some  of  our  Broadway  dow- 
agers, whose  cheeks  seem  to  grow  rosier  as  they  advance  in  years, 
are  little  better  than  female  Saucer-ers. 
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HEATHER    AND    WEATHER. 
The  Wise  Men  of  Boston  investigating  the  subject  op   "  Native  Heaths." 


HEATHER    AND    WEATHER. 

A  few  days  ago,  as  the  sun  was  busily  employed  in  gilding  a 
very  pretty  landscape,  the  passers  along  a  quiet  lane  at  Tewksbury, 
near  Boston,  were  arrested  by  a  novel  and  curious  sight.  Several 
elderly  men,  some  of  them  stoutish,  others  scraggyish,  but  all  of 
solid  and  respectable  appearance,  were  seen  scattered  over  a  field 
of  an  acre  or  so  in  extent,  apparently  occupied  in  the  procss  of 
grazing,  or  pasturing  themse'ves  upon  the  scanty  herbage,  their 
postures  being  of  the  fashion  known  as  "  all-fours,"  and  their 
heads  close  to  the  ground.  It  was  some  time  before  any  person 
had  sufficient  presence  of  mind  to  address  himself  to  any  of  the 
strangers,  as,  if  not  grazing  they  might  have  been  praying,  and  it  is 
not  Boston  manners  to  disturb  decent-looking  citizens  either  from 
their  prayers  or  their  provender.  At  last,  however,  a  smart  shower 
of  rain  came  down,  upon  which  the  mysterious  grubbers  arose 
precipitately  to  their  feet  and  toddled  off  to  a  neighboring  farm- 
house for  shelter.  Here  it  transpired,  upon  inquiry,  that  the 
strangers  were  certain  Wise  Men  of  Boston,  forming  in  the  aggregate 
what  is  called  the  "Flower  Committee"  of  that  city,  and  that 
they  had  been  occupied  in  investigating  the  subject  of  a  "  native 
heather"  said  to  have  been  discovered  in  the  field  just  deserted  by 
them.  They  had  secured  several  fine  specimens  of  the  plant,  and 
might  have  been  now  in  fine  spirits  about  it  had  not  the  farmer,  a 
Scotchman,  informed  them  that  it  was  not  heather,  but  good, 
old-fashioned,  rough-and-ragged  Scotch  thistle,  upon  which  they 
feed  donkeys  in  his  country.  This,  combined  with  the  shower, 
was  rather  a  damper,  and  the  Sages  made  their  way  back  to 
Boston  with  all  speed,  wetter  if  not  wiser  men. 


Misnomers  and  their  Consequences. 

We  are  sorry  for  poor  Mr.  Beight;  but  all  that's  bright  must 
fade  ;  and  when  a  Bright  man  will  be  so  exceedingly  Dull  as  to 
open  a  correspondence  with  Jrfferson  Davis,  he  must  take  the 
consequences.  It's  only  treating  the  Rebels  constitutionally,  to 
"  give  'em  Jesse." 


Unlicensed  Hawkers. 
The  Kansas  "  Jay-hawkers." 


LATEST    FROM    EUROPE. 
From  our  Special  Omnipresent  Foreign  Correspondent. 

Europe,  January  24,  1862. 

Dear  Vanity  : — Louis  Napoleon,  contrary  to  the  wish  of  the 
British  Lion,  but  in  compliance  with  the  demands  of  the  French 
Lyons,  has  resolved  to  break  the  Southern  blockade.  Some  say 
that  this  determination  is  in  consequence  of  the  favor  shown  by 
the  Federal  government  to  the  dues  of  the  House  of  Orleans  ;  but 
this  I  think  is  a  canard.  It  is  asserted  by  the  friends  of  the  Empe- 
ror that  the  insane  canaille  is  at  the  bottom  of  the  measure,  but 
my  opinion  is  that  the  people  wish  the  author  of  it  at  the  bottom 
of  the  canal  of  the  Seine.  Depend  upon  it,  it  is  a  silk  stocking 
movement,  and  the  cocoons  have  more  to  do  with  it  than  the  red- 
republican  coquins.  The  report  that  it  originated  with  the  gamins 
of  Paris  is  all  gammon. 

Heretofore  the  French  Emperor  has  declared  himself  the  Napo- 
leon of  Peace,  and  Thouvenel  says  that  he  has  only  wheeled  round 
to  avoid  a  revolution.  It  is  of  no  consequence  whether  this  is 
true  or  false,  since  war  between  France  and  the  United  States  is 
already  a  foregone,  and  I  may  add  a  far-gone  conclusion.  Thou- 
sands of  the  enfants  of  the  French  Navy  are  ordered  to  Brest. 
They  respond  eagerly  to  the  call,  believing  themselves  to  be  ths 
ereme-de-la-cr^me  of  the  naval  world,  an  idea  from  which  I  trust 
Yankee  Doodle  will  succeed  in  weaning  them  should  they  ever 
attempt  to  pass  the  Buttermilk  Channel.  In  the  meantime  new 
canvas  is  being  bent  on  the  frigates  at  Marseilles,  and  the  men-of- 
war  at  Toulon  are  hove  short,  ready  for  departure  at  an  hour's 
notice.  The  iron  clad  ship  La  Gloire,  whose  average  speed  is  five 
knots  and  often  not  that,  is  to  have  immediate  dispatch  for 
Charleston. 

Some  of  the  Americans  in  Paris  are  of  opinion,  that  the  reports 
about  France  intending  to  go  to  war  with  her  old  ally  are  all  a  lie, 
but  nevertheless  it  would  be  well  for  Welles  to  act  as  if  there  was 
Truth  at  the  bottom  of  them.  Hoping  for  an  unbroken  peace, 
but  believing  that  it  is  the  desire  of  Louis  Napoleon  to  smash  the 
Union  into  fragments. 

I  remain,  dear  Vanity,  yours  in  vexation  of  Spirit, 

Amerkjus. 
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AN"    OLD    FRIEND    WITH    A    NEW    FACE. 


jEsor  tells  of  a  man  who  drained 
His  cup  of  avarice  to  the  dregs  ; 

Staked  what  he  had  for  what  he  wished, 
And  lost  his  golden  eggs. 


Thus  rashly  acts  the  ambitious  Sou' 
In  discontent  without  excuse  ; 

Take  warning  all  and  mind  that  ye 
AltE  BOUND  I'l'ON  THK  G00SS. 


Entered  according  to  Act  of  Congress  in  the  year  18(2,  by  I.onn  11.  SnraiOH    In  the  Clerk'a  Office  cf  the  District  Court  of  the  United  States  for  the  Southern  District  oi  New  York 
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AND 
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THE  WHOLE  YEAR 


1.00 


THE    YOUNG  FOLKS    LIKE 

MERRY'S 

MUSEUM 


Better  than  any  other  Dollar 
Magazine,  because  it  contains 
the  best  Stories,  Instructive 
Articles,  Illustrations,  Puzzles 
etc. 

PARENTS    LIKE  MERRY'S 
MUSEUM. 

Because  it  adds  to  Home  Plea- 
sures, and  is  of  the  most 
healthful  moral  tone. 

TEACHERS    LIKE    MERRY'S 
MUSEUM, 

Because  it  teaches  children  to 
think,  and  aids  them  in  their 
studies  by  Special  Articles 
pertaining  to  their  lessons. 

It  is  just  the  thing  for  a 
Holiday  Present.  The  Forty- 
third  Volume  commences  Jan- 
uary 1st. 

A  fine  Steel  Engraved  Por- 
trait of  Aunt  Sue  in  the  Jan- 
ary  number. 

One  Dollar  a  Year.  Single 
Copies  Ten  Cents. 

J-N.  STEARNS, 

Publisher, 
111  Fulton  street,  N.  Y. 


The  iTiiasoma  snd 
Foul  Vapors  generated  by  the  hot  sun, 
will  be  far  more  deadly  to  our  Volunteers 
than  the  enemy's  bayonets.  In  the  Indian 
and  Crimean  Campaigns  HOLLOWAY'S 
PILLS  were  used  in  erormous  quantities. 
They  kept  the  Troops  in  perfect  health. 
Only  25  cents  per  box,  Soldiers  supply  your- 
selves. "'■ 


WAtt»  &  PARRY,  PUB- 
LISHERS,   BOOKSELLERS 

and  Importers,  (Successors  to  II.  W.  Derby  ) 
625  Broadway.  Are  selling  their  own  Pub- 
lications, together  with  all  the  current  mis- 
cellaneous issues  of  the  day  at  partly  re- 
duced prices. 

They  publish  the  following  : 
POPULAR  BOOKS  OF    WIT  AND  HUMOR. 
The  Widow  Bedott  Papers,  12mo., 

cloth  1  00  60 

Mrs.  Partington,  by  B.  P.  Shillaber,  1  00  60 
The  Sparrowgrass  Papers,  1  00  GO 

itiley's  Humors  of  the  West,  1  00  00 
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Miss  Slimmens'  Window,  1  00  GO 

Prentice's  Wit  and  Humor,  1  00  (X) 

Letters  of  Jack  Downing,  12mo.,  1  00  00 

Jack  Downing's  Yankee  Stories,  1  00  00 


Editors    throughout    the    Country 

Who  have  received  this  paper  for  ONE  YEAR,  will  please  insert  the  following— NOTICE  AND 
TERMS — THREE  TIMES  in  their  advertising  columns,  and  send  marked  copies  of  the  papers  con- 
taining the  same  to  this  office.  The  paper  will  not  be  sent  to  such  as  do  not  comply  with  our  terms, 
as  our  exchange  list  is  an  unusually  large  one. 


Notice  to  Subscribers. 


WE    OFFER    AS    A    PREMIUM    TO 

EVERY  THREE  DOLLAR  SUBSCRIBER    TO   VANITY    FAIR, 

A    COPY   OF   THE 

ARTEMUS      A^^Ifcl)      LETTERS, 

To  be  shortly  publlished,  in  book  form,  by  RUDD  &  CARLETON,  of  this  city.     Price,  $1  00. 
We  will  send  any  other  ONE  DOLLAR  Publication  which  may  be  preferred. 
We  do  not  prepay  the  paper  to  Premium  Subscribers,  but  the 

BOOK   WILL   BE   SENT   POSTAGE  FREE. 
TERMS     OE    SUBSCRIPTION. 


One  Copy  one  year Postage  unpaid . 


and  "  Artemus  Ward  Letters, 


.$2  50 


Two  Copies  one  year  (to  one  address) 

Five  Copies  one  year  (to  one  address) 

One  Copy  one  year  and  Worcester's  Ills'd  Q'rto  Dictionary 

Three  Copies  one  year  and  Worcester's  Ills'd  Quarto  Dictionary, 9  00 

BOUND    VOLUMES. 


unpaid, 3  00 

paid 3  00 

paid 5  00 

unpaid 10  00 

unpaid 6  00 


Single  Volume Postage  paid $2  00 

Three  Volumes  and  copy  of  paper  one  year,  books  prepaid  only 7  00 

Four  Volumes  and  Copy  of  Paper,  one  year,  books  prepaid  only 8  00 

Three  Volumes        "  "  "  (to  California)  books  prepaid  only 8  00 

Four  Volumes         "  "  "  "  "  9  00 

Remittances  must  be  made  in  Gold,  New  York  or  Eastern  Currency,  or  other  Currency  at   New 
York  par.     Seal  all  letters  securely,  and  address  plainly  to 

LOUIS  H.  STEPHENS,  Publisher  for  Proprietors, 

No   100  Nassau  street,  N.  Y, 


LITTELL'S     LIVING    AGE. 
.     1862. 


How  completely  the  plan  of  this  work  is  adapted  to  all  the  changes  of  the  times  has  been  shown  in 
the  past  year.  Without  encroaching  upon  the  space  necessary  for  reprinting  the  choicest  articles 
from  the 

FOREIGN    REVIEWS,    MAGAZINES    AND   JOURNALS, 

upon  the  other  literature  and  topics  of  the  day,  a  few  pages  every  week  record,  for  present  edification 
and  future  reference,  the  Spirit  of  the 

WAR  OF  OUR  GREAT   REBELLION. 

We  hope  that  before  the  end  of  1862  we  may  be  restored  to  communion  with  many  friends  and 
"fellow-countrymen"  (as  Judge  Pettigru,  in  Charleston,  has  just  called  us)  in  the  South — men  who 
have  been  forced  to  submit  to  the  conspiring  minority.  We  long  to  testify  to  this  venerable  and 
distinguished  patriot,  and  to  all  who  hold  like  faith,  how  dearly  we  prize  the  bonds  which  connect  us 
with  them,  and  how  lovingly  we  shall  receive  them  to  our  hearts  when  "this  tyranny  shall  be 
overpast." 

It  is  hardly  necessary  to  say  much  to  the  readers  of  The  Evening  Post  about  the  plan  and  execu- 
tion of  THE  LIVING  AGE.    Both  have  been  highly  commended  by 

Chancellor  Kent,  Jdstice  Story  and  President  Adams  ;  by  Prescott,  Bancroft,  Ticknor, 
and  many  othereminent  men  ;  and  especially  by  the 

Editors  of  The  Eve.vi.vg  Post, 
who  have  from  time  to  time  given  praise  to  it. 

It  contains  as  much  matter  as  four  of  the  Great  Reviews  and  Blackwood's  Magazine ;  avoids  all 
their  dull  and  local  articles ;  and  combines  in  One  all  the  best  matter  of  twelve  quarterlies,  nineteen 
monthly  magazines,  and  ten  literary  and  political  weekly  journals.  The  last  are  not  the  least ;  for 
they  have  enlisted  writers  of  the  highest  ability,  and  have  the  freshest  commentaries  upon  the  books 
and  history  of  the  times. 

To  subscribe  to  the  LIVING  AGE  is  economical ;  for  here  you  have  the  whole  pith  and  essence  of 
all  the  Great  Periodicals  at  the  price  of  one  of  them.  No  clergyman  or  other  Professional  man  who 
has  read  it  regularly  will  ever  be  willing  to  give  it  up.  No  Family  able  to  appreciate  it  will  remove 
it  from  the  Centre- Table.  No  young  Man  who  desires  to  improve  his  mind  and  his  position  in  Society 
ought  to  do  without  it,  if  he  can  afford  to  pay  for  it. 

ft  makes  52  numbers,  four  large  volumes,  a  year. 

40T  The  price  is  Six  dollars  a  year,  and  we  send  it  free  of  postage.     Address 


LITTELL,    SON   &   COMPANY,   Boston. 


IMPROVED 

G-utta     Percha 

CEMENT 

ROOFING 

It  is  water-proof, 
and 
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much    as 
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to  New  an. I  Uld 
Roots  of  all  kinds. 
And  sent  to  all 
parts  of  the  coon- 
try  with  full  di- 
rections for  use. 
Send  for  a  Circular 


JOHNS  &  CROSLEY, 

SOLE   MANUFACTURERS. 

78  WILLIAM   ST., 

(cor.  LIBBETY  ST.), 

NEW    YORK. 


GUTTA  PERCHA 

CEMENT, 

FOR  preserving 
new  and  repairing 
LEAKY  METAL 
ROOFS  of  every 
description ;     Will 

NOT  CRACK  IN  COLD 
OR  RUN  IN  WARM 
WEATHER. 

Agents  Wanted. 

Terms  Cash  ! 


TOHNS    &    CROSLEY'S   AMERICAN    CEMENT  GLUE,  FOR 

J    CEMENTING  WOOD.     LEATHEU,  GLASS,    IVORY.    CHINA,     MARBLE. 

PORCELAIN,  ALABASTER,  BONE,  CORAL,  &c,  »<•■■.  the  only  article  of  the  kind  ever  produced 
which  will  withstand  water.     Liberal  terms  to  Wholesale  balers. 

PRICE    TWENTY  -  FIVE    CENTS. 

JOHNS  &  CROSLEY,  Sole  Manufacturers, 

Wholesale  Warehouse,  78  William  st.,  cor.  Liberty. 


Advertising  Rates  of  Vanity  Fair- 

Title  Page,  50  cents  per  line,  occupying  1-3 
the  space  across  the  page. 
Title  Page,  $1.50  per  line,  across  the  page. 
Second  Page,  25  cents,  wide  column. 
"        "      10  cents,  narrow  column. 


GREAT    MUSICAE   BOX 
DEPOT.     M.  J.    PAILLARD, 

Importer,  21  Maiden  Lane,  N.  Y.  Has  for 
sale  the  most  extensive  assortment  in  the 
country,  at  prices  varying  at  Two  t<  T»f 
Hundred  and  Fifty  Dollars,  each  playing  1, 
2,  3   4,  0,  8,  10,  12,  16  and  24  airs. 


BEAUTIFUL  TOY  BOXES  FOR  CHILDREN. 

BOXES  TO  SUIT  ALL  AGES  AND  TASTES . 

Call  and  examine  them  ! 

Fine  Gold  and  Silver   Watches  Cheap  for 
Cash. 

MUSICAL  BOXES  REPAIRED. 

Fowler   &    Wells' 
JOURNALS. 


Enlarged  and  Improved.     Price  not 
Increased. 

Postmasters,  Clergymen,  Teachers,  and  oth- 
ers, are  requested  to  act  as  Agents, 
and  get  Clubs  for  our  Journals  : 

THE    ILLUSTRATED    AMERICAN 

PHRENOLOGICAL  JOURNAL 

AND  LIKE  ILLUSTRATED. 


WATER-CURE  JOURNAL, 

A  GUIDE  TO  HEALTH. 

These  Journals  commence  new  volumes 
with  January  and  July,  and  have  been  en- 
larged, giving  now  in  each 

24   PAGES   MONTHLY,   INSTEAD  OF  16. 

TKRMS,  IN  ADVANCE  : 

Single  copy,  monthly,  one  year $1  00 

Ten  copies,  to  separate  addresses,  if  de- 
sired    5  00 

Any  person  sending  Five  Dollars  for  ten 
copies,  will  be  entitled  to  an  extra  copy 
gratis.  Add  six  cents  a  year  for  each  sub- 
scriber in  the  British  provinces  to  pav  post- 
age.   Specimens  sent  free. 

FOWLER  &  WELLS, 

30S  Broadway,  New  York. 

Agents  wanted  everywhere  to  sell  our 
publications.  Send  for  our  Wholesale  List 
and  Confidential  Circular. 
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TEAM    JOB    PRINT- 
ING  ESTABLISHMENT, 
44   ANN    STREET. 


CHAPIN   &  McKAY, 

'VANITY    FAIR"    PRINTERS, 

Newspaper,  Book,  Job  and  Card  Printing 
neatly  executed  on  the  most  reasonable 
terms,  and  with  dispatch. 
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OUR    WAR    CORRESPONDENCE. 
Letter  from  Mc  Arone. 

Roanoke  Island,  Feb.  17th. 

Dear  Vanity  : — I  promised  you  a  battle,  last  week ....  I  have 
given  you  one. 

I  took  this  island,  last  Saturday. 

The  engagement  was  terrific. . . . 

We  fought  seventy-two  hours,  without  food  or  sleep. 

The  enemy  state  our  loss  to  be  3,000,000  ;  but  this  is  probably 
exaggerated. 

10,000  Rebels  are  reported  killed,  wounded,  missing  and  scared. 

The  others  fled. 

A  battery  of  bayonets  was  taken  by  a  charge  of  artillery- 
dragoons.  . . . 

This,  however,  was  some  time  ago. 

I  am  not  permitted  to  tell  all  I  know. 

This  is  considered  my  greatest  victory.  I  have  already  received 
letters  of  congratulation  from  the  highest  military  authorities, 
among  whom  I  may  mention  Judge  McCunn,  Gen.  Beauregard, 
Billy  Mulligan,  Gen.  E.  Greeley,  and  Private  Sears,  of  the  12th 
Regt.     More  are  expected. 

Gen.  Henningsen  was  ordered  to  the  island  to  protect  the  bat- 
teries with  his  division  of  160,000  men,  but  he  made  a  mistake, 
and  went  to  Bowling  Green  instead.  Probably,  this  is  a  reason 
why  he  was  not  in  the  battle. 

Gen.  Wise  was  very  sick,  on  the  other  side  of  the  Sound.  His 
illness  resembled  summer-complaint,  and  came  on  when  the  cannon- 


— jVvt: 


ON    ICE. 


It  is  a  fine  thing  to  live  in  a  country  where  the  pathway  of  life 
is  just  sufficiently  sugared  over  by  the  hand  of  Winter,  now  and 
then,  to  sweeten  existence  without  turning  it  into  an  absolute 
Jam,  as  ice  often  does  in  places  where  they  have  Avalanches,  such 
as  Memphis,  Tennessee.  By  this  time,  it  may  be  assumed,  we  have 
got  pretty  well  through  our  ice — and  into  the  mud  below  it,  too, 
else  there  is  no  faith  in  the  travellers  of  Broadway.  A  retrospec- 
tive glance  at  the  season  may  be  interesting. 

In  the  first  place,  we  ^notice  that  the  Red  Ball,  which  played 
such  a  conspicuous  part  during  the  height  of  the  season,  has  im- 
parted a  good  deal  of  its  bloom  to  the  cheeks  of  the  many  fair 
ones  who  may  be  called  the  Ice  Cream  of  the  Central  Park  Pond. 
How  did  these  young  ladies  fasten  on  their  skates,  though  ?  We 
all  know  that  the  jeunesse  charmante  of  New  York  has  not  been  pro- 
vided by  Nature  with  ankles.  It  would  be  shocking  to  suppose 
that  girls  had  such  fixings  about  them  ;  although  some  sensible 
persons  think  they  might  skate  better  if  they  had,  and  were  not 
afraid  to  show  them.  We  have  observed  that  the  best  lady 
skaters  we  ever  knew  had  ankles,  and  called  "limbs"  "  legs." 

It  is  due  to  the  volatile  inhabitants  of  Brooklyn  to  say  that  they 
initiated  and  carried  out  the  idea  of  a  Carnival  of  Isis.  The  pun 
has  been  made  before,  but  not  in  connection  with  Brooklyn,  we 
think,  and  therefore  let  it  pass.  Members  of  the  various  taber- 
nacles of  that  strange  city  came  out  one  night  in  Greek  vests,  pic- 
torial drawers,  spangled  tights,  circus  hose,  russet  boots  and  other 
theatrical  costumes,  and  cut  round  a  pond  upon  skates  in  a  fashion 
described  as  "  awful"  by  a  Sister  of  the  Plymouth  persuasion  who 
saw  the  orgie  from  a  window.  The  feature  of  the  night  was  a 
figure  in  green  scale-armor  with  alligator  tail,  representing  the 
Old  Gentleman  you've  all  heard  of.  This  personage  threaded  his 
way  on  skates  through  the  crowd  with  great  dexterity,  followed 
at  a  tremendous  pace  by  the  Rev.  Beecher  on  rockers  two  feet 
long.  But  the  D,  was  too  many  for  the  B,  notwithstanding  the 
constant  training  of  the  latter  in  pursuit  of  him.  A  staid  old 
Director  of  the  Academy  of  Music  came  out  very  strong  as  Apollo 
distributing  Tracts,  and  another  as  Lear,  running  St.  Cecilia 
before  him  in  a  hand-sleigh.  The  Plymouth  Sister  at  the  window 
said  of  this  person  that  his  Lear  was  dreadful.  He  had  been 
making  eyes  at  her,  perhaps.  So  excited  was  Brooklyn  by  this 
great  carni valetudinarian  proceeding,  that  some  leading  elders 
there  actually  proposed  to  take  up  the  pews  from  their  church, 
flood  the  floor  a  foot  deep,  let  it  freeze,  and  have  service  on  skates 
during  the  winter. 

And  they  would  have  done  it,  no  doubt,  had  not  Thor,  or 
Thaw,  come  along  with  his  hammer,  and  broken  up  the  ice  and 
their  amusements  :  for  the  Brooklynites  have  been  letting  Religion 
Slide  ever  since  they  got  a  Theatre  among  them. 


There  were,  however,  3,500  Rebel  troops  on  the  island.  Of 
these,  the  latest  accounts  say,  1,270  were  killed  ;  9,849  were 
wounded,  and  2,576  were  taken  prisoners. 

My  thanks  are  due  to  Commander  Goldsborough  and  General 
Burnside,  who  rendered  me  considerable  assistance,  and  made 
themselves  really  very  useful. 

My  troops  behaved  with  the  greatest  bravery.  They  charged  the 
cannon  with  avidity.    The  enemy's  loss  is  said  to  be  7,000. 

The  heaviest  charges  were  made  by  the  Sutlers. 

The  island  was  set  on  fire  by  the  Rebels,  when  their  principal 
battery  was  taken .  This  battery  was  defended  by  the  Dead  Hog 
Swamp  Grenadiers,  a  Georgia  company,  who  fought  pretty  well, 
for  Rebels.  They  stood  to  their  guns  until  all  of  them  left.  They 
then  fired  the  island,  hoping  to  burn  it  to  the  water's  edge,  and 
retreated  over  a  sand-bar,  to  some  other  place.  They  lost  over  100 
men,  and  the  whole  loss,  as  now  reported,  is  4,800,  in  killed, 
wounded,  and  missing. 

Our  loss  has  been  heavy.  A  cannon,  loaded  with  ball,  was  fired 
several  times  at  us,  intentionally  or  otherwise.  The  Rebel  fleet, 
under  Commander  Lynch.  .  .son  of  old  Judge  Lynch,  inventor  of  the 
law  of  that  name. . .  .behaved  remarkably  well.  It  consisted  of  a 
number  of  old  boats,  which  sailed  around  for  a  short  time  and  then 
sunk 

They  had  shot-holes  into  them.     That  was  why  they  sunk. 

Commander  Lynch  went  away. 

The  Rebels  say  they  would  have  fought  much  longer  if  they  had 
not  been  whipped. 

My  present  plan  is  to  bring  the  island  up  to  Sandy  Hook,  and 
place  it  in  the  Lower  Bay  for  a  Quarantine  station.  The  Rebels 
have  no  further  use  for  it. 

Later  reports  say  that  the  enemy  are  concentrating  in  Arkansas. 
They  are  much  disheartened.  Their  loss  in  killed  alone  at  Roanoke 
Island,  on  Saturday,  is  ascertained  to  be  over  0,500. 

You  may  expect  more  news,  some  time 

I  am  preparing  for  another  blow .... 

This  is  reliable. 

There  is  a  rumor  that  I  was  defeated  at  Roanoke,  but  I  place  no 
credence  in  it. 

As  usual,  the  finest  feats  of  daring  and  courage  were  the  work  of 

Mc  Arone  . 


The  Luxury  of  "  Modern  Athens." 

Among  other  queer  things  in  the  Boston  papers,  we  find  an 
announcement  of  a  mild  orgie  of  some  kind  called  an  "  Antiquarian 
Supper."  We  have  little  or  no  idea  upon  our  mind  as  to  what  an 
Antiquarian  Supper  may  look  like,  but  suppose  that  the  wine  pro- 
duced at  one  must  be  very  cobwebby,  the  cheese  very  mity,  and 
that,  if  anything  should  happen  to  be  left  of  the  banquet,  it  would 
come  under  the  head  of  Fossil  Remains. 


A  Toast  for  the  Secretary  of  the  Navy. 
May  you  ever  put  your  best  Foote  forward  ! 
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A    TESTIMONIAL,    TO    THE    "HERALD." 

Actuated  by  a  sentiment  of  gratitude  for  past  favors,  as  well  as  by  a  pretty  sbarp 
look  out,  perhaps,  for  more  of  the  same  sort  in  prospect,  the  charming  Waiter  Girls 
of  the  Broadway  Concert  Saloons  have  been  giving  expression  to  their  esteem  for  that 
excellent  patron  of  theirs,  the  New  York  Herald.  At  a  meeting  held,  about  a  fort- 
night since,  by  those  attractive  demi-goddesses,  at  Vestal  Hall,  in  Diana  Street,  a 
committee  was  appointed  for  the  purpose  of  drawing  up  resolutions  of  thanks  to  the 
Senior  Editor  of  the  Herald,  for  the  course  dictated  by  him  to  that  truly  Christian 
journal  with  regard  to  the  subterrene  Cecilian  and  Terpsichorean  establishments  of 
this  City.  Two  of  the  young  ladies,  who  are  noted  for  their  proficiency  in  draught- 
ing off  lager  bier,  were  appointed  to  draught  off  the  resolutions,  which  they  did  in 
true  tapster  style  "  with  a  head  on."  In  addition  to  the  thanks,  which  were  ordered 
to  be  engrossed  upon  a  tambourine,  the  committee  decided  upon  presenting  the  ven- 
erable Senior  Man  of  the  Herald  with  a  medal,  commemorative  of  the  exertions  made 
by  him  in  favor  of  Terpsichore  and  Tod.  This  medal,  with  an  engraving  of  which 
we  have  the  pleasure  of  presenting  our  readers,  is  appropriately  made  of  brass,  cast 
from  the  trimmings  of  the  brass-mounted  pistol  with  which  Gil.  Snickeefoot  shot 
Redash  Cole  in  the  Temple  of  Ever'asting  Felicity  on  lower  Broadway.  The  design 
speaks  for  itself.  It  is  extremely  chaste,  as  might  have  been  expected  from  the 
character  of  the  fair  quarter  from  which  it  came,  and  is  the  combined  production  of 
the  young  man  who  plays  the  piano  in  the  above-named  place  of  amusement  and  the 
young  woman  who  dances  the  Highland  Fling.  The  venerable  recipient  of  the 
medal  was  so  touched  by  the  expressions  of  the  fair  donoresses,  that  he  immediately 
suspended  it  from  his  neck,  with  a  garter  presented  to  him  by  the  young  lady  in 
spangles  who  dances  the  Scotchische,  after  which  they  all  supped  together,  and  had  a 
very  merry  evening  of  Jt'until  late  on  the  following  afternoon. 


Presentation  of  a  Medal  by  the  Pretty  Waiter  Girls  to  the  old  Man  of  the 
Herald. 


What  are  the  Park  keepers  about  ? 

Conspicuous  notices  are  posted  up  in  the  refreshment  huts  at  the  Central  Park 
skating  pond,  to  the  effect  that  lost  children  are  taken  proper  care  of  and  sheltered 
by  the  Park  keepers.  Now,  but  a  few  days  since,  the  most  prominent  figure  among 
the  skaters  there  was  an  Enfant  Perdu  in  full  feather,  and  yet  we  did  not  remark  that 
he  was  either  taken  care  of  or  sheltered  in  any  way  by  the  keepers.  The  only 
excuse  that  at  present  occuis  to  us  for  such  reprehensible  carelessness  on  the  part  of 
these  men  is  that  they  are,  perhaps,  unacquainted  with  the  French  language,  and  do 
not  know  that  Enfant  Perdu  is  the  equivalent  in  that  tongue  for  Lost  Child. 


Cruelty  to  Animals. 

The  Count  Joannes,  as  Count  per  se,  has 
recovered  in  a  Boston  Court,  one  cent 
damages  on  the  Second  Count — which  is 
not  another  nobleman — but  one  Count  in  the 
Plaintiff's  Declaration.  The  crime  of  the 
Defendant  was  in  comparing  the  Count 
Joannes  to  a  jackass  !  Singular  to  relate,  no 
mention  was  made  in  Court  of  the  lacerated 
feelings  of  the  original  jackass,  who  has 
not  yet,  poor  donkey !  been  able  to  find  a 
brother  ass  in  the  shape  of  an  attorney  to 
bring  any  action  for  the  injury  to  his  feelings 
inflicted  by  the  comparison. 


Trimontane  Dramaticals.  ■ 

The  Boston  Temple  of  Thespis  has  a  large 
and  well  selected  stock  of  names.  When 
they  had  Opera  they  called  it  The  Theatre. 
When  they  had  a  Circus  in  it  they  called  it 
The  Academy  of  Music.  Now  they  have 
the  Legitimate  Drama,  and  instead  of  say- 
ing "  Stock  Company"  they  call  their  play- 
ers "A  Congress  of  Histrions"— though  we 
hardly  think  they  will  equal  the  real  Con- 
gressional Comedians  in  Washington.  As 
there  will  inevitably  be  stated  preaching  in 
the  building,  sooner  or  later,  we  confidently 
anticipate  that  it  will  theu  be  styled  either 
the  Christian  Conservatory  or  the  Serious 
Saloon. 


Phoebus  in  a  Fix. 

In  many  exchange  papers  we  find  the  fol- 
lowing singular  statement : 

"  A  salute  of  one  hundred  guns  was  fired  at  sun- 
down." 

It  is  not  stated  whether  any  of  the  shots 
took  effect ;  but  we  are  fully  prepared  to 
hear  from  the  celebrated  Merriam,  of  Brook- 
lyn Heights,  that  many  new  spots  have 
appeared  on  the  face  of  the  sun. 


Hiving  the  Swarm 

A  smart  young  Cockney,  who  is  liberal 
with  the  letter  H,  says  that  he  thinksthe  Gov- 
vernment  must  have  had  hard  scratching  of 
it  that  time  they  got  Hives  from  the  Senior 
Editor  of  the  Herald. 


Off!    Off! 

It  is  said  that  Wikoff,  now  that  he  has 
got  out  of  his  Herald  scrape  and  limbo, 
intends  changing  his  name  to  Walkoff  and 
departing  for  other  climes. 


Putting  the  Stone. 

One  of  the  best  casts  ever  made  at  this 
athletic  game  has  just  been  accomplished  by 
the  Secretary  of  War.  He  put  the  Stone  from 
the  banks  of  the  Potomac  into  Fort  Lafayette. 


Great  Rebel  Conundrum. 
Why  did  General  Floyd  fail  to  win  glory 
at  the  fall  of  Donelson  ? 

Because  of  his  Retiring  Disposition. 


A  Congressional  Con. 

Ten"  like  Jesse 


Q.  Why  is  the   word 
Bright  ? 

A.  Because  it  is  X  spelled 


A  Fossil  Specimen. 

Q.  Why  is  Congress  like  Charcoal? 
A.  Because  it  has  ben  Wood. 
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HORSE,    FOOT,    AND    ARTILLERY. 

MONG  things  devised  by  a  wise  Legislature 
for  the  comforts  of  our  soldiery,  homoeopathic 
attendance  has  not  been  forgotten.  The  ques- 
tion of  providing  it  was  before  the  House,  at 
least,  though  we  are  not  certain  whether  auy 
decision  was  arrived  at  on  the  subject.  It  is 
proposed,  we  understand,  to  appoint  a  Homoeo- 
pathic Chirurgeon-General  to  the  Forces, 
with  power  to  add  to  his  number  should  that 
dose  be  considered  too  small.  General  T. 
Thumb,  professionally  insignificant  now,  since 
Baenum  has  bought  up  a  mitier  dwarf  than 
him,  has  been  publicly  spoken  of  for  the 
place.  We  think  that  he  would  give  satis- 
faction in  it.  Proportion  is  a  grand  element 
of  the  fitness  of  things;  and  "as  much  as 
would  blind  the  eye  of  a  needle"  would  carry 
more  comfort  to  the  faithful  if  administered 
by  one  Thumb,  than  if  it  were  forced  upon 
one  by  all  the  fingers  of  some  coarse  man- 
farrier  or  horse -godmother  of  a  hospital  nurse. 
In  surgical  science,  Homoeopathy  has  not 
yet  found  its  proper  status,  but  there  are  fine, 
large  heads  at  work  upon  it ;  and,  ere  this 
;  war  has  become  a  thing  for  crabbed  historians 
to  growl  and  grabble  over,  the  gun-shot 
wound,  the  slash,  and  the  stab,  may  be  looked 
upon  with  the  calm  contempt  displayed  by 
the  patentee  of  a  "  Prepared  Liquid  Glue" 
as  he  gazes  upon  the  fractured  mug,  (earthen 
vessel,  not  face,)  of  the  afflicted  housewife. 
Next  door  to  the  writer  of  this  article  there 
dwells  a  wild-eyed,  wild-haired  young  practitioner  of  the  homoeo- 
pathic school,  who  has  not  slept  for  about  two  years,  owing  to  his 
time  being  entirely  occupied  with  investigating  the  applicability 
of  his  system  to  flesh  wounds,  fractures,  and  such  bruises  as  Irish 
hod-men  occasionally  suffer  when  they  fall  from  the  topmost 
rounds  of  ladders  fifty.,£eet  high  and  are  taken  up  nothing  but 
jelly  and  brick-dust.  Such  cases  as  these  last  have  been  success- 
fully treated  by  the  bold  experimentalist  referred  to,  who  cures 
them  with  calf's-foot  jelly  made  of  common  South  Amboy  brick. 
He  maintains  a  menagerie  of  animals  in  his  back-yard,  for  the 
purpose  of  testing  treatment  of  gun-shot  and  other  wounds.  One 
of  these,  a  venerable  and  matronly  old  goat,  has  been  shot  dead 
ninety-seven  times  with  conical  balls,  and  always  brought  to  suc- 
cessfully by  immediately  pouring  a  charge  of  snipe-shot  into  her 
with  a  pistol.  When  the  sun  shines  through  this  interesting  old 
creature  the  effect  is  very  curious,  resembling  that  of  one  of  those 
tin  stable  lanterns  perforated  with  holes.  The  same  practitioner 
has  blown  a  horse  to  bits  with  a  bomb-shell,  and  subsequently 
effected  a  synthesis  of  the  disjecta  membra  by  means  of  an  oyster- 
shell.  Yesterday  he  sawed  off  one  of  his  own  legs.  To-day  we 
saw  him  walking  cheerfully  about  on  his  usual  allowance  of  tibia 
and  fibula,  and,  in  answer  to  our  inquiries,  he  informed  us  that  he 
had  made  all  right  by  swallowing  a  hair  from  a  spider's  shin. 

Soldiers  will  be  very  comfortable  when  Homoeopathic  practice 
has  been  fully  established  as  an  army  institution. 


BOSTON    MISCELLANEOUSLY    JUBILANT. 

The  Associated  Press  agent  at  Boston  on  Monday  last  sent  the 
following  "  happy  dispatch  :" 

The  news  of  the  capture  of  Fort  Donelson  creates  a  perfect  furor  of  patriotic 
jubilation  in  Boston  to  day.  There  has  not  before  been  so  much  joy  manifested 
in  a  miscellaneous  way  within  the  memory  of  the  oldest  inhabitant. 

We  imagine  that  Governor  Andrew  and  a  committee  of  First 
Men  went  Into  the  expression  of  joy  "in  a  miscellaneous  way,"  in 
a  truly  patriotic  spirit.  We  imagine  that  towards  noon  they  waited 
upon  old  Faneuil  Hall  and  asked  it  if  it  would  step  round  the 
corner  and  "take  something?"  Then  they  probably  visited  the 
old  Great  Elm  Tree  on  the  Common  and  asked  it  to  come  out  and 
"take  something."  Then  tney  doubtless  went  for  the  Webster 
Statue  and  invited  it  to  have  a  nip.  Then  they  got  merrily  miscel- 
laneous, or  miscellaneously  merry,  if  you  like  that  better,  and 
offered  to  treat  Bunker  Hill  Monument  till  Spring.  Boston  was 
happy  that  day. 


The  Lex  Talionis. 

When  Breckenridcje  was  first  accused  of  treason  he  asked  a 
suspension  of  Public  Opinion.  Now  Public  Opinion  asks  a  Suspen- 
sion of  him. 


A  BOSOM.    FRIEND. 

V.  F.  cordially  invites  the  attention  of  gentlemen  in  the  army  to 
a  new  style  of  Spring  vest,  intended  for  Military  Balls. 

Invested  in  this  incomparable  waistcoat,  which  effectually  pro- 
tects the  wearer  from  the  effects  of  hostile  punches,  the  amateur 
soldier  may  lire  and  fall  back  all  day  long  without  danger  of  being 
shot  in  the  neck  or  disabled  in  the  breastworks.  Externally  the 
garment  has  the  appearance  of  an  ordinary  vest,  but  is  lined  with 
ribs  of  steel,  and  such  being  the  case  of  course  the preux  chevalier 
is  as  invulnerable  as  one  of  Cromwell's  Ironsides.  In  shape,  this 
mail  corslet  considerablj  resembles  the  corset  worn  by  females, 
except  that  the  latter  is  not  so  long— shorter  in  fact  by  an  I. 

This  bosom  friend  of  the  soldier  may  be  worn  with  advantage 
by  uncivil  persons  in  civil  life,  inasmuch  as  it  turns  away  wrath 
with  much  greater  certainty  than  soft  words,  and  will  not  only 
render  a  man  invulnerable  to  the  assaults  of  his  enemies,  but  pre- 
vent his  friends  from  cutting  him. 

Panoplied  in  this  inestimable  life  preset  ver  the  within  individual 
may  exclaim  in  the  words  of  Shakespeare  (improved  a  la  Collier.) 

"  Let  fall  thy  blade  on  vulnerable  vests, 
1  bear  a  charmed  life." 

We  heartily  commend  the  new  mail  corset  to  the  patronage  of 
all  military  men  who  desire  to  "  pluck  the  flower,  safety"  without 
meddling  with  the  •■  nettle  danger." 


THE    UNION    TRAIN. 

Air  : — "  Old  Dan  Tucker." 

The  Union  Train  at  last  is  here,- — 
Now  jump  aboard,  brave  Volunteer  ! 
We're  going  South  as  fast  as  we  can — 
Come  on,  and  prove  that  you're  a  man  ! 
Clear  the  track,  rebel  legion ! 
Clear  the  track  !  for  to  your  region, 
The  Union  Train  a  host  is  bringing, 
Don't  you  hear  the  bell  a  ringing  ? 

Way  down  in  Tennessee  they  say, 
The  rebel  ruffians  have  their  way  ; 
But  soon  their  savage  work  we'll  stop  : 
We'll  make  their  heads  swim  like  a  top  ! 
Clear  the  track,  &c, 

We've  got  a  double  track  all  laid  ; 
McClellan  planned  the  route  and  grade  ; 
The  rebels  now  confess  their  fears— 
They  thought  we'd  got  no  engineers  ! 
Clear  the  track,  &c. 

They've  put  torpedoes  on  the  track, 
Of  other  plans  they  have  no  lack  ; 
But,  though  they  make  some  heroes  fall, 
We'll  save  the  Union,  spite  of  all ! 
Clear  the  track,  rebel  legion  ! 
Clear  the  track  !  for  to  your  region, 
The  Union  Train  a  host  is  bringing, 
Don't  you  hear  the  bell  a-ringing  ? 


News  for  the  Nervous. 

The  Albany  correspondent  of  the  N.  Y.  Times,  in  allusion  to  a 
speech  made  by  Mr.  Prtne  in  the  State  Legislature,  during  the 
firing  of  a  salute  in  honor  of  the  late  victories,  says  : 

"  The  roar  of  the  cannon  punctuated  and  emphasized  the  speech  of  the  "ec 
tleman  in  a  very  effective  mauner.  " 

In  the  punctuation  of  war,  the  cannon  has  long  played  an  impor- 
tant part,  so  far  as  putting  a  Period  to  many  a  poor  fellow's  exist- 
ence goes.  It  may,  in  fact,  be  looked  upon  as  the  greatest  of 
Stoppers  by  field  and  flood  ;  but  the  idea  of  punctuating  a  lespectable 
gentleman's  oration  with  ordnance  is  a  trifle  too  loud  for  us.  If  that 
sort  of  thing  found  its  way  into  private  life,  we  should  soou  have  our 
conversation  cut  up  with  pistol  punctuation — one  shot  representing 
a  period,  two  a  colon,  and  so  on.  A  bowie-knife  jobbed  perpen- 
dicularly into  the  interlocutor's  foot  would  aptly  represent  the  note 
of  exclamation,  though  it  might  probably  be  followed  up  by  a 
Dash  with  another.  Conical  balls  might  pass  for  commas,  aud  a 
barrel  of  powder  with  a  Coal  On  would  be  suggestive  of  an  awful 
pause. 

A  Royal    Arch    Query. 

Is  it  in  compensation  for  the  defeat  of  Spain  at  the  National 
Biidge,  that  the  European  Powers  contemplate  placing  an  Arch- 
duke over  Mexico  ? 
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I  JOHN    BULL'S    IDEA    OF    NEUTRALITY    LA.W. 

TWENTY-FOUR   HOURS'    LAW   FOR    THE   RATTLESNAKE   CRUISER,    "  NASHVILLE." 


A    NEW    FEATURE    IN    OUR    SHEET 

Since  Hackley  has  suffered  the  streets  of  the  metropolis  to  be- 
come like  so  many  Erie  Canals,  so  many  young  Hudson  rivers,  so 
many  high  seas,  we  have  determined  to  establish  in  Vanity  Fair 
a  local  Marine  Report — at  least  we  offer  such  a  thing  this  week. 
The  report  is  highly  interesting,  as  any  one  can  see. 

Marine  Intelligence. 

Arrived  at  the  Park  Fountain.  Two  old  ladies,  after  a  tedious 
cruise  of  three  weeks  from  Greenwich  street ;  policeman  1830  ; 
one  Fourth  Avenue  stage ;  a  German  barber,  with  accent  badly 
broken,  from  Canal  Street. 

Cleared  from  Park  Vicinity.  Several  Third  Avenue  cars  bound 
for  Harlem  ;  fifteen  hundred  and  ten  visitors  to  Commodore  Nutt. 
Several  omnibus  hulks,  nearly  water-logged.  Butchers'  carts, 
drays,  carriages,  hand  carts  and  huckster  waggons. 

Disasters.  An  old  gentleman  in  India-rubbers  was  cast  away  on 
the  corner  of  Fulton  and  Broadway,  on  the  12th  instant,  lost  his 
spars  and  rigging,  and  had  his  quarter  deck  knocked  to  pieces. 
A  young  couple  of  the  Herald's  "Personal"  stamp  were  found 
stranded  on  the  beach  near  Barclay  street,  with  the  sea  making 
over  them  badly.  Supposed  to  be  the  "Cold  Hominy"  from 
Wallack's  on  the  10th,  and  the  "  Mink  Victorine"  of  Fourteenth 
street.  Both  vessels  a  total  loss.  No  insurance.  Consigned  to 
Perdition  and  Co.,  Hellgate. 

An  old  lady  from  Brooklyn,  loaded  with  White's  Shakespeare, 
tracts  and  the  "Traviata. "  Thought  to  be  a  Director,  bound  to 
dinner.  Her  lee  scuppers  were  washed  away.  A  small  boy 
appeared  to  be  clinging  to  her  rigging,  and  a  signal  of  distress  was 
flying. 

The  ferry  boat  "  Union,"  plying  between  this  city  and  Brooklyn, 
was  washed  ashore  opposite  the  Academy  of  Music — damage  slight. 
A  fashionably  dressed  young  lady  loaded  with  hoops  was  blown 
across  the  bows  of  a  Broadway  stage,  near  Madison  Square.  A 
collision  occurred,  which  resulted  seriously  for  the  cattle  belong- 
ing to  the  stage  and  injured  the  rigging  of  the  damsel,  who  was 
out  on  a  shopping  cruise. 

A  young  man,  just  fitted  up  with  new  clothes  from  the  Snooks 
Brothers  establishment,  was  out  on  his  trial  trip,  and  fouled  a  garb- 
age box.    Total  loss. 

Spoken— Ship  Jenny  Strong,  spoke  sloop  Dear  George  laboring 
under  a  heavy  press  of  new  hat,  near  Amity  street,  bound  from 
office  to   Piiblan's.     Ship    California    Widow  spoke  bark  Fast  Man, 


bound  to  Sing  Sing.     Asthmatic  war  steamer  Old  Hunks  chased  the 
rebel  privateer  Pretty  Foot,  but  lost  sight  of  her  near  Tenth  street. 

Almanac. 

Moon  Rises ...  Late.  Sun  rises ..  .before  anybody  else.  Moon 
sets. .  .up  all  night.     Sun  sets. .  .as  usual. 

High  brandy  and  water.  ..at  lower  Delmonico's,  10:40  A.  M. 

High  brandy  and  water... at  Houston  street  Light  Ship,  11:36 
A.  M. 

Low  water  in  Broadway.  ..very  seldom. 

Note. — The  Chamber  of  Commerce  will  meet  next  week  to  peti- 
tion government  to  establish  light  houses,  buoys,  life  boats  and 
wreckers  at  all  dangerous  points  on  the  Broadway,  Chatham  street 
and  Bowery  coasts. 
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The  long,  slow  days,  the  weary  months  went  past, 
Two  hostile  armies  standing  face  to  face, 
The  strongest  smarting  from  a  deep  disgrace, 
Chafing  to  strike— the  blow  has  come  at  last ! 
Yea,  blow  on  blow,  like  thunderbolts  they  fall, 
Stunning  the  rebels  on  the  land  and  sea  : 
Here,  terror  overtakes  them,  and  they  flee, 
There  where,  more  bold  they  stand,  we  capture  all, 
Save  the  Arch  Traitor,  Floyd,  who  flies  by  night, 
Coward  as  well  as  Thief !    No  more  delay, 
Our  armies  press  upon  their  conquering  way, 
While  Victories,  beckoning,  crowd  upon  their  sight, 
Each  trampling  on  a  bloody  hydra  head, 
Lopped  from  Rebellion,  hideous  monster — dead  ! 


War  as  a  Pastime, 


The  evacuation  of  Bowling  Green  by  the  rebels  may  be  taken  as 
foreboding  the  dawn  of  new  times  upon  them  and  better  sense. 
They  would  hardly  have  given  up  their  Bowling  Green  had  not  the 
Past  Time  been  found  too  hot  and  heavy  for  them. 


VANITY      FAIE. 
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THE   SLIP   UP   OF    JEFF.   DAVIS. 
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CONFESSIONS    OF    AN    OMNIBUS    HORSE. 
II. 

Where  was  I  born?  Well,  you  see  this  is  a  free  country,  and  I 
consider  that  an  American  horse  like  an  American  man  has  a  right 
to  be  born  wherever  he  likes  in  his  own  country.  Circumstances 
frequently  influence  both  men  and  horses  on  the  matter  of  nativity, 
and  it  is  not  necessary  on  every  occasion  to  mention  them.  I 
chose  for  several  important  reasons  to  be  born  in  Connecticut — 
near  the  line.  I  might  have  been  born  in  New  York,  but  the 
geographers  urged  me  to  hail  from  a  point  a  little  to  the  eastward. 
The  geographers  being  people  whom  it  is  a  pleasure  to  encourage, 
I  willingly  acceded  to  their  simple  request. 

I  soon  became  acquainted  with  my  mother,  who  was  in  the  service 
of  a  moderately  poor  farmer. 

This  farmer  used  her  as  a  miscellaneous  beast,  hut  she  did  not 
seem  to  succeed  very  well. 

She  was  considerably  troubled  with  her  harness,  which  was  old 
and  clumsy.  Her  shoes  were  likewise  sadly  out  of  repair,  and  her 
feet  were  constantly  lamed  on  this  account.  She  complained  a 
good  deal,  but  that  didn't  improve  matters  particularly.  The 
farmer  noticed  that  he  didn't  get  quite  as  much  work  out  of  her  as 
he  would  have  done,  had  she  been  propelled  by  steam,  and  I  heard 
him  one  day  talking  of  getting  a  couple  of  locomotive  wheels  and 
fastening  them  on  either  side  of  the  dear  old  creature.  These  were 
to  be  turned  by  a  marine  engine  of  a  whole  stud  of  horse- 
power. That  he  thought  might  get  a  moderate  walk  out  of  her. 
Her  great  drawback  was  with  regard  to  drawing  breath.  She 
always  said  that  if  she  were  only  able  to  draw  that  regularly,  she 
thought  she  might  draw  a  load  of  apples  very  easily.  I  never  told 
her  what  I  had  heard  the  farmer  say  about  the  wheels  and  engine, 
because  I  knew  that  such  a  suggestion  would  only  mortify  her  and 
make  her  turn  pale. 

I  amused  myself  chiefly  during  the  first  year  of  my  life  kicking 
the  farmer's  little  boys  in  their  stomachs,  treading  on  the  geese, 
and  making  eyes  at  the  elderly  rooster  who  occupied  a  suite  of 
apartments  near  our  manger.  This  rooster  was  an  amiable  bird  in 
his  way,  but  somehow  or  other  fell  into  bad  company,  and  I  guess 
took  to  drinking,  for  it  is  only  a  few  days  since  I  heard  of  him 
through  the  columns  of  the  Herald  as  having  taken  active  part  in 
a  disgraceful  cock-main  at  Troy.  He  got  a  divorce  from  his  hen 
two  years  after  I  first  knew  him,  and  immediately  consorted  with 
a  B'ifth  Avenue  Chicken.  I  expect  next  to  hear  of  his  death — in 
which  case  the  funeral  ceremonies  will  probably  come  off  at  some 
cheap  boarding  house. 

To  resume  the  thread  of  my  own  experience.  When  I  had 
attained  my  first  anniversary,  I  didn't  think  much  about  it,  but  the 
farmer's  wife  said  that  I  ought  to  have  a  "coming  out  party." 

Accordingly  I  got  it.  I  came  out,  and  never  went  back  again. 
A  gentleman  of  uninviting  exterior  was  smitten  with  my  appear- 
ance and  offered  the  farmer  quite  a  quantity  of  legal  tender  for  me. 
I  was  sold.  Next  day  I  was  taken  in  hand  by  my  new  owner,  but 
when  he  attempted  to  put  a  hatter  on  me,  I  grew  frightened  and 
naturally  enough  cut  up  some.  It  was  only  after  a  week's  incessant 
practice  that  the  stranger  got  me  tamed.  By  that  time  I  felt  care- 
less, and  let  him  tie  me  behind  a  buggy.  In  this  manner  I  was 
taken  to  New  York,  where  I  have  lived  ever  since.  What  became 
of  my  mother  is  immaterial.  My  grandmother,  to  whom  allusion 
has  been  made  once  before,  I  became  acquainted  with  soon  after 
my  arrival  in  the  metropolis,  and  a  short  time  before  she  fell  into 
the  hands  of  the  meat  vender. 

The  first  hotel  at  which  I  put  up  was  kept  by  some  persons 
named  Kipp  and  Beown,  or,  as  everybody  in  the  neighborhood — 
Chelsea— called  them,  Kippenbrown. 

Messrs  Kipp  and  Brown  owned  a  line  of  stages  running  from 
Abingdon  Square  to  Bowling  Green,  and  I  was  not  long  in  discover- 
ing that  I  was  expected  to  give  a  lift  in  this  directon  three  times  a 
day  and  back. 

There  was  great  rivalry  between  Kirp  and  Browns  drivers  and 
those  on  the  Knickerbocker  line,  then  just  started,  and  the  result 
of  it  was  that  the  teams  on  both  were  pretty  well  thrashed. 

I  was  placed  beside  a  huge  grey  mare,  with  protruding 
bones,  and  a  disposition  to  lie  down  at  the  end  of  every  third  block. 
She  always  fell  on  her  knees  in  front  of  St.  Luke's  Church,  a  fact 
that  led  my  innocent  mind  at  first  to  suppose  that  it  was  piety 
which  troubled  her,  and  that  she  bewailed  the  profanity  of  Jim 
Charles  who  occupied  the  box.  She  was  either  a  saint  or  a  shirk  ; 
but  I  finally  looked  upon  her  as  being  more  of  the  latter  than  the 
former.  She  had  a  disagreeable  fashion  of  making  grimaces  at 
little  crossing  sweepers,  and  so  frightful  were  they  that  fre- 
quently eight  or  ten  children  were  seized  with  fits  and  other 
attractive  maladies,  and  disabled  from  duty  for  weeks  together. 
My  companion's  name  was  Snorter— Sal  Snorter.  I  begged  her 
to  desist  from  her  singular  ways  and  act  like  a  sensible  brute.     But 


my  entreaties  only  served  to  aggravate  matters ;  Sal  would  twitch 
her  ears  back — run  out  her  tail,  lower  her  head  a  foot  or  two  and 
set  off  at  a  perfectly  furious  spsed,  whisking  me  off  my  legs  and 
getting  my  hind  quarters  chafed  by  the  whiffie-trees  and  evener. 
At  night  Snorter  would  suddenly  spring  up  from  her  straw 
and  try  to  back  up  through  the  brick  wall  of  our  stable  — 
much  to  the  amusement  of  myself  and  eighty  four  other  quadrupeds. 
She  often  averred  that  she  possessed  but  three  legs,  although  it 
was  clear  that  she  was  provided  with  the  Standard  number.  (N. 
B. — This  is  the  first  joke  ever  got  off  by  a  'Bus  Steed.)  S'ae  also 
would  have  it  that  her  tail  was  in  her  eyes,  and  that  somebody  had 
borrowed  her  grinders.  These  things  caused  several  of  us  horses 
to  conclude  that  Sal  Snorter  was  crazy. 


JONATHAN    ON    THE    LATE    WAR    NEWS- 

That's  the  talk,  for  these  times  ! 

That's  the  way  to  deo  it ! 
We  don't  go  'raound  a  thing,  no  more — 

We  take  an'  jest  walk  threough  it  ! 

Once  it  might  'ave  answered, 

Daown  to  Baltimore, — 
But  w'en  you  come  to  Roanoke 

It's  teoo  much  of  a  chore. 

Gen'l  Grant,  he  thought  so 

W'en  he  come  to  find 
Fort  Donelson  right  in  his  way — 

Teoo  big  to  leave  behind. 

There  ! — it's  jes'  so  always  ! 

W'en  I'm  not  an'  fiery 
You'd  think  I'd  froze  my  lungs  and  lights 

Unless  you  made  inquiry. 

Fact  on't  is,  I'm  tired 

Yellin'  day  an'  night  ; 
I  hain't  hed  rnore'u  a  wink  o'  sleep 

S=nce  news  come  'bab'ut  the  fight. 

Lucky  Floyd's  escapin' 

With  his  news  abaout  it  : 
Of  course  he'll  fix  his  story  up, 

But  then  of  course  they'll  daoubt  it 

He  feels  mean,  I  tell  ye  ! — 

'Less  he  feels  uunateral  ! 
Guess  he'd  like  to  be  ouce-t  more 

All  on  the  quadrilateral ! 

His  own  folks  despise  him  ! 

That  comes  rather  tough  ! 
They  thought  before  he  "  stole  away" 

The  cuss  'ad  stole  enough. 

Guess,  though,  fifteen  thousan' 

Prisoners  '11  deo  ! 
With  what  we  took  on  Roanoke 

W'en  Gov'nor  Wise  he  flew  ! 

He's  another  sample  !— 

Bully  for  his  son  ! 
That  staid  an'  fit  t'll  he  couldn't  stan', 

For  all  his  father  run ! 

That's  the  way  the  blowers 

Gener'lly  perform  : 
They're  peart  enough  w'en  the  wind  don't  blow, 

But  turn  tail  in  a  storm. 

"  'Taint  the  way  ive  work  it !"' 

Say  our  own  treiie  bleiies  ! 
Wonder  what  John  Bull  an'  Nap 

'11  deo  w'en  they  hear  the  news  ! 


Latest  about  the  "Sumter." 


The  last  bulletin  about  this  modern  Flying  Dutchuivo.  ruus  as 
follows  : 

"  A  Madrid  telegram  of  the  2d,  says  that  the  privateer  Sumter  still  coatimea 
at  Gibraltar." 

In  other  words,    the   Surnier   keeps  her  Gib  closokauled,    oa 
account  of  squalls  upon  the  horizon. 
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Dell'  Onda. 

"Why  did  you  leave  your  ship?" 

asked  X.   of    the  Aacient   M  inner  ; 

"  didn't  you  havea  goo  I  time  on  her?" 

"  Yes,"    replied  the    tarry   person, 

"  but  I  expect  a  better  Off- Her  I" 


An  Echo  of  the  Coulisses  . 

Q. — Why  is  a  congregation  leaving 
Church  like  the  "  American  Cousin' '  at 
Laura  Keene's  ? 

A . — Because  it  is  played  out. 


The  Derivation  of  it- 
Armies  may  well  be  said  to  be  Pitted 
against    each    other,    when   they    dig 
holes  in  the  ground  for  their  marks- 
men to  shoot  from. 


Curious  Phenomenon. 

In  the  firmament  of  rebellion  no- 
thing is  to  be  seen  but  Southern  crosses. 
N.  B.  The  soldiers  are  looking  in  vain 
for  Bootes. 


Natural  Enough- 
When  the  Kebels  see  our  Foote  they 
want  to  leg  it. 


"  Regular    "  Snappers." 
Uncle  Sam's  Mississippi  "Turtles. 


THE    NEMESIS    OF    FELONIOUS    FLOYD. 


Louis  Napoleon's  latest  Maxim. 
Maximilian  for  Mexico. 


LEGISLATE    FIRST    AND    TALK    AFTERWARDS. 

A  Washington  correspondent  informed  us,  a  few  days  ago,  that 
the  Treasury  Bill  was  virtually  passed,  but  that  as  half  a  dozen 
members  had  speeches,  which  they  wished  to  deliver,  no  vote 
would  take  place  for  seven  or  eight  days.  Now  this  is  good.  The 
pantaloon  correspondence  of  Lewis  Cass  with  the  Master  of  Cere- 
monies of  St.  James',  and  the  pending  horse  jockey  difficulty  of 
Dayton  and  Thouvenel  are  mere  fly  blows  in  comparison.  We 
confess  that  we  never  read  of  the  jokes  of  Sir  Boyle  Roche  in  the 
British  House  of  Commons  without  patriotic  envy  of  that  august 
body.  Laus  deo,  the  humorous  nose  of  Sir  Boyle  is  put  out  of 
joint. 

Our  readers  may  have  heard  of  a  trial  once  for  murder,  in  which 
an  application  was  made  to  the  Judge,  for  an  adjournment,  to 
enable  Counsel  to  put  in  an  additional  defence.  "  Oh  certainly" 
said  the  Judge,  "I'll  grant  it,  and  hear  you  with  pleasure,"  at  the 
same  time,  however,  handing  to  the  sheriff  an  order  for  the  execu- 
tion of  the  prisoner  on  the  following  morning.  Now,  this  was  not 
bad,  but  then  there  was  the  life  of  but  one  man  involved,  while  in 
our  House  of  Representatives,  with  rebellion  raging  through  the 
land,  millions  of  men  in  the  field,  millions  of  dollars  daily 
expended,  and  the  very  existence  of  our  government  in  immi- 
nent deadly  risk,  a  most  important  act  of  legislation  already 
"virtually  passed,"  is  put  off  from  week  to  week,  to  enable 
members  to  deliver  speeches,  which  for  weeks  have  been  in  their 
breeches'  pockets  and  which  were  originally  composed  by  clever 
attorneys  clerks  in  New  York.     Now,  we  repeat,  this  is  good. 

But  joking  apart,  would  it  not  be  well  to  adopt  the  plan  of  the 
Judge  :  proceed  at  once,  without  unnecessary  delay,  with  the  legis- 
lation of  the  country,  and  then  let  the  talking  members  spcut 
away  'till  "  Tib's  eve,"  if  they  think  proper.  Mr.  Sumnek  can  then 
scatter  Attic  salt  on  the  tails  of  his  admirers,  and  so  catch  their 
applause,  Mr.  Halt,  continue  to  crack  jokes,  and  quote  scripture, 
and  Mr.  Crisfiei.d  to  carry  out  his  patriotic  offer  of  going  as  far  to 
aid  his  country  as  the  man  that  goes  farther. 


A  Right  Lawyerly  Quip. 

"Vanity  Fair,"  cried  the  Younger  enthusiastically,  brandish- 
ing the  last  number  of  that  humorous  and  witful  weekly,  "  must 
assuredly  remind  you  of  an  ably  contested  case  in  court !" 

"Must  it,  egad?"  growled  the  Elder,  lifting  his  grey  mous- 
tache from  the  tankard,  "  and  why,  0  !  most  sapient  youngling  ?" 

"  Because,"  answered  the  Younger,  not  a  bit  abashed,  "  it  is  full 
of  such  capital  pros(e)  and  cons  !" 

But  the  Elder  dipped  his  moustache  in  the  tankard  again, 
silently ! 


Mother     Goose's    Last. 
From  Fort  Donelson. 


Floyd  and  eke  Pillow  were  two  pretty  men ; 

They  kept  up  their  pluck  till  midnight ;  but  then, 

Forth  sneaks  Floyd  and  looks  at  the  sky  : 

"  Up  !  up  !  brother  Pillow  !  'tis  time  to  fly  ! 

So  you  go  before,  while  I  just  take  a  look 

Ere  I  leave,  if  there's  anything  loose  I  can  hook  !" 


When  Floyd  will  understand  his  true  position. 
When  he  gets  the  Hang  of  it. 


Severe,  but  Just- 

"  What  started  that  horse  to  run  away  ?"  asked  the  Architect  of 
a  bystander. 

"  I  don't  know,  sir ;  he  took  fright  up  at  the  St.  Germain  hotel. 

"Took  fright  at  the  St.  Germain?  Sensible  horse;  I  don't 
wonder  !"  replied  the  Architect. 


A  Question  for  The  Herald. 


Ts  the  black  male  traffic  on  the  coast  of  Africa  or  the  Black  Mail 
business  in  New  York  most  deserving  of  condign  punishment  ?  An 
answer  from  James  Gordon  respectfully  requested. 


Good  for  determining  a  Man's  Weight. 
The  Balance  at  his  Banker's. 
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DINNERS    vs.    CHARTERS. 

Prior  to  his  com- 
ing into  office,  the 
morning  papers  in- 
form ns,  Mr.  Ol'DYKK 
gave  a  dinner  in  his 
private  house  in  the 
Fifth  Avenue,to  the 
members  of  the 
Common  Council. — 
Republicans  and  De- 
mocrats, members 
of  the  "  Ring"  and 
outsiders  for  the  first 
time  in  their  lives 
sat  down  together 
like  theLion  and  the 
Lamb,  in  peace  and 
amity,  and  notwith- 
standing their  na- 
tural propensities, 
owing  to  the  refining 
influences  of  the 
Lares  of  a  gentle- 
man's house,  the 
evening  was  spent 
without  as  much  as  a 
black  eye  or  bloody 
nose.  This  is  a  good 
idea,  and  if  carried 
out  will  render  en- 
tirely unnecessary  a 
new  charter  for  the 
city.  It  is  not  char- 
ters or  laws  we  want, 
but  clean,  well-be- 
haved and  capable  officials.  Although  the  hope  is  almost  too 
flattering,  yet  we  have  no  doubt,  that  after  a  few  more  dinners 
in  decent  houses  our  citizens  w  ill  he  gratified  by  the  _  pleasing 
spectacle  of  Aldermen  with  clean  hands  and  shirts,  meeting  each 
other  in  the  streets  like  Christians,  and  not  as  formerly,  like  prize 
fighters.  Chesterfield's  letters  to  his  son  will  then  be  con- 
sulted by  Common  Councilmen  instead  of  Matsell's  Dictionary, 
and,  although  the  wish  may  to  some  extent  be  Father  to  the 
thought — respectable  Fathers  of  families,  as  in  the  good  old  times, 
will  not  hesitate  to  associate  with  well-behaved  Fathers  of  the 
City. 


LETTERS    FROM    THE    PEOPLE      NO.    8- 
Fbom  Hacklet,  the  Street  Cleaner. 

New  York,  Feb.  22,  1802. 
Vanity  Fair. 

Sir  : — I  am  astonished  that  you  should  have  represented  the 
streets  of  this  city  to  be  in  a  bad  condition,  when  you  must  be 
aware  that  I  have  kept  an  army  of  laborers  with  their  implements 
incessantly  employed,  at  vast  loss  to  myself,  ever  since  I  took  my 
truly  disastrous  contract.  My  friends  are  frantic  lest  I  should 
utterly  ruin  myself  by  these  expenditures,  to  which,  nevertheless,  I 
must  continue  to  be  moved  by  the  conscientious  desire  of  carrying 
out,  to  the  letter,  the  terms  of  my  agreement.  Some  have  even 
gone  so  far,  in  their  desire  to  serve  me,  as  to  suggest  that  1  might 
brave  public  opinion  with  impunity,  and  actually  neglect  my  duty 
with  no  permanent  loss  of  either  reputation  or  credit.  I  trust  I 
need  not  tell  you  how  indignantly  I  have  spurned  the  ignoble 
counsel.  lam  aware  that  tbe  facetious  world  will  insist  that  it 
does  not  "  see  if  (for  it  will  have  its  joke,  you  know),  and  must 
necessarily  cry  out  every  time  it  wets  its  shoe,  or  fancies  il  has 
doue  so  ;  but  I  only  desire  you  will  use  your  eyes,  while  your  ears 
are  shut  to  the  clamor  which  is  grown  so  general  ;  for  you  then 
mutt  certainly  see  my  men  and  carts,  in  every  street  and  lane  of 
this  great  city,  removing  dirt,  garbage,  snow,  ecc,  the  instant  they 
appear,  and  before  they  have  had  time  to  accumulate  and  thus 
discommode  the  travelling  public. 

Can  it  be  possible  that  the  citizens  of  New  York  have  conspired 
to  ruin  me  ?  My  character  for  honesty  and  integrity  must  not  thus 
be  made  the  sport  of  fortune. 

Now  I  ask  you,  as  a  man — and  I  pray  you  answer  me  truly — 

Did — you—  ever — see — the — streets — of — New  York — in — better 
—condition — than — they — are — at — this  moment ? 

1  await  your  reply,  with  the  calmness  inspired  by  the  conscious- 
ness of  having  done  my  duty  faithfully  aud  well. 

Hacrley. 


P.  S  — It  is  perhaps  but  just  to  myself  to  siy  that  during  some 
of  my  attacks  of  rheumatism,  which  frequently  confine  me  to  my 
house  for  weeks,  my  employes  miy  have  improved  the  occasion 
to  lie  on  their  oars.  But  that  is  human  nature,  and  you  must  for- 
give them — as  I  am  sure  eight  out  of  every  ten  are  quite  willing  to 
do.  H. 


THE    BALLAD    OF    FORT    HENRY- 


'Twas  a  chilly  winter's  diy,  aud  Fort  Henry's  walls  wis  frownin', 
With  icy  esplanades  on  which  the  sentry  guard  did  shiver,  0, 
The  sun  with  cold  and  misty  light  the  snowy  hills  was  crownin' 
When  a  fleet  of  Federal  gunboats  came  a-steamin'  up  the  river,  0, 


At  the  head,  the  Cincinnati,  with  brave  Avdrew  Foote  aboard  her, 
And  the  dear  old  Flag  a-flyin',  to  proclaim  her  glorious  mission,  0. 
The  St.  Louis  she  came  next,  with  the  Carondelel,  in  order, 
And  the  Essex  on  the  farthest  right  took  up  a  good  position,  0, 


The  others  lay  below,  only  wiitin'  to  be  wanted, 

And  every  ear  was  strained  to  catch  the  flagboat's  note  of  wonder, 

0, 
So  when  they  got  just  near  enough  to  see  the  nig  that  fliunted 
From  the  fortress  on  the  shore,  the  heavy  guns  began  to  thunder,  0. 


Then  back  and  forward  through  the  air  the  shot  and  shell  went 

flyin' ; 
Thirty-four  the  Cincinnati  took,  hut  nothing  seemed  to  spoil  her,  0  ; 
The  gunboats  sang  right  well,  as  did  the  Rebel  fort  replyin', 
And  the  Essex  got  a  nasty  shot,  directly  through  her  boiler,  0. 


There  were  many  badly  scalded,  aud  some  killed  by  the  transac- 
tion ; 

Captain  Porter  he  was  injured,  and  the  shot  killed  both  his 
pilots  0 ; 

So  the  poor  disabled  Essex  drifted  sadly  out  of  action, 

And  found  a  place  of  safety  down  among  the  river-islets,  0. 


But  the  Cincinnati  kept  it  up  as  lively  as  a  cricket, 

As  also  the  St.  Louis,  till  the  fort  began  to  crumble,  O  ; 

And  the  Rebel  troops  encamped  outside  took  refuge  in  the  thicket, 

And  I  swear  it  was  a  sight  to  see  'em  cut  and  run  and  tumble,  0. 


Then  the  Rebel  flag  slid  down. . .  .slowly,  just  as  if  't  was  tender, 
And  the  firing  died  away,  and  no  more  charges  home  weredriven,  0  ; 
So  when  the  Yankee  sailors  saw  it  was  a  square  surrender, 
Peal  after  peal  of  cheerin'  rose  and  rent  the  ringin'  heaven,  O. 


It  was  thus  it  came  to  pass  that  Fort  Henry  then  was  taken, 
When  its  cannon  with  the  Federal  arms  had  held  such  hot  com- 
munion, 0  ; 
0,  it  takes  a  Yankee  gunboat,  when  her  heavy  guns  awaken, 
To  make  the  Rebels  march  unto  the  music  of  the  Union,  0  ! 


Catechetical  if  not  Complimentary. 

What  is  the  difference  between  a  Snob  and  a  Sepoy  ? 
None  whatever  ;  one's  a  "  Gent"  and  the  other's  a  Gentoo. 


Seeking  an  Asylum. 

A  correspondent  of  a  daily  paper  asks   "are  the  rebel  leaders 
mad?''   If  uot  mad  they  are  certainly  a  little  flighty. 


The  Hero  of  a  hundred  Flights 


Floyd  . 


Polite  way  of  impeaching   a  gentleman's  veracity 
Sir,  you  tell  a  telegram. 
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KEEP    UP    APPEARANCES. 
Lady. — "Now  do  try  to  look  pleasant,  Adolphus,  unless  you  want  everybody 

IN    CHURCH  TO    KNOW   ABOUT   THE   LITTLE   MIFF   WE   HAD    THIS   HORNING." 


Hackley  as    a   Logician- 

Alderman  Hall  asked  whether  the  contractor 
ought  not  to  remove  all  the  hills  of  snow  in  the 
streets  ? 

Mr.  Hcakley  answered  this  by  showing  that  if  it 
were  done  on  one  street  or  block,  the  level  would  be 
destroyed,  and  cause  a  break  in  the  next  one.  He 
had  given  directions  to  make  everything  in  future 
quite  level. 

The  alderman  queried  as  to  the  removal 
of  "  all  the  hills  of  snow  in  the  street." 

Mr.  Hackley  quietly  turns  the  attention 
of  the  committee,  and  answers  a  question 
that  was  not  asked.  He  says  that  "  if  it  were 
done  in  one  street  or  block  the  level  would 
be  destroyed,  and  cause  a  break  in  the  next 
one." 

That  is  cute  on  Hackley's  part — of  course 
to  remove  snow  from  one  block  would 
destroy  the  level  of  a  street,  but  how  if  it 
were  removed  from  all,  as  the  Alderman 
asked?  Mr.  H.  "had  given  directions  to 
make  everything  in  future  quite  level." 
The  contractor  may  be  sure  of  this — that 
before  long  he  will,  like  water,  "find  his 
level,"  and  perhaps  fall  a  trifle  below  it. 


The  Strong  Man  ot  Boston. 

In  reply  to  the  queries  of  numerous  cor- 
respondents touching  the  marvels  related  by 
Dr.  Windship,  V.  F.  can  only  say  that 
although  he  tells  a  straightforward  story  he 
has  long  pursued  a  sinewous  course,  and 
that  notwithstanding  his  professions  of 
Christianity  there  are  the  strongest  reasons 
for  believing  him  to  be  a  Muscleman. 


Useful  to  Ladies  learning  to  Skate- 
Strapping  fellows. 


THE    MAN    OF    STEEL. 

In  days  when  old  Democracy 
Ruled  in  place  of  powers  that  be, 
There  lived  a  Minister  of  War 
Whose  fame  has  been  recorded  far  ; 
A  man  of  Steel,  a  hero  great, 
A  fox  at  home,  a  knave  in  State, 
With  ready  hand  to  operate, 
And  much  from  little  to  create, 
And  cunning  to  conceal . 

A  man  with  weighty  cares  annoyed 
Was  that  great  schemer  John  B.  Floyd. 
He  fingered  light  the  public  purse, 
And  then  went  on  from  bad  to  worse  ; 
Stole  U.  S.  arms  and  many  a  keel, 
Robbed  the  mints  of  the  Commonweal, 
Robbed  all  with  whom  he  had  to  deal, 
And  when  he  had  no  more  to  steal, 
He  stole  himself  away  ! 

Then  straight  to  Dixie's  Land  he  went, 
With  wrathful  mood  and  soul  intent, 
To  bear  Secessia's  battle  brunt — 
Th'  invader's  onset  to  confront. 
But  war  he  found  to  be  no  sport 
When  Death  around  him  held  its  court, 
And  cannon  belched  their  loud  report 
That  Donelson  was  not  his  forte — 
And  so  he  stole  away . 

Whither  has  fled  the  gallant  Floyd  ? 
Is  he  by  richer  spoils  decoyed, 
Or  would  he  prove  his  instinct  true, 
And  cheat  the  hangman  of  his  due  ? 
Perchance  he  thinks,  as  well  he  may, 
(Perverting  thus  the  minstrel  lay,) 
That  he  who  steals  awhile  away 
May  live  to  steal  another  day, 
And  thus  his  hand  improve. 


A  Question  for  the  Diplomats. 
A  delicate  question  is  likely  to  arise  out  of  the  proposed  acces- 
sion of  Archduke  Maximilian  to  the  throne  of  Mexico,  lo  con- 
ciliate the  people  of  that  country,  Louis  Napoleon  thinks  that 
Max  ou»ht  to  change  his  name  to  Mex.  On  the  other  hand  Max 
is  of  opinion  that  respect  for  him  should  induce  his  possible  sub- 
jects to  alter  the  name  of  their  country  slightly  in  his  favor  and 
call  it  Maxico  .  Should  the  United  States  be  requested  to  arbitrate 
upon  this  important  question,  we  would  suggest  that  Mixico  might 
be  an  appropriate  name  for  our  government  to  offer,  in  allusion  to 
the  mix  and  the  mess  into  which  affairs  in  that  country  are  likely 
to  tumble,  between  the  Monroe  doctrine  and  that  of  the  Monarchs 

from  outre  mer.  

Only  Burnt  Children  Fear  the  Fire- 

A  YOUNG,  UGLY,  TERRIBLY    AFFECTIONATE    GENTLEMAN  DESIRES  TO 
correspond  with  a  nice,  well-form  id  scapegrace  young  lady  from  15  to  -0, 
who  will  improve  or  make  him  worse.     Address    *  * 

Did  it  ever  strike  any  simple  minded  Miss  who  might  be  induced 
to  open  a  correspondence  with  an  unknown  advertiser  of  matri- 
monial wares,  that  the  party  who  receives  her  gushing  epistles 
might  be  a  Negro-great  and  ugly,  yet  "  terribly  affectionate  ?  or  a 
lunatic,  escaped  from  the  New  Jersey  asylum  ?  or  a  mock  -auctioneer  t 
orahorse-stealer?  or  a  gambler  ?  or  a  hall-thief  ?  or  a  pardoned 
gallows-bird  ?  It  is  possible,  although  hard  to  realize ;  and  all 
young  ladies  are  such  adepts  at  reading  character  from  hand- 
writing, that  it  would  be  strange  if  they  should  be  deceived  in  the 
least. 

Daniel  the  Third. 

Spite  of  the  depressing  weather,  the  eye  of  the  Younger  suddenly 
sparkled,  and  gently  tapping  his  drowsy  companion  on  the  nose 
with  the  sugar-crusher,  he  said  : 

"  Now  tell  me  why  is  Dr.  Russell  of  the  "Times"  like  the  amount 
gained  by  the  vociferous  news-boy  on  the  sale  of  a  single  Tribune  ? 
"  Because,"  muttered  the  Elder  mistily,  "  be— cause— be— 
cau "  ,  . 

'«  Because,"  cried  the  Younger,  in  haste  to  get  oft  his  quip— 
"  because  he  is  a  very  small  prophet !" 

But  the  Elder  slept ! 


Published  by  Louis  H.  Stephens,  for  the  Proprietors,  at  100  Nassau  street,  N.  YJ 
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REMOVAL. 

THE    PUBLICATION   OFFICE   OF    VANITY  FAIR  HAS  BEEN  REMOVED   TO   THE    NEW  AND    SPACIOUS 

BUILDING, 

116  NASSAU  STREET, 

BETWEEN    ANN    AND    BEEKMAN     STREETS,    NEW    YORK. 
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THE    SOUTHERN    ENFANS    PERDUS. 
The  Rebel  Leaders,  who  have  lost  their  way  in  the  wild  wood  of  Secesh. 


I'ntered  according  to  Act  of  CongresH  in  lb*  y*»rl8£2,  by  I.  >i  IB  H.  Steimikjw    iu  the  ClcrU'-Olii  c    of  the  District  Court  of  the  United  States  for  the  Southern  District  01  N«T!  lork. 


VANITY    FAIK. 


THE  READERS   OF 
VANITY  FAIR 

WILL  BEAR   IN   MIND   THAT 

E.     ANTHONY, 

501    BROADWAY, 

Three  doors  from   the   St.  Nicholas  Hotel,) 

is 

HEAD     QUARTERS  FOR 

PHOTOCRAPHIC   ALBUMS. 

STEROSCOFIC    VIEWS, 

AND 

CARTE    DE   VISITE    PHOTO- 
GRAPHS OP  CELEBRITIES. 


It  will  be  unwise  to  buy  before  seeing  nis 
assortment 


MERRY 
MERRY 
MERRY 
MERRY 
MERRY 
MERRY 
MERRY 
MERRY 
MERRY 
MERRY 
MERRY 
MERRY 
MERRY 
MERRY 
MERRY 
MERRY 


THE  WHOLE  YEAR 


1.00 


THE    YOUNG  FOLKS    LIKE 

MERRY'S 

MUSEUM 


Better  than  any  other  Dollar 
Magazine,  because  it  contains 
the  best  Stories,  Instructive 
Articles,  Illustrations,  Puzzles 
etc. 

PARENTS    LIKE  MERRY'S 

MUSEUM. 

Because  it  adds  to  Home  Plea- 
sures, and  is  of  the  most 
healthful  moral  tone. 

TEACHERS    LIKE    MERRY'S 
MUSEUM, 

Because  it  teaches  children  to 
think,  and  aids  them  in  their 
studies  by  Special  Articles 
pertaining  to  their  lessons. 

It  is  just  the  thing  for  a 
Holiday  Present.  The  Forty- 
third  Volume  commences  Jan- 
uary 1st. 

A  fine  Steel  Engraved  Por- 
trait of  Aunt  Sue  in  the  Jan- 
ary  number. 

One  Dollar  a  Year.  Single 
Copies  Ten  Cents. 

J-N.  STEARNS, 

Publisher, 
111  Fulton  street,  N.  Y. 


Seven  Hundred  Vol- 
unteers  Sick  in  Camp! — Young  men 
be  warned  in  time,  supply  yourselves  with 
HOLLOWAY'S  PILLS  &  OINTMENT. 
They  are  guaranteed  to  cure  the  worst  cases 
of  Sores,  Ulcers,  Scurvy,  Fevers  and  Bowel 
Complaints.  Only  25  cents  per  Box  or  Pot. 
218. 
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AKD  &  FABRY,  PUB- 
LISHERS,   BOOKSELLERS 

and  Importers,  (Successors  to  H.  W.  Derby.) 
625  Broadway.  Are  selling  their  own  Pub- 
lications, together  with  all  the  current  mis- 
cellaneous issues  of  the  day  at  partly  re- 
duced prices. 

They  publish  the  following  : 
POPULAR  BOOKS  OF   WIT  AND  HUMOR, 
The  Widow  Bedott  Papers,  12mo., 

cloth,  1  00  60 

Mrs.  Partington,  by  B.  P.  Shillaber,  1  00  60 
The  Sparrowgrass  Papers,  1  00  60 

Riley's  Humors  of  the  West,  1  00  60 

Brougham's  Humorous  Irish  Stories,  1  00  60 
Miss  Slimmens'  Window,  1  00  60 

Prentice's  Wit  and  Humor,  1  00  60 

Letters  of  Jack  Downing,  12mo.,  100  60 
Jack  Downing'a  Yankee  Stories,  1  00  60 


Editors    throughout    the    Country 

Who  have  received  this  paper  for  ONE  YEAR,  will  please  insert  the  following— NOTICE  AND 
TERMS — THREE  TIMES  in  their  advertising  columns,  and  send  marked  copies  of  the  papers  con- 
taining the  same  to  this  office.  The  paper  will  not  be  sent  to  such  as  do  not  comply  with  our  terms, 
as  our  exchange  list  is  an  unusually  large  one. 


Notice  to  Subscribers. 


WE    OFFER    AS    A    PREMIUM    TO 

EVERY   THREE  DOLLAR  SUBSCRIBER    TO   VANITY    FAIR, 

A    COPY   OF 

ARTEMUS    WARD     HIS    BOOK, 

To  be  shortly  issued  in  book  form,  by  CARLETON  Publisher,   of  this  city.     Price,  $1  00. 
We  will  send  any  other  ONE  DOLLAR  Publication  which  may  be  preferred. 
We  do  not  prepay  the  paper  to  Premium  Subscribers,  but  the 

BOOK   WILL   BE   SENT   POSTAGE  FREE. 
TERMS     OF    SUBSCRIPTION. 

One  Copy  one  year Postage  unpaid $2  50 

';        and  "  Artemus  Ward  Letters, "        unpaid 3  00 

"  "         "  paid 3  00 

Two  Copies  one  year  (to  one  address) "  paid 5  00 

Five  Copies  one  year  (to  one  address) "        unpaid 10  00 

One  Copy  one  year  and  Worcester's  Ills'd  Q'rto  Dictionary      "        unpaid 6  00 

Three  Copies  one  year  and  Worcester's  Ills'd  Quarto  Dictionary, 9  00 

BOUND    VOLUMES. 

Single  Volume Postage  paid $2  00 

Three  Volumes  and  copy  of  paper  one  year,  books  prepaid  only 7  00 

Four  Volumes  and  Copy  of  Paper,  one  year,  books  prepaid  only, 8  00 

Three  Volumes        "      '  "  "  (to  California)  books  prepaid  only 8  00 

Four  Volumes  "  "  "  "  "  "  9  00 

Remittances  must  be  made  in  Gold,  New  York  or  Eastern  Currency,  or  other  Currency  at   New 
York  par.     Seal  all  letters  securely,  and  address  plainly  to 

LOUIS  H.  STEPHENS,  Publisher  for  Proprietors, 

No   11G  Nassau  street,  N.  Y, 


PHOTOGRAPHIC    ART    GALLERY. 

No.  411  BROADWAY,  corner  of  Lispenard  street,  N.  Y. 

CARD  PORTRAITS— beautifully  finished— four  for  $1— one  dozen,  $2.     Old  Daguerreotypes  copied, 

enlarged,  and  painted. 

LITTELIi'S    GIVING    AGE. 
1863. 


How  completely  the  plan  of  this  wor  is  adapted  to  all  the  changes  of  the  times  has  been  shown  in 
the  past  year.  Without  encroaching  upon  the  space  necessary  for  reprinting  the  choicest  articles 
from  the 

FOREIGN   REVIEWS,    MAGAZINES    AND   JOURNALS, 

upon  the  other  literature  and  topics  of  the  day,  a  few  pages  every  week  record,  for  present  edification 
and  future  reference,  the  Spirit  of  the 

WAR  OF  OUR  GREAT  REBELLION. 

We  hope  that  before  the  end  of  1802  we  may  be  restored  to  communion  with  many  friends  and 
"fellow-countrymen"  (as  Judge  Pettigru,  in  Charleston,  has  just  called  us)  in  the  South — men  who 
have  been  forced  to  submit  to  the  conspiring  minority.  We  long  to  testify  to  this  venerable  and 
distinguished  patriot,  and  to  all  who  hold  like  faith,  how  dearly  we  prize  the  bonds  which  connect  us 
with  them,  and  how  lovingly  we  shall  receive  them  to  our  hearts  when  "this  tyranny  shall  be 
overpast." 

It  is  hardly  necessary  to  say  much  to  the  readers  of  The  Evening  Post  about  the  plan  and  execu- 
tion of  THE  LIVING  AGE.    Both  have  been  highly  commended  by 

Chancellor  Kent,  Justice  Story  and  President  Adams  ;  by  Presoott,  Bancroft,  Tick.vor, 
and  many  othereminent  men  ;  and  especially  by  the 

Editors  of  The  Evening  Post, 
who  have  from  time  to  time  given  praise  to  it. 

It  contains  as  much  matter  as  four  of  the  Great  Reviews  and  Blackwood's  Magazine;  avoids  all 
their  dull  and  local  articles ;  and  combines  in  One  all  the  best  matter  of  twelve  quarterlies,  nineteen 
monthly  magazines,  and  ten  literary  and  political  weekly  journals.  The  last  are  not  the  least ;  for 
they  have  enlisted  writers  of  the  highest  ability,  and  have  the  freshest  commentaries  upon  the  books 
and  history  of  the  times. 

To  subscribe  to  the  LIVING  AGE  is  economical;  for  here  you  have  the  whole  pith  and  essence  of 
all  the  Great  Periodicals  at  the  price  of  one  of  them.  No  clergyman  or  other  Professional  man  who 
has  read  it  regularly  will  ever  be  willing  to  give  it  up.  No  Family  able  to  appreciate  it  will  remove 
it  from  the  Centre-Table.  No  young  Man  who  desires  to  improve  his  mind  and  his  position  in  Society 
ought  to  do  without  it,  if  he  can  afford  to  pay  for  it. 

It  makes  52  numbers,  four  large  volumes,  a  year. 

jfiSf*  The  price  is  Six  dollars  a  year,  and  we  send  it  free  of  postage.     Address 


LITTELL,    SON   &   COMPANY,  Boston. 


IMPROVED 

Gutta     Percha 

CEMENT 

ROOFING 

It  is  water-proof, 
and 

Costs  only   about 

one  -  third    as 

much    as 

Tin, 

AND    IS     TWICE 
AS  DURABLE. 


jet  DURABLE 
ROOFING  in  use. 
Fire  and  Water 
Proof.  Applied 
to  New  and  Old 
Roofa  of  all  kinds, 
and  Bent  to  all 
parts  of  the  coun- 
try with    full  di- 

Send  for  a  Circular 


JOHNS  &  CR0SLEY, 

SOLE  MANUFACTURERS. 

78  WILLIAM  ST., 

(cor.  LIBERTY  ST.), 

NEW    YORK. 


GUTTA  PERCHA 

CEMENT, 

FOR  preserving 
new  and  repairing 
LEAKY  METAL 
ROOFS  of  every 
description ;     Wn.i. 

NOT  CRACK  IN"  COLD 
OR  RUN  IN  WARM 
WEATHER. 

Agents  Wanted. 

Icrms  Cash  I 


TOHrVS    &    CROSEEY'S  AMERICAN    CEMENT  GLUE,  FOR 

J    CEMENTING  WOOD,    LEATHER,  GLASS,    IVORY,    CHINA,     MARBLE, 

PORCELAIN,  ALABASTER,  BONE,  CORAL,  &c,  8r.c.  the  only  article  of  the  kind  ever  produced 
which  will  withstand  water.     Liberal  terms  to  WholesaW  Jjalers. 

PRICE    TWENTY  -  FIVE    CENTS. 

JOHNS  &  CROSLEY,  Sole  Manufacturers, 

Wholesale  Warehouse,  78  William  st.,  cor.  Liberty. 


Advertising  Rates  of  Vanity  Fair. 

Title  Page,  50  cents  per  line,  occupying  1-3 
the  space  across  the  page. 
Title  Page,  $1.50  per  line,  across  the  page. 
Second  Page,  25  cents,  wide  column. 
"        "      10  cents,  narrow  column. 


GREAT    MUSICAL   BOX 
DEPOT.     M.  J.   PAILLARD, 

Importer,  21  Maiden  Lane,  N.  Y.  Has  for 
sale  the  most  extensive  assortment  in  the 
country,  at  prices  varying  at  Two  t(  Two 
Hundred  and  Fifty  Dollars,  each  playing  1, 
2,  3   4,  6,  8,  10,  12,  16  and  24  airs. 


BEAUTIFUL  TOY  BOXES  FOR  CHILDREN. 

BOXES  TO  SUIT  ALL  AGES  AND  TASTES  . 

Call  and  examine  them  ! 

Fine  Gold  and  Silver  Watches  Cheap  for 
Cash. 

MUSICAL  BOXES  REPAIRED. 

Fowler   &   Wells? 
JOURNALS. 


Enlarged  and  Improved.     Price   not 
Increased. 

Postmasters,  Clergymen,  Teachers,  and  oth- 
ers, are  requested  to  act  as  Agents, 
and  get  Clubs  for  our  Journals : 

THE    ILLUSTRATED    AMERICAN 

PHRENOLOGICAL  JOURNAL 

AND  LIFE  ILLUSTRATED. 


WATER-CURE  JOURNAL, 

A  GUIDE  TO  HEALTH. 

These  Journals  commence  new  volumes 
with  January  and  July,  and  have  been  en- 
larged, giving  now  in  each 

24  PAGES  MONTHLY,   INSTEAD  OF  16. 

TERMS,  IN"  ADVANCE  : 

Single  copy,  monthly,  one  year $1  00 

Ten  copies,  to  separate  addresses,  if  de- 
sired    5  00 

Any  person  sending  Five  Dollars  for  ten 
copies,  will  be  entitled  to  an  extra  copy 
gratis.  Add  six  cents  a  year  for  each  sub- 
scriber in  the  British  provinces  to  pav  post- 
age.   Specimens  sent  free. 

FOWLER  «Ss  WEL.IiS, 

308  Broadway,  New  York. 

Agents  wanted  everywhere  to  sell  our 
publications.  Send  for  our  Wholesale  List 
and  Confidential  Circular. 


s 


TEAM    JOB    PRINT- 
ING  ESTABLISHMENT, 
44   ANN    STREET. 


CHAPIN  &  McKAY, 

'VANITY    FAIR"    PRINTERS, 

Newspaper,  Book,  Job  and  Card  Printing 
neatly  executed^  on  the  most  reasonable 
terms,  and  with  dispatch. 


MARCH  8,  1862.] 
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WHAT    SHALL    I    GO    AS  ? 


MiigzP 


"  What  shall  I  go  As  ?"  asks  Miss  Clara  Creamtart,  on  reading 
her  last  invitation  to  a  Fancy-dress  Masked  Surprise  Party. 
"  What  are  you  going  As?"  she  inquires  of  her  Cousin  Anna  De 
Laine.  "  I  am  sure  I  don't  know  !"  replies  the  latter,  whereupon 
hoth  in  a  breath  appeal  to  the  young  man  of  the  household,  who 
is  cultivating  his  first  delicate  moustache,  to  know  what  he  thinks 
they  had  better  go  As.  "Go  Ath  ?"  says  he  in  a  Madison  Square 
accent,  which  causes  a  slight  display  of  ivories  and  a  perceptible 
movement  of  the  moustache.  "Go  Ath  ?  why,thuppoth  you  wath  to 
go  Ath  a  female  flour  merthyant  and  a  thmuggler."  "  As  what  ?" 
exclaim  both.  "Ath  a  female  flour  merthyant  and  a  thmuggler. 
Don't  you  know?  flour  merthyant  and  thmuggler."  "Oh,  yes, 
Clara!"  exclaims  Anna,  I  know  what  he  means,  "he  means  a 
flower  girl  and  smuggler."  "But  then  I've  been  as  a  flower  girl 
four  times  already  this  winter,  so  it  won't  do  for  me."  "  Well, 
then,"  interposes  the  young  man  who  talks  as  if  he  had  been  edu- 
cated in  what  the  John  English  call  Lispin-hard  street,  suppoth 
you  both  go  ath  a  yoke  of  okthen  ?"  "  Oxen  !"  scream  the  fair 
twain,  "  0  you  great  ugly  creature!  What  do  you  mean  by  such 
a  frightful  suggestion  ?" 

"  Well,  you  requethted  me  to  advith  you  what  to  go  Ath,  tho 
I  merely  ventured  to  thuggeth  that  you  thould  both  go  Ath  a 
yoke  of  okthen." 

"  How  dreadful !"  "  How  absurd  !"  "  What  a  brute  !"  "He 
is  too  horrible  for  anything !"  and  "  I  declare  it's  enough  to  drive 
one  distracted,  the  way  in  which  he  does  go  on  !"  were  some  of 
many  similar  expressions  that  found  vent  during  the  next  five 
minutes — at  the  expiration  of  which  time  the  young  ladies  con- 
cluded to  retire  to  their  boudoirs  in  order  to  decide  the  momentous 
question . 

Now,  from  long  experience  Vanity  Fair  knows  that  nothing  is 
more  difficulty  for  one  young  lady  than  to  have  to  choose  what 
she  shall  go  As.  But  when  two  young  ladies  consult  together  on 
the  subject  the  solution  becomes  doubly  inaccessible,  if  we  may  so 
express  it.  Judge  then  of  the  idiot  conclusions  that  would  be 
arrived  at  from  a  council  of  a  dozen  sweet  feminines — each  anxious 
to  settle  the  matter  for  herself  and  all  the  rest  besides. 

Well,  neither  Miss  Creamtart  nor  Miss  De  Laine  being  able  to 
help  each  other  out  of  the  sea  of  despair  into  which  they  had  been 
plunged,  they  resolved,  rashly  enough,  to  call  a  council  composed 
of  ten  or  fifteen  intimate  friends,  who  could  keep  secrets  any 
length  of  time  inside  of  seven  minutes,  and  who  possessed  "  such 
excellent  taste !"  Accordingly  the  idea  was  acted  upon.  The 
council  assembled  and  dissembled.  The  business  of  the  meeting 
was  stated,  and  forthwith  advice  was  solicited  and  obtained. 

As  we  print  only  eight  pages  a  week,  we  are  debarred  from 


giving  more  than  a  synopsis  of  the  results  attained  on  this  occa- 
sion. 

A  young  creature  with  mink  collar  and  a  Zouave  jacket,  pro- 
posed that  her  friend  Clara  should  go  As  "  Sunset,"  and  explained 
technically  how  it  was  to  be  done. 

Another  with  a  table-spoonful  of  love  drops  in  her  dear  delicious 
mouth,  thought  that  to  go  As  "  Morning,"  or  "  Night,"  or  perhaps 
"  Twilight''  would  be  preferable.  The  technicalities  appropriate 
to  each  costume  were  then  detailed  in  a  surprising  manner.  A 
young  chicky  scarcely  able  to  reach  her  octaves,  proposed  that 
neither  of  the  foregoing  propositions  be  accepted,  but  that  instead, 
Miss  Clara  or  Miss  Anna  or  both,  should  go  As  "  Twenty  min- 
utes past  three  o'clock,  P.  M."  The  toilette  which  is  supposed  to 
denote  this  time  of  day  is  duly  explained,  and  was  declared 
remarkably  appropriate.  Every  one  would  know  at  once  what  the 
character  was,  it  was  said .  A  defect  was  discovered  before  long, 
however,  which  upset  the  entire  arrangement.  Some  one  declared 
positively  that  blue  worsted  worn  as  head  gear  denoted  a  time 
before  noon,  and  not  after  the  meridian.  As  blue  worsted  was  in 
the  original  invoice  for  "  Twenty  minutes  past  three  o'clock  P. 
M.,"  of  course  the  whole  character  had  to  be  abandoned.  The 
session  lasted  some  ten  hours,  and  finally  adjourned  without  com- 
ing to  a  satisfactory  understanding.  We  append  a  portion  of  the 
list  of  characters  suggested,  and  for  which  there  appeared  to  be  a 
recognised  costume.  i_^ 

Charter  Oak. 

Brooklyn  Ferry  Boat. 

Eighteen  Pence. 

Dandelion . 

Shipwreck  on  the  Long  Island  Coast. 

Headache,  consequent  upon  unrequited  love. 

Treasury  Note. 

Niagara. 

Mr.  Gottschalk's  double  Trills. 

Half-a-pint-of  Fresh  Tears. 

Sigh  of  a  Simoom. 

German  Language. 

New  Laid  Eggs. 

Unseen  Star. 

Number  47. 

Tea  Party. 

Wet  Tuesday. 

Storm  in  Weathersfield,  Connecticut. 

Storm  in  Hoboken,  with  dress  suggestive  of  Christopher  Street 
ferry  in  the  distance. 

Sugar  Almonds. 

Snapping  Mottoes. 

A  Yard  of  Pink  Ribbon. 


THE    "OLD    SPORT"    OF    THE    "HERALD." 

The  following  notice  appears  in  an  advertising  column  of  last 
Tuesday's  Herald: 

SPORTING. 

THE  EIGHTH  ANNIVERSARY  AND  EXHIBITION  OF  THE  SABBATH 
School  of  the  Calvary  Baptist  Church  will  take  place  on  Tuesday  evening, 
Feb.  25  at  1%  o'clock,  in  the  church,  Twenty-third  street,  between  Fifth  and 
Sixth  aves.     Admittance  free. 

On  reading  the  above,  an  unsophisticated  stranger  might 
naturally  suppose  that  exhibitions  of  sparring  or  other  athletic 
amusements  are  occasionally  given  in  the  "  Sabbath  School  of  the 
Calvary  Baptist  Church,"  and  that  the  sanctuary  itself  is  a  taber- 
nacle of  Muscular  Christianity.  We  learn  upon  inquiry,  how- 
ever, that  the  young  man  who  does  the  cock-fights  and  Harryjen- 
nings  business  for  the  Herald  changed  places,  for  one  day,  with  the 
religious  young  man  of  that  paper,  who  wants  to  acquire  some 
knowledge  of  "life,"  with  which  he  has  been  so  fascinated  that 
he  can  think  of  nothing  but  "  Sporting"  ever  since  his  initiation. 
This,  we  believe,  accounts  for  the  caption  under  which  the  reli- 
gious announcement  so  oddly  appears,  though  it  is  whispered  about 
that  the  latter  was  written  by  the  "Old  Sport"  of  the  Herald,  him- 
self, and  that  it  contains  a  subtle  reference  to  subterrene  things. 


The  Dastard  of  Donelson- 


A  knave  unalloyed, 

Of  all  honor  devoid, 

Who  has  always  employed 

All  his  art  to  avoid 

Being  in  battle  destroyed, 
And  who  runs  like  the  cholera  or  varioloid, 
Is  that  gun-grabbing  coward  and  miscreant  Floyd. 
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It  is  better  to  be  Right  than  Bright. 

Joseph  A.  Wright,  of  Indiana,  has  been 
appointed  U.  8.  Senator  in  place  of  Jesse  D. 
Bright.  Although  acuteness  is  a  desirable 
quality,  that  it  is  better  to  be  right  than 
bright  is  evinced  by  the  fact  that  if  Bright 
had  been  Wright,  he  would  now  be  U.  S. 
Senator.  The  lamented  Henry  Clay 
declared  that  he  "  would  rather  be  right 
than  be  President,"  (very  flattering  to 
Wright,  of  course,)  and,  under  his  judg- 
ment, it  is  to  be  hoped  that  Wright,  for  his 
own  sake,  may  remain  content  as  he  is,  and 
never  aspire  to  the  Presidency. 


On  the  Watch- 

On  Pennsylvania  Avenue,  Washington, 
may  be  seen  a  long  sign 

Soldiers  Watches. 

Below  is  a  smaller  sign  in  which  Soldiers 
are  affectionately  requested  to  call  in  and 
buy  the  cheapest  watch,  etc.,  etc.,  made  ex- 
pressly for  Soldiers. 

Why  they  are  more  particularly  recom- 
mended to  Soldiers  in  preference  to  civilians 
we  should  like  to  know  ;  is  it  because  the 
sellers  will  warrant  them  Not  to  Run  ? 


CARTE 


VISITE    FEVER. 


Boy. — "  Mrs.  Pumpkins,  the  new  lodger,  sends  her  compliments,  Sir,  and  wants 
to  know  if  you  can't  obleege  her  with  yer  Card  de  Vizard." 


Fieri  Facias. 
The  Rebel  leaders  affirm  that  they  will 
burn  their  crops  and  houses  as  fast  as  the 
Yankees  advance  into  the  interior.  Thus 
they  "  fire  the  Southern  heart,"  and  use  the 
ashes  in  the  manufacture  of  their  Lye. 

A  Fresh  Tap. 
Thomas  S.   Piggot,   editor  of  the  Rebel 
sheet  Cilled  the  South  has  been  arrested  for 
treason.     This  is  tapping  secession  at  the 
Spigot. 


Ought  to  be  Encouraged 

A  certain  electrical  practitioner  of  this  city  announces  that  he  is 
prepared  to  "cure  diseased  limbs  by  contract."  Now  here  are 
splendid  opportunities  daily  arising  for  one  such  to  test  his  skill. 
The  Southern  Limb,  for  example,  unsound  as  it  is,  is  already  yield- 
ing to  the  Union  batteries.  Why  might  not  the  finishing  touch  be 
given  to  it  with  a  Galvanic  one?  Then,  if  our  electrician  goes  in 
for  homoeopathy,  and  believes  that  "  like  cures  like,"  let  him  at 
once  contract  to  cure  our  contractors,  who,  in  the  aggregate,  con- 
stitute one  of  the  ugliest  and  most  fungose  limbs  upon  the  body 
belligerent.  There  are  certain  Limbs  of  the  Law,  too — such  as 
"Tombs  Lawyers" — the  cauterizing  which  off  the  cuticle  of  the 
community  would  be  a  good  deed.  The  contractor  might  contract 
everything  but  his  limits,  in  fact ;  for  neither  in  the  Church,  the 
Courts,  the  Legislature  or  the  Public  Departments  in  general,  can 
it  be  truthfully  averred  that  there  is  any  scarcity  of  corrupt  mem- 
bers for  him  to  practise  on. 

A  Brilliant  Opening. 
We  find  the  following  advertisement  in  a  newspaper  : 

WANTED— A   YOUNG   MAN,  of  good  address,  with  $150  to  $200  to  take  an 
interest   in  the  manufacture  of  a  light   article,  in  demand,  affording  a 
handsome  profit. 

It  is  not  generally  known,  but  we  know,  for  we  know  every- 
thing, that  the  above  appeal  comes  from  the  office  of  The  World. 
This  accounts  for  the  fact  that  the  young  man  who  is  to  manufac- 
ture the  Light  Article  must  pay  $200  for  the  privilege.  It  is  possi- 
ble that  the  Young  Man  may  "  take  an  interest  in  the  manufacture" 
of  Light  Articles,  but  whether  the  public  will  take  an  interest  in 
reading  them,  is  another  matter.  Our  Heavy  Man,  who  in  com- 
parison with  the  writers  in  The  World,  is  an  absolute  Zephyr,  has 
applied  for  the  situation  ;  and  considering  that  he  really  has  Two 
Hundred  Dollars,  our  private  opinion  is  that  he  will  be  immediate- 
ly engaged. 

A  Quirk  from  Cockaigne. 
Q.  In  what  respect  does  our  modern  Cincinnati  remind  one  of 
the  Bashan  of  ancient  days  ? 
A.  'Og  is  king  there. 


A    THEOLOGICAL,    BEAST. 

As  a  general  rule,  Vanity  Fair  writes  down  a  man  who  adver- 
tises for  a  wife,  either  as  an  ass  or  a  scoundrel,  or  both,  so  far  as 
the  two  characters  are  compatible.  Imagine,  therefore,  the  wrath, 
awful  and  intense  which  pervaded  our  bosom,  on  reading  the  fol- 
lowing, in  a  Boston  newspaper  : 

MARRIAGE  IN  TRUE  HIGH  LIFE.  A  young  man  (appearance  bonne  _  et 
belle  assez)  a  recent  graduate  with  honors  of  one  of  the  first  Universities 
of  New  England,  Theological  course  just  completed,  now  at  the  head  of  a  public 
institution  near  Boston,  has  sound  health  and  a  gmi.ll  competency  of  about 
$9000  wishes  to  correspond,  with  a  view  to  marriage,  with  some  lady  of  equality, 

of  musical  talent  and  of  deep  piety.  Please  address  till  April,  Box Boston, 

Mass. 

O  what  an  insufferable  ass  is  here !  O  what  an  ineffable  prig 
this  fellow  must  be  !  O  what  an  extraordinary  university,  which 
showered  its  honors  on  this  smirking,  ogling,  indecent  blockhead  ! 
O  what  a  Theological  School  which  made  this  disgusting  coxcomb 
a  Divine !  O  what  a  "  Public  Institution"  which  calls  this  acepha- 
lous ninnyhammer  its  "head!"  His  appearanceis  good,  is  it  ? 
Then  his  appearance  does  him  great  injustice.  He  is  "  belle  assez" 
—sufficiently  handsome,  is  he?  Didn't  he  mean  to  say  "  self-suffi- 
ciently,"  when  his  bad  French  broke  down  altogether ?  "Bonne" 
and  "  belle  assez,"  indeed  ! 

And  what,  moreover,  does  this  puppy  mean  bv  "  True  High 
Life  1"  What  does  he  know  about  it  ?  About  as  much,  we  fancy, 
as  he  knows  of  "deep  piety."  Why  didn't  he  say  "skin-deep 
piety,"  while  he  was  about  it  ?  Heaven  help  the  poor,  unfortu- 
nate woman  who  should  be  deluded  into  calling  him  husband ! 
It  would  take  more  than  "  nine  thousand  dollars,"  and  more  than 
ninety  thousand  dollars,  to  make  him  palatable ;  whereas,  we  do 
not  believe  that  he  has  anything  like  nine  thousand  mills,  and  do 
fervently  believe  that  he  is  in  debt  to  his  tailor. 

It  is  pretty  evident  to  us  that  we,  who  are  usually  so  serene,  are 
losing  our  temper.  So  we  will  content  ourselves  with  expressing 
the  hope,  that  this  beast  may  get  more  than  he  expects— that  the 
woman  who  marries  him  may  turn  out  a  shrew  with  a  talent  for 
talking  and  another  talent  for  spending  the  "  nine  thousand  dol- 
lars" (if  he  has  them)  with  incalculable  velocity. 
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HORSE,    FOOT,    AND    ARTILLERY. 

OMEBODY  has 
lately  been  exhibit- 
ing a  gun  worked 
by  means  of  a 
crank,  on  the  sim- 
p  1  e  principle  of 
those  useful  acces- 
sories the  churn 
and  the  washing- 
machine.  As  long 
as  the  handle  is 
kept  turning,  a  con- 
tinuous hail  of  shot 
is  discharged  from 
^^r  the  gun,  which 
■ — ;  thus  combines  the 
character  of  t  h  e 
Mangle  with  those 
of  the  more  innocu- 
ous articles  above 
mentioned.  Out 
of  this  a  suggestion 
arises.  It  is  this. 
There  is  a  certain  class  of  industrials  in  our  large  cities — chiefly  in 
New  York — whose  occupation  admirably  fits  them  for  working  a 
gun  or  any  other  engine  set  going  by  means  of  a  revolving  handle  ; 
and  this  class  happens  to  be  one  that,  of  all  others,  could  perhaps 
best  be  spared  from  our  midst.  We  allude  to  the  organ-grinders, 
whose  good  right  hands  have  ever  been  foremost  in  the  work  of 
Eevolution,  and  might  now  render  able  assistance  in  crushing  out 
Rebellion  from  the  land.  If  "one  good  turn  deserves  another," 
it  would  be  a  fair  illustration  of  the  principle  to  promote  these 
wandering  Bohemians  from  the  organ-handle  to  the  crank  of  the 
washing-machine  cannon,  to  which  a  music-barrel  might  be 
attached,  heavily  charged  with  "  Hail  Columbia"  and  other  airs 
appropriate  to  the  discharge  of  grape-shot. 

The  revival  of  armor  seems  to  be  attracting  some  attention 
among  military  men  and  manufacturers  of  war  trappings.  We 
have  already  alluded  to  the  bullet-proof  vest.  This  is  likely  to  be 
soon  matched  with  pantaloons  made  out  of  watch-spring  cloth, 
which  is  not  only  proof  against  every  kind  of  small  projectiles  and 
edged  weapons,  but  gives  great  buoyancy  to  the  wearer.  A  regi- 
ment clad  in  watch-spring  cloth  can  be  wound  up  to  go  for  any 
length  of  time,  in  any  given  direction,  and  at  any  rate  of  speed. 
The  notion  is  by  no  means  new,  but  merely  a  revival  of  the  old 
clothes  mentioned  by  Sawdor,  who  tell  us  that  the  commander  of  a 
regiment  thus  equipped  was  called  the  Captain  of  the  Watch  ;  and  it 
also  appears,  from  many  old  books  and  engravings,  that  our  ances- 
tors wore  Clocks  upon  their  stockings.  As  yet  the  watch-spring 
uniform  is  far  from  perfect,  and  some  modification — such  as  making 
it  half  wool — will  be  required  before  it  can  be  adopted  with  perfect 
safety  to  the  wearer.  For  instance,  the  Editor  of  the  Tribune,  so 
famous  for  his  efforts  in  the  cause  of  humanity,  invested  himself  in 
a  full  suit  of  watch-spring  flannel  a  few  days  since,  for  the  purpose 
of  testing  it  against  the  Stevens  Battery.  With  his  usual  firmness 
of  purpose,  he  insisted  upon  winding  himself  up,  but  forgot  to 
graduate  and  give  proper  direction  to  the  motive  power,  which 
immediately  took  him  away  with  great  velocity  in  a  course  due 
North.  When  last  seen  he  was  still  northing  at  a  tremendous 
pace,  every  now  and  then  shouting  "  Onward  to  Richmond  !"  in 
a  voice  slightly  hoarse  from  repetition. 


OUR    ZOOLOGICAL    RECREATIONS. 


Mercurius  Diurnus. — Cuvier. 


Fabulaior  Maximus.  — Buff  on. 


This  animal,  commonly  known  as  The  Newspaper  Reporter  is 
found  in  all  large  cities,  and  fine  specimens  may  at  any  time  be 
observed  in  Printing  House  Square.  An  inferior  {Fabulator  Busti- 
cus)  has  been  noticed  in  the  rural  districts  where  it  shows  an  insatia- 
ble passion  for  large  pumpkins,  and  for  old  ladies  who  have  com- 
pleted their  hundreth  year.  The  Reporter,  however,  is  only  in  its 
element,  in  the  midst  of  urban  bustle,  noise,  crime,  wickedness, 
suicide,  murders,  forgeries,  defalcations,  elections,  and  the  Anniver- 
sary Week .  It  is  a  deadly  enemy  to  the  Coroner  (Caedls  Quaesitor) 
and  to  the  Street  Inspector  (Dux  Viarum,)  and  misses  no  oppor- 
tunity of  revenging  itself  upon  the  muddles  of  the  one,  and  the 
mud  of  the  other.  It  is  also,  usually,  in  hot  water,  with  the 
Managing  Editor  {Editor  Ediius)  who  continually  asks  it  not  to  spread 
itself,  and  to  take  more  care  of  its  grammar  ;  and  who  is  con- 
tinually disappointed  ;  and  is  always  having  his  breakfast  spoiled 
by  reading  his  own  newspaper.  For  it  must  be  noticed  that  if  the 
Fabulator  Maximus  has  a  passion  in  the  world,  it  is  for  fine  writing ; 


and  for  spreading  itself  when  it  has  an  opportunity,  which  is 
usually  after  midnight,  when  the  Manager  has  gone  home.  It  is 
then  that  this  animal  revels  in  a  surfeit  of  bad  grammar  and  bom- 
bast. It  is  then  that  it  composes  those  miraculous  weather- 
paragraphs  which  have  cast  a  golden  halo  about  the  thermometer. 
It  is  then  that  it  informs  the  public,  that  the  Great  Tragedian, 
Muggins  is  making,  has  made,  or  will  make,  an  enormous  sensation 
— that  he  has  the  versatility  of  Garrick,  the  dignity  of  Kemble, 
the  fire  of  Kean,  the  classicality  of  Macready,  and  the  voice  of 
Gustavus  Brooke.  It  is  then  that  it  announces  for  the  thousandth 
time,  that  you  can  buy  a  hat  of  Genin,  which  you  undoubtedly  can 
do,  if  you  have  the  money  to  pay  for  it.  It  is  then  that  milliners, 
grocers,  tailors  and  eating-house  keepers  come  in  for  the  puff  direct 
or  the  puff  oblique.  It  is  then  that  extremely  fine  articles  on  New 
Year's  day  and  the  twenty-second  of  February  are  sent  up  and  set 
up.     It  is  then— but  enough  ! 

The  Fabulator  Maximus  takes  its  nigging  regularly  at  ten  o'clock 
and  thirty  minutes,  A.  M.,  from  the  Manager,  whose  breakfast 
has  been  spoiled  as  aforesaid,  and  who  comes  down  town  in  a  high, 
autocratic  and  impetuous  frame  of  mind.  He  summons  with  a 
loud  voice,  the  peccant  Reporter  to  enter  the  Sanctum  Sanctorum. 
Then  its  grammatical  errors  are  pointed  out  with  ferocious  polite- 
ness, and  it  receives  a  vigorous  intimation  that  it  had  better  be 
looking  out  for  another  situation.  But  these  agitating  interviews 
rarely  result  in  anything.  The  Fabulator  Maximus  is  penitent — the 
stern  Manager  relents — and  things  go  on  much  as  before. 

But  if  there  be  anything  more  palatable  to  this  animal  than 
another,  it  is  what  is  called  Rumor.  There  is  no  story  too  absurd 
for  it  to  swallow,  always  provided  it  be  sweetened  with  "  On  Dit." 
Thus,  the  creature  is  particularly  in  its  element,  when  it  can  write  : 
On  Dit,  that  the  Rev.  Dr.  Pentateuch  has  eloped  with  the  amiable, 
beautiful  and  accomplished  wife  of  his  Churchwarden. 

On  Dit,  that  a  marriage  is  on  the  tapis  between  Miss  Camilla, 
the  graceful  actress  at  Wallack's,  and  Mr.  Thunderbolt,  the 
admirable  tragedian  at  Laura  Keene's  Theatre. 

On  Dit,  that  a  well  known  Merchant  in  William  Street  is  about 
to  fail  for  Two  Hundred  and  Sixty  Three  Thousand  Dollars,  and 
Thirty  Seven  and  One  Half  Cents. 

On  Dit,  that  President  Lincoln  has  ordered  a  complete  suit  of 
clothes  of  Mr.  Tape,  the  popular  and  artistic  tailor  at  911,  Broad- 
way. 

When  the  Reporter,  however,  can  have  a  regular  shrouded-in- 
inexplicable-mystery  murder,  it  comes  out  the  strongest.  It  is 
estimated  that  the  great  Bond  Street  Murder  was  as  good  as  10,000 
pots  of  beer  to  the  Reporter.  It  is  clear  that  a  murder  presents 
finer  opportunities  for  reporting,  than  can  be  expected  from  any 
other  event.  You  describe  the  remains.  You  describe  the  house 
in  which  the  remains  were  found.  You  describe  the  street  in 
which  stands  the  house  in  which  the  remains  were  found.  You 
describe  all  the  people  who  live  in  the  street  in  which  stands  the 
house  in  which  the  remains  were  found.  You  describe  all  the 
relations  of  all  the  people  who  live  in  the  street  in  which  stands 
the  house  in  which  the  remains  were  found.  The  columns  of  the 
newspaper  are  given  up  to  you,  and  you  receive  an  absolute  carte 
blanche  in  respect  of  wood  cuts.  You  are  allowed  to  publish  maps 
of  the  murderous  ward.  You  go  to  the  inquest — you  go  to  see  the 
prisoner  in  the  Tombs,  and  report  his  conversation — you  go  to  see 
the  prisoner's  aunt,  and  report  her  conversation — you  go  to  the 
trial  and  report  all  the  squabbles  of  the  lawyers — you  go  to  hear  the 
convict  sentenced,  and  report  that  he  seemed  agitated,  or  didn't 
seem  agitated — you  go  to  see  him  hung  and  report  that  he  was 
unmistakably  agitated.  Then  you  take  a  little  beer,  and  look  out 
for  a  new  murder. 

It  must  be  admitted  that  notwithstanding  the  solace  of  beer, 
pipes  and  Cash  Down  on  Saturday,  the  Fabulator  Maximus  has  a 
hard  time  of  it.  Sometimes  a  hatter  on  one  of  the  Avenues  gives 
it  a  hat — but  what  permanent  consolation  is  that.  It  has  the  run 
of  all  the  theatres,  until  it  is  sick  of  the  sight  of  a  proscenium.  It 
is  beset  for  puffs  which  it  isn't  in  its  power  to  give  and  it  is  way- 
laid by  Aldermen  of  the  disreputable  variety  who  insists  that  it 
commands  columns  over  which  it  has  not  the  least  control.  It  has 
but  one  consolation.  It  can,  now  and  then,  display  its  admirable 
command  over  the  English  Language,  in  its  newspaper.  What  if 
it  does  get  a  blowing  up  in  the  morning  ?  The  worst  they  can  do 
is  to  "  dead"  it  in  the  Second  Edition. 


General   Nomenclature. 


Terrible  confusion  pervades  the  telegram  and  the  "special  let 
ter,"  of  late,  owing  to  coincidences  in  names  of  leaders  on  both 
sides  in  this  war.  The  greatest  "mull"  we  have  yet  heard  of, 
though,  arising  from  this,  was  that  perpetrated  by  the  correspond- 
ent who  assumed  that  General  Hooker's  Division  meant  Floyd's, 
and  had  reference  to  a  division  of  punder. 
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HORSE-CAR    SOLICITUDE. 
Conductor. — "Don't  jump  Sir!     If  you  was  to  carry  away  a  lamp-post  or    go 

THROUGH    A    WINDOW,    THE    LlNE    WOULD    HAVE  TO    PAY    FOR    IT  ! 


NOW,    GOOD    PUBLIC,    TAKE      CARE 

Mr.  Stanton's  ukase  is  a  very  fine  thing 
in  its  way.  His  valiant  and  patriotic  hand 
is  just  where  it  ought  to  he,  on  the  mouth 
of  the  tell-tale  press.  But  we  imagine  that 
it  bodes  no  good  to  our  admirers  the  public, 
and  for  reasons.  To  begin  with,  the  editors 
will  lie  to  oblige  the  Secretary  of  War  in  a 
manner  most  frightful  to  behold.  When  all 
is  really  "  quiet  along  the  Potomac"  we 
shall  find  the  dailies  giving  details  of  a  terrific 
encounter  between  the  two  opposing  grand 
armies.  The  Herald  vtill  see  that  Beaure- 
gard is  well  whipped  at  Manassas  every  two 
days  until  the  official  bulletin  announces  the 
fact. 

The  Tribune  will  insist  that  Washington 
is  not  only  besieged,  but  taken — like  a  dose 
of  homoeopathic  medicine — at  a  gulp.  The 
World  will  march  General  Burnside's  Fleet 
across  lots  to  Richmond — the  General  and 
soldiers  dragging  a  vessel  apiece  by  its  port- 
anchor  cable.  The  limes  will  scare  up 
thousands  of  "Reliable  Gentlemen"  from 
Alabama,  Louisiana,  and  Mississippi,  and 
furnish  as  splendid  an  assortment  of  lies  as 
was  ever  offered  for  two  cents.  Beauregard 
will  have  the  measles,  Johnson  the  mumps, 
Jeff  Davis  will  teethe,  Stephens  will  waste 
away  all  but  his  pantaloons,  and  cork-legged 
Floyd  will  run  forever .  We  may  get  reports 
in  the  evening  papers  that  John  Brown  is 
marching  off  instead  of  on  ;  that  Hoboken 
is  to  be  bombarded  ;  that  eighteen  pence  is 
worth  two  shillings  in  Wall  Street — with 
map  of  the  street,  and  diagrams  of  all  the 
old  gentlemen  who  have  bank  accounts  in  it ; 
and  that  Mr.  Lincoln  having  crushed  the 
great  rebellion  is  busy  stamping  on  it  with 
his  great  big  boots. 

The  public  had  better  watch  those  editors 
closely. 


KATONAH. 

"  The  difficulty  in  this  case,  (the  Katonah  Post  Office)  arises  from  a  political 
effort  to  remove  Mr.  Benedict,  who  was  appointed  by  Judge  Blair  himself,  on 
the  nomination  of  a  large  number  of  gentlemen,  in  September  last,  and  put  in 
his  place  Mr.  Whitlock,  a  shopkeeper  who  sells  liquor.  The  women  of  the 
neighborhood,  with  great  unanimity  have  earnestly  protested  against  the 
change." — E.  Post. 

What  signify  the  nation's  pangs, 
The  fierce  Congressional  harangues, 
The  stunning  shouts,  the  booms,  the  bangs, 
When  such  a  war-cloud  o'er  thee  hangs, 
Katonah  ? 

Can  Westchester  behold  thy  strife 
(Although  there's  yet  no  loss  of  life,) 
And  not  unsheath  her  carving-knife 
For  Temperance  and  the  temperate  wife, ' 
Katonah  ? 

Shall  good  Postmaster  Benedict, 
Whose  views  of  drink  are  very  strict, 
Bow  to  relentless  Blair's  edict, 
And  "  out"  by  liquorish  Whit,  be  kicked,' 
Katonah  ? 

Will  your  brave  citizens  agree 
To  favor  such  a  wretch  as  he, 
Because  your  Benedict,  so  free, 
Once  didn't  vote  for  Haight,  M.  C, 
Katonah  ? 

Shall  corresponding  wives  and  maids 
Let  fathers  frequent  Whitlock's  shades 
And  turn  to  jolly,  roystering  blades, 
When  Whitlock's  syren  voice  persuades, 
Katonah  ? 

Shall  even  Robertson,  the  Judge, 

Make  temperate  Benedict's  townsmen  budge 


Because  he's  given  Blair  a  nudge 
Or  a  wink,  or  a  "  threat  ?"  Tut !  nonsense  !  fudge  ! 
Katonah  ! 

'Tis  only  since  September  last 
Your  friend's  enjoyed  his  luck  so  vast  : 
Stick  to  him  till  the  storm  be  past, 
And  make  old  Whitlock  stand  aghast, 
Katonah  ? 


VANITY    FAIR    TO    THE    KING-    OF    SIAM. 

Sire, — In  the  name  of  the  American  People  we  thank  you  for 
the  generous  offer  made  by  you  to  our  Chief  Magistrate — namely, 
to  furnish  the  Government  of  the  United  States  with  a  supply  of 
wild  elephants  for  the  purpose  of  stocking  their  forests  and  swamps. 
At  the  same  time,  however,  we  most  respectfully  decline  to  have 
anything  to  do  with  the  proffered  tuskers,  for  the  following  reasons. 

1.  The  sight  of  the  elephant  has  already  proved  too  much  for 
many  of  our  young  men.  Were  there  more  elephant  in  propor- 
tion to  our  population  than  we  have  at  present,  the  effects  might 
be  disastrous  indeed. 

2.  Did  we  accept  the  magnificent  offer  of  Your  Majesty,  we 
should  probably  have  some  Oriental  Prince  down  upon  us  with  a 
ship-load  of  tigers,  the  pugnacious  propensities  of  our  young  men 
with  regard  to  conflicting  with  that  animal  being  a  by-word  even 
in  the  remote  East.  We  cannot  afford  to  have  more  tiger  in  pro- 
portion to  our  population.     It  wouldn't  pay. 

In  thus  deciding,  however,  we  will  express  a  wish  that  the 
shadows  of  Your  Majesty's  elephants  may  so  increase  from  day  to 
day  that  a  couple  of  them  will  make  a  good  trunk-full. 

Accept  our  distinguished  consideration. 

1  atrtij}  Mx. 


Suggestive. 

We  wonder  whether  the  following  idea  ever  occurred  to  the 
Emperor  of  the  French,  amid  his  intrigues  with  regard  to  providing 
Mexico  with  a  European  Sovereign. 

Mexico  is  spelt  "Mexique,"  in  French,  and  it  is  pronounced 
' '  Make  Sick. ' '     That's  the  idea. 


V^-ISTITY      FAIE. 


THE   NEPHEW   OF   HIS   UNCLE. 


H  OW   CUNNINGLY    LOUIS    NAPOLEON   KEEPS   THAT   OLD    DAGGER    OUT    OF    SIGHT   WHILE    HE    DALLIES    WITH   BRITANNIA 
ABOUT   RAISING   THE    BLOCKADE  ! 
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VANITY    FAIE. 
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CONFESSIONS    OF    AN    OMNIBUS    HORSE. 

III. 

There  being  no  A«ylum  for  lunatic  horses,  our  friend  Sal 
■was  permitted  to  remain  among  us.  We  had  also  an  idiot  horse, 
who  gibbered  incessantly  and  worried  the  nervous  ones  half  to 
death .  It  was  generally  conceded  that  Sal's  lunacy  was  chiefly  a 
sort  of  delirium  tremens,  produced  by  the  brandy  with  which  her 
driver  used  to  dose  her  copiously  as  a  medicine.  He  often  declared 
that  he  conversed  with  ghostly  steeds  who  occupied  a  tract  of 
country  beyond  the  Palisades  and  pale  of  civilization.  The  idiot's 
name  was  Squab.  Of  course  he  did  not  amount  to  much — but  few 
idiots  do.  A  third  notoriety  in  our  stable  was  a  horse  that  had 
served  in  both  the  Eevolutionary  war  and  that  of  1812 — 15.  This 
creature  Kippenbrown  styled  miscellaneously  'Fore- the- flood, 
Daddy  Ancient,  Hail  Columbia,  and  Old  Nine-miles- a- minute. 

The  latter  appellation  was  most  in  vogue,  being  deemed  so  appro- 
priate, since  he  seldom  accomplished  nine  yards  in  that  space  of 
time.  Nine-Miles  had  been  a  bit  of  a  racer  as  well  as  soldier  in 
his  time,  and  had  acquired  certain  evil  race-track  habits,  such  as 
swearing,  betting,  and  for  aught  I  knew  pocket-book  dropping. 
Like  all  veterans  he  used  to  bore  us  with  incidents  of  battle.  Of 
course  he  once  belonged  to  General  George  Washington— all 
negroes  and  horses  over  sixty  three  did.  When  any  one  disputed 
his  statements,  he  immediately  offered  to  back  up  his  assertions  in 
the  Old  Sport  style,  by  betting  suppers  for  the  party  at  Tattersall's 
or  the  Chelsea  stables. 

Once  I  asked  him  how  it  was  about  little  George  and  that  hatchet 
and  the  old  gentleman's  pear-tree,  whereupon  he  denounced  me  as 
a  traitor  to  the  constitution  and  a  reviler  of  the  Declaration  of 
Independence.  This  was  depressing  I  must  own,  but  failed  to 
carry  conviction  enough  to  my  mind  to  cause  a  change  of  political 
opinions.  It  may  astonish  the  casual  reader  when  I  say  that  every 
omnibus  horse  resembles  the  Mariner's  compass,  because  of  his 
Points. 

(N.  B.  This  little  effort  is  not  wholly  original  with  me — it 
having  been  got  off  after  dinner,  one  fine  summer's  day,  by  a  horse 
who  was  once  employed  by  the  late  lamented  Joseph  Miller,  Esq. 

Honcr  cui  honcr  est. 
(Pretty-nearly-played-out-old-proverb.)  Yes,  no  matter  in  what 
stage  of  mental  or  physical  decay  a  'Bus  critter  may  be,  he  still 
maintains  his  points.  Turfmen  will  readily  comprehend  that  such 
things  are  an  advantage.  Prom  what  has  been  so  far  related  it 
will  be  seen  that  the  conspicuous  points  belonging  to  the  animals 
described  were  delirium  tremens,  first  class  idiocy,  and  blowing — i.  e. 
self-praise.  It  would  take  fifteen  years  exactly  to  give  details 
regarding  the  salient  features  of  the  entire  complement  of  horses 
owned  by  the  stage  people — and  as  I  have  not  fifteen  years  to  spare 
I  must  beg  off  from  enumerating  them.  Suffice  it  to  say  that  Kip- 
penbrown kept  fifty  eight  horses  or  parts  of  horses — chiefly  the 
latter.  They  were  colored  to  suit  the  most  capricious  tastes  of  any 
number  of  drivers.  Some  were  cream-colored,  some  blue,  some 
pea-green,  some  pink,  some  orange  with  scarlet  manes  and  tails, 
some  slate  colored,  and  one  was  endowed  with  a  coat  exactly  like 
a  sheet  of  Gowanus  heat  lightning  or  a  couple  of  yards  of  Merriam's 
Aurora  Borealis.  Hiccoughs  were  as  fashionable  among  us  as 
measles  in  Mackerelville,  or  domestic  infelicity  in  first  circles. 
Besides  our  idiot  and  lunatic,  we  counted  up  a  hypochondriac,  and 
a  monomaniac,  as  well  as  a  dozen  semi-blind,  nine  deaf  and  several 
beasts  variously  affected.  The  monomaniac  used  to  give  lectures — 
his  subject  being  invariably  the  establishment  of  a  horse  police  to 
protect  the  community  from  the  brutality  of  drivers  and  hostlers. 
He  also  advocated  the  abolition  of  drivers  altogether,  and  when 
asked  how  this  was  to  be  accomplished  unfolded  a  scheme  for 
getting  them  to  colonize  in  the  Park,  start  a  republic,  and  wage  a 
war  against  the  folks  who  occupy  the  offices  in  the  City  Hall. 

Perhaps  our  most  agreeable  companion  was  a  mare  of  sweet  six- 
teen, named  Canary.  She  pretended  to  be  possessed  of  consider- 
able voice  and  often  threatened  to  appear  at  the  Astor  Place  opera 
house.  Her  main  obstacle  to  success  was  that  she  was  always 
Horse. 

Her  husky  tones  were  her  best,  although  she  prided  herself  on 
the  ease  with  which  she  vaulted  over  an  upper  E  flat.  Going 
down  Broadway  she  invariably  sang  a  few  staves  that  were  loud 
enough  to  have  disturbed  the  slumbers  of  the  residents  of  Albany. 
This  regularly  caused  an  altercation  between  herself  and  driver, 
and  the  highest  words  known  to  any  dictionary  would  pass  between 
them.  From  singing,  Canary  naturally  took  to  screaming  and 
yelling,  and  so  frightful  were  her  performances  in  this  way  that 
on  several  occasions  the  bodies  of  some  five  or  six  venerable  ladies 
and  gentlemen  were  found  lying  about  on  the  omnibus  floor — the 
unfortunate  passengers  having  been  terrified  into  fits.  Kippen- 
brown offered  to  have  Canary's  throat  stuffed  with  limestone,  but 
they  never  did  it.     I  think  she  was  finally  sold  to  the  owners  of 


the  Day  Steamboat  line  between  this  city  and  Albauy,  and  that 
these  people  fitted  her  up  on  the  hurricane  deck  of  the  Armenia, 
changing  her  name  for  private  reasons,  to  Calliope.  Her  "  Pop 
goes  the  weasel" — with  emphatic  "pop" — " Star  Spangled  Ban- 
ner," "Bed,  White  and  Blue,"  and  "  Yankee  Doodle"  are  familiar 
to  all  travellers  and  sojourners  along  the  Hudson.  Next  to  that 
of  a  whistling  dog,  her  vocalization  is  the  finest  I  have  ever  heard. 


THE    CONFEDERATE    CARNIVAL.. 

RICHMOND,  FEB.  22,  1862. 

Air  : — Burial  of  Sir  John  Moore. 

Not  a  shout  was  heard,  not  a  joyous  laugh, 
As  poor  Jeff  to  the  platform  they  hurried, 

For  the  chivalry  knew  by  the  telegraph 
What  in  Tennessee  had  occur-red. 

They  swore  him  in,  while  he  inly  swore — 
The  foam  from  his  lank  jaws  churning, 

And  a  noose  seemed  dangling  his  eyes  before, 
With  his  effigy  'neath  it  turning. 

He  thought  how  the  foe,  in  the  far  Southwest, 

Had  haunted  his  sleepless  Pillow, 
And  how  Floyd  of  the  white -goose-feather'crest, 

Had  been  Footed  o'er  dale  and  hill  oh  ! 

The  inaugural  job  was  scarce  half  way  done 
When  the  concourse  with  dread  was  shaken  ; 

For  a  message  was  brought  by  some  son  of  a  gun, 
That  Nashville  alas !  was  taken. 

Loudly  Jeff  groaned  o'er  the  city  gone, 
And  the  people  with  questions  bored  him, 

Till  they  saw  by  the  way  he  maundered  on 
That  the  terrible  news  had  floored  him . 

Only  the  man  of  the  Richmond  Whig 

Was  cruel  enough  to  upbraid  him, 
But  he  said  right  out,  the  ungenerous  pig  ! 

"  Jeff  had  ruined  the  people  who  made  him  !" 

Sadly  the  mournful  mummery  passed, 

Amid  pitiful  lamentations, 
And  no  gleam  of  hope  cheered  the  first  and  last 

Of  Secession  inaugurations. 

Soon  thank  God  !  we  shall  see  the  end 

Of  Rebellion's  demon  story, 
And  the  Union  Stars,  as  at  first  they  rose, 

Shall  shine  alone  in  their  glory  ! 


LETTER   FROM   THE    EMPEROR   WILYTONGUE. 
To  the  Hon.  Toady  Sniggins,  of  Little  Peddlington. 

Having  been  informed  some  time  since  that  a  letter  from  the 
Emperor  Wilytongue  had  been  received  by  our  eloquent  friend 
Sniggins,  in  acknowledgement  of  a  patent  gas  balloon  let  off  at 
Little  Peddlington  when  the  Prince  Noseabout  stopped  there  to 
dine,  we  expressed  to  Mr.  Sniggins  a  desire  to  have  a  copy  of  the 
letter  for  publication.  With  this  request  Mr.  Sniggins  has,  with 
characteristic  reluctance  complied,  yielding  these  scruples  which 
commonly  prevent  gentlemen  from  publishing  their  private  cor- 
respondence, to  the  reflection  that  a  letter  from  such  a  source  and 
of  such  a  nature,  must  possess  an  interest  for  all  mankind,  and  was 
probably  intended  for  the  press.  We  present  the  following  trans- 
lation of  the  letter  : 

"Palace  Doubleface,  Nov.  24.  1861. 

Sir  :— I  have  examined  with  lively  interest  your  patent  gas 
balloon,  let  off  while  my  relative,  the  Prince  Noseabout,  was 
dining  at  Little  Peddlington.  It  is  a  fine  balloon,  and  the  gas  is 
a  gas  of  excellent  quality.  I  am  delighted  that  you  sent  me  this 
effluvious  work,  and  also  to  observe  that  our  respective  countries 
are  alike  amenable  to  the  gaseous  influence.  It  is  a  happy  fact ; 
for  how  otherwise  would  it  be  possible  for  great  persons  to  mount 
aloft  ?  I  am  also  particularly  pleased  with  those  complimentary 
allusions  to  the  departed  grandeur  of  my  family,  with  which  your 
charming  balloon  is  ornamented.  Receive  therefore  my  sinceie 
thanks,  and  be  pleased  to  make  my  acknowledgements  to  your 
honorable  fellow  citizen,  Dr.  Titbit,  for  his  fine  kite,  so  well 
supplied  with  bobs,  The  Toadeater.  Believe,  sir,  in  my  distin- 
guished consideration. 

(Signed)  Wilytonqub. 
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MINING    STOCKS    MUST     BE    DOWN. 

Waiter. — "Did  you  sat  Vegetable  Soup,  Sir?" 

Grouty  old  Gent. — "  Of  course  I  said  Vegetable  Soup  ! — Did  you  think  I  wanted 
Mineral  Soup,  you  feeble-minded  idiot  ?' ' 


A   Catch. 
(Or,  if  not  a  catch  at  present,  soon  to  be 

ONE.) 

Price — Price — Price, 

Price — Price — Price, 

Price — Price — Price. 

See  how  he  runs  ! 

See  how  he  runs ! 

See  how  he  runs  ! 
He  runs  from  the  weapons  of  manly  strife, 
The  bayonet,  sabie  and  bowie  knife, 
And  gives  leg  bail  for  his  limbs  and  life  ; 

See  how  he  runs  ! 


Something  for  Professor  Agassiz. 

It  has  lately  been  stated  that  a  number  of 
Torpedoes  have  been  captured  In  the  Savan- 
nah River.  Our  Cockney  man  says  he 
should  not  wonder  so  much  to  hear  of  Elec- 
tric Heels  being  found  there,  as  the  Rebels 
have  shown  Heels  generally  than  which  no 
lightning  could  be  quicker.  Perhaps  Pro- 
fessor Agassiz  will  be  so  good  as  to  enlighten 
us  upon  the  subject. 


A  Luciferous  View  of  It. 

Speaking  of  the  illumination  of  public 
buildings  on  the  anniversary  of  Washing- 
ton's birth-day,  Vanity  Fair  grieves  that, 
notwithstanding  the  President's  proclama- 
tion recommending  that  the  day  should  be 
devoted  to  "  public  solemnities,"  the  people 
seemed  generally  disposed  to  make  Light  of 
it. 


A  Case  tor  Military  Chaplains. 

There  must  have  been  swearing  among 
the  prisoners  taken  at  Fort  Donelson,  for 
report  says  that  when  they  found  they  were 
to  be  sent  North,  many  were  ready  to  take 
any  oath. 


OUR    WAR    CORRESPONDENCE. 
Letter  from  Mc  Arone. 

Fort  Donelson,  29th,  Feb. 

Dear  Vanity  : — The  newspapers  are  so  full  of  my  praises  and 
exploits  that  it  really  seems  a  work  of  supererogation  for  me  to 
write  anything  about  the  taking  of  this  work. 

I  should  not  have  said  a  word  of  it,  had  not  the  Tribune,  Times, 
and  Herald,  evinced  a  disposition  to  ignore  the  hero  to  whom  the 
greenest  laurels  are  obviously  due. 

The  Tribune,  in  order  to  give  its  customary  little  nasty  fling  at 
McClellan,  awards  my  friend  Stanton  all  the  credit,  and  says  he 
took  Fort  Donelson 

The  Times,  to  hurt  the  Tribune's  feelings,  says  that  McClellan 
took  it. . . . 

The  Herald,  misjudging  as  usual,  says  that  Halleck  took  it 

It  remains  for  you,  then,  my  dear  Vanity,  to  announce  the 
truth-  •  •  • 

I  took  it. 

Aye,  this  broad  right  hand,  that  now  deftly  wields  the  intel- 
lectual pen,  has  slewed  its  thousands,  and  has  planted  the  Old  Flag 
upon  the  boasted  bastions  of  this  redoubtable  redoubt 

I  swear  it. 

Unaided,  save  by  my  gallant  army unarmed,  save  with  such 

weapons  as  soldiers  use. . .  .1  scaled  the  batteries,  charged  the  ram- 
parts, breached  the  intrenchments,  shelled  out  the  fascines,  and 
surrounded  the  magazines ! 

Roanoke  Island ....  about  which  nothing  is  yet  known was  a 

fool  to  it 

The  resistance  of  the  Rebels  would  have  been  much  stouter  if 
they  had  fought  better. . . . 

There  would  have  been  many  more  to  defend  the  fort  if  they  had 
not  run  away 

That  was  all  along  of  Floyd.  . . . 

Do  you  know  Floyd  ? 

He  had  command  of  an  outwork,  with  five  thousani  men  and  a 
good  armament. . . . 

But  all  men  have  their  peculiarities.  Floyd's  passion  is  for  a 
whole  skin.     Wounds  and  injuries  are  inimical  to  his  well-being. 


He  is  not  bullet-proof and  bullets  were  very  plentiful  around 

his  post so  he  left  his  post 

Left  it  in  the  night stole  quietly  away.    In  point  of  fact,  I 

may  say  sneaked  away. 

But  then,  consider  his  profession 

All  thieves  do  that  sort  of  thing. 

When  I  found  that  Floyd  didn't  want  his  outpost  any  longer,  I 
took  it,  and  worked  it  right  merrily. 

There  were  multitudinous  seas  incarnadined. 

We  found  no  valuables  in  the  place 

Floyd  had  been  there. 

The  report  is  unfounded,  that  the  Rebels  showed  the  black  flag 
it  was  the  White  Feather. 

General  Buckner  finally  sent  me  this  note,  by  the  penny  post  : 

Donelson,  Sunday. 

Dear  Mac  : — As  your  troops  are  evidently  routed  and  beaten 
terrifically,  what  terms  of  capitulation  can  I  have  ?       Buckner. 

I  replied  as  follows  : 

Before  Donelson,  Sunday. 

Dear  Buck  : — Uncondish  surrender. 

Mc  Arone. 

He  returned  word  that  the  terms  were  entirely  satisfactory  ;  the 
Rebel  flag  was  instantly  hauled  down,  and  Buckner  delivered  up 
his  sword 

He  was  pretty  drunk. 

We  took  150,000  prisoners,  and  would  have  taken  more  if  they 
had  been  where  we  could  get  them. 

Of  the  five  Generals  taken,  one  had  left  before  the  fight  ;  another 
has  not  yet  arrived,  and  a  third  wasn't  there  at  all. 

The  fourth  was  another  man a  minor  officer. 

The  other  is  Buckner. 

I  shall  hang  him  ;  partly  for  example's  sake  ;  partly  for  fun. 

Then  I  shall  go  to  Gnashville. 

I  am  around 

Expect  news  shortly 

Believe  nothing  in  the  daily  papers 

Believe  me. ... 

As  ever,  very  truly  yours Mc  Arone. 
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SAUCE    FOR    GEESE. 

Sanguine  persons  expected  that  this  hot  war  built  up  around  us 
would  have  had  a  good  effect  upon  our  social  arrangements,  by 
cauterizing  off  certain  excrescences  that  are  neither  useful  nor 
ornamental.  To  some  extent  such  improvement  has  taken  place, 
the  war  drainage  having  carried  off  a  great  quantity  of  unwhole- 
some element.  But  as  the  lowest  rowdy  class  becomes  "  small  by 
degrees,"  other  pernicious  influences  are  springing  up.  There  is 
one  very  large  combination,  for  instance,  to  which  we  will  give 
the  name  of  "  The  Pernicious  Petitioners  Association,"  the  mem- 
bers of  which  are  all  actuated  by  an  insane  desire  to  be  appointed 
to  some  nice,  easy,  military  office,  such  as  that  of  Brigadier  General. 
The  qualifications  of  these  military  aspirants  are  based,  for 
the  most  part,  upon  their  disqualifications  Broken  grocers  are 
among  them  by  hundreds.  Broken  gamblers  abound.  Broken  noses 
and  knuckles  crowd  in  at  the  door  out  of  which  military  prefer- 
ment is  expected  to  walk.  Broken  brokers  are  prominent  in  the 
turmoil :  and  the  feature  of  the  whole  array  is,  in  fact,  that  every 
member  of  it  seems  to  be  "  dead  broke,''  and  therefore,  in  his  own 
opinion,  fully  qualified  for  the  discharge  of  any  kind  of  military 
duty  except  fighting  and  other  hard  work. 

Letter-writing  is  the  lever  used  by  these  near  connections  of  the 
Gorilla  to  lift  themselves  out  of  the  mud  into  which  many  of 
them  have  been  absorbed  by  Sloth  and  Rum— two  powerful  pre- 
cipitators. We  have  lately  observed  in  the  daily  papers  a  para- 
graph stating  that  the  veteran  soldier,  General  Winfield  Scott, 
has  been  so  pestered  by  place-hunting  petitioners,  since  his  return 
to  his  native  country,  as  to  be  compelled  to  request  a  cessation  of 
their  favors  by  notice  through  the  public  press.  Were  General 
Scott  only  a  Member  of  Congress  this  would  not,  of  course,  be  a 
note  for  our  sympathy  to  respond  to  ;  but,  untier  the  circum- 
stances, we  consider  it  our  duty  to  keep  a  very  thick  stick  in  a 
very  strong  pickle  for  the  backs  of  all  such  bores  and  bull-beggars 
as  the  General's  "  special  war-correspondents." 


Black,  versus  White. 

When  men  have  a  habit  of  putting  things  well, 
(To  say  it  is  Lying,  would  not  be  polite,) 

They  color  the  truth  so  in  all  that  they  tell, 
They  sometimes  convince  us  that  black,  sirs,  is  white  ! 

Some  great  Rebel  Generals  have  done  so  of  late, 
Grim,  terrible  fellows,  the  minions  of  Fate  ; 
They  hoisted  black  flags,  till  our  troops  came  in  sight, 
Then  by  some  hocus  pocus  the  black  flags  were  white  !. 


A    HINT    TO    POETS. 
Showing  how  to  make  a  War  Song. 


The  air  is  glad  with  bannered  life 

And  gay  with  pomp  of  stripes  and  stars  ! 
(Here,  for  the  rhyme,  you'll  mention  "strife," 

And  happily  allude  to  "  Mars.") 
A  nation  musters  to  the  field, 

Truth  to  maintain  and  wrong  to  right ! 
(Here  promise  that  the  foe  shall  yield, 

And  promise  it  with  all  your  might.) 


Rebellion  rears  its  rampant  head, 

And  Hate  lets  loose  the  dogs  of  war, 
{Here  speak  about  the  "  gory  bed" 

Where  heroes  are  provided  for. ) 
But  while  the  hearts  of  freemen  beat, 

And  while  their  hands  can  wield  the  sword - 
(Describe  them  pouring  "  leaden  sleet," 

And  falling  on  the  "  traitor  horde.") 


God's  lightning  rifts  the  battle's  gloom  ! 

The  souls  of  heroes  lead  us  on  ! 
(Here  touch  on  Vernon's  sacred  tomb, 

And  bones  of  glorious  Washington.) 
The  listening  nations  hold  their  breath, 

And  guardian  angels  throng  the  sky  — 
i(Here  talk  of  "  Liberty  or  Death," 

And  say  "  we  conquer  or  we  die.") 


Tbe  destinies  of  all  the  race 

Hang  on  the  issue  of  the  hour  ; 
(Here  give  considerable  space 

To  sneers  at  royal  pomp  and  power.) 
For  in  the  West  is  Freedom's  star, 

And  iD  tbe  West  is  Freedom's  crown  ; 
(Here  say  that  sceptres  ntar  and  far, 

As  also  thrones,  must  tumble  down.) 


For,  face  to  face  and  hand  to  hand, 

We'll  beat  tbe  dastard  traitors  back  ; 
(Allude  here  to  "our  native  land," 

And,  by  the  way,  to  "  glory's  track.") 
Till  once  again  from  sea  to  sea 

Our  starry  Flag  shall  proudly  fly  ! 
(Here  swell  ' '  the  anthem  of  the  free, ' ' 

And  don't  forget  to  swell  it  high.) 


And  when  at  last  the  foot  of  Truth 

Has  crushed  Rebellion's  serpent  head, 
(Here  someway  you  must  speak  of  "  youth," 

Though  any  rhyme  will  do  instead.) 
She'll  hurl  her  lightning  from  the  sun 

And  break  the  chains  of  all  the  world  ! 
(And  that  will  do — for  all  is  done 

When  once  the  lightning's  safely  hurled.) 


Only  too  True- 
Professor  Agassiz,  in  his  lecture  at  Irving  Hall  the  other  night, 
said  in  reference  to  some  extinct  types  that  "  corresponding 
animals  exist  at  the  present  time."  We  are  sorry  to  say  that  they 
do,  and  with  reference,  moreover,  to  types  that  are  by  no  means 
extinct,  as  anybody  must  know  who  reads  up  the  "  special  war  cor- 
respondence" of  journals  on  both  sides  of  the  Atlantic.  Should 
any  future  investigator  of  "  Fossil  Footsteps"  publish  the  results  of 
his  observations  on  those  of  the  "corresponding  animals''  of  this 
our  period,  he  might  very  appropriately  introduce  his  volumes  to 
the  public  by  some  such  title  as  "  Footsteps  of  the  Father  of  Lies." 


Spicy. 

One  philosopher  avers  that  "  variety  is  the  spice  of  life  ;"  while 
another  volunteers  his  opinion  that  "  women  are  the  spice  of  life." 
The  latter,  we  think,  is  entitled  to  some  consideration,  on  the 
ground  that  the  Secessionist  ladies  imprisoned  in  Uncle  Sam's 
"  stone  jugs"  are  supposed  to  be  All  Spies. 
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ALL  ALONG  OF  HACKLEY ! 
"Shay,   olefeller  !    When  I  see  sush  crooked  shtreets,  says  I  where's  use  o' 
havin'  contractor?" 


A  Philadelphia  Winter. 

They  must  have  had  a  long  Winter  season 
of  it  at  Philadelphia,  judging  from  the  fol- 
lowing item  of  "  Theatrical,"  culled  from 
the  Press  of  that  city  : 

The  theatres  have  not  been  doing  worse  this  win- 
ter than  heretofore,  a  fact  unaccountable  to  sundry 
people.  The  Williamses  took  five  thousand  dollars, 
in  as  many  weeks,  at  the  Walnut. 

This  was  rather  hard  upon  "the  Wil- 
liamses," being,  as  the  reader  can  see  by 
scrutinizing  the  above  extract  carefully,  at 
the  rate  of  exactly  one  dollar  per  week 
between  Barney  and  better-half,  who  must 
be  pretty  well  played  out  now  that  they 
have  just  played  out  an  engagement  of  five 
thousand  weeks  at  Philadelphia. 


Pillow's  tactics  in  a  Nutshell. 
Cut  your  ditch  inside  your  ramparts.  It 
will  thus  be  concealed  from  the  enemy, 
who  ru:-hing  in  blind  fury  over  the  out- 
works will  be  sure  to  fall  into  it.  An  exter- 
nal fosse  is  a  fossil  idea.  In  manosuvring 
for  choice  of  ground,  try  to  secure  a  slope. 
To  avoid  being  scattered  by  the  enemy,  scat- 
ter before  he  comes  up.  During  a  battle, 
the  Commander's  place  is  in  the  rear  ;  on  a 
retreat  in  the  van.  Prudence  is  the  better 
part  of  valor  ;  therefore  before  resolving  to 
defend  your  post  consult  your  pillow. 


Cheering  from  the  South. 
In  evidence  of  the  Union  sentiment  at  the 
South,  it  may  be  stated  that,  of  six  thousand 
prisoners  brought  to  Cairo  from  the  Cumber- 
land river,  all  were  in  Transports. 


COCK-A-DOODLE-DO-O-O  I 

The  Southern  press,  when  on  the  rampage,  is  remarkable  for  its 
roaring  rhetoric. 

At  present  its  Ebenezer  is  up  to  the  highest  notch  compatible 
with  the  safety  of  its  hyperbolic  boiler. 

The  Richmond  Dispatch  and  the  Richmond  Enquirer,  for  exam- 
ple, carry  at  least  fifty  pounds  of  metaphoric  steam  to  the  square 
inch,  and  are  liable  to  burst  at  any  moment. 

Their  blare  is  eminently  calculated  to  "provoke  the  silent  dust" 
of  the  great  rhetorician  of  that  name,  and  their  syntax  is  of  such  a 
nature  that  were  Lindley  Murray  alive,  he  would  never  consent  to 
parse  it  over  in  silence. 

To  speak  tersely,  their  figures  are  false,  and  their  English,  how- 
ever boastful,  by  no  means  what  a  Northern  school-boy  would  con- 
sider "  bully." 

Take,  for  example,  the  following  imaginative  firework  from  the 
Richmond  Dispatch  of  the  19th  ultimo  : 

The  glorious  valor  of  our  troops  at  Fort  Donelson  is  not  dimmed  in  the  slight- 
est degree  by  their  inability  to  hold  their  ground  against  overwhelming  odds  ; 
but,  on  the  contrary,  shines  through  the  black  clouds  of  disaster  with  a  radi- 
ance which  will  kindle  the  whole  South  into  a  blaze,  and  surround  their  own 
names  with  a  halo  of  imperishable  venom. 

"A  halo  of  imperishable  venom"  is  neat  but  not  lucid.  Is  it  a 
nimbus  of  rattle-snakes— a  "glory"  of  cobra-di-capellos— a  light 
spray  of  prussic  acid — a  bandeau  of  bromine — or  a  circlet  of  centi- 
pedes ? 

However  pernicious  and  abominable  the  "halo"  may  be,  the 
North  can  have  no  objection  to  it,  since,  according  to  the  gram- 
matical construction  of  the  sentence,  it  is  applied  exclusively  to 
the  South — where  we  are  free  to  say  it  most  righteously  belongs. 

The  Richmond  Enquirer  of  the  same  date  goes  whistling  through 
the  churchy  aid  of  Secession  after  this  fashion: 

Let  us  stimulate  each  other's  courage,  and  emulate  each  other's  zeal!  If  one 
man  falls,  let  two  step  forward  to  take  his  place  I  This  fight  must  be  redeemed. 
We  will  have  the  victory  1 

Such  advice  is  much  needed  by  the  Chivalry.  At  present  they 
"  emulate  each  other's  zeal"  in  layiDg  down  their  arms  and  taking 
to  their  legs.    When  they  ought  to  "  go  in,"  they  "  put  out ";  but 


however  much  they  may  be  put  out,  they  are  rarely  in  the  humor 
to  "  go  in  "  If  one  man  falls,  instead  of  two  stepping  forward,  a 
hundred  immediately  fall  back.  It  is  submitted  that  a  fight— or 
to  speak  more  correctly,  a  flight— cannot  be  redeemed  in  that  way. 
It  is  all  very  well  to  say,  "we  will  have  a  victory  ;  but  when 
sauve  qui  peut  is  the  military  "  order  of  the  day,  whos  to  do  it  ? 
It  is  not  without  reason  that  the  Secession  papers  boast  of  the  su- 
periority of  the  Southern  race.  For  some  weeks  past  it  has  been 
the  fastest  race  on  record.  Meekly  hoping  that  our  running  com- 
mentaries on  the  "  great  Southern  movement"  will  not  be  consid- 
ered impertinent,  we  refer  our  readers  for  the  further  doings  of  the 
South,  to  the  cock-a-doodle-do-ings  of  the  Richmond  Editors. 

OUR    BOOK    REVIEW. 
The  Rebellion  Record  :  parts  9.  10.   11.  12  and  13.    Monthly 
Edition.    Illustrated.     New  York  :  G.  P.  Putnam,  532  Broad- 

The  Record  thrives  if  the  Rebellion  does  not.    V.  F.  hopes  they 
may  both  meet  with  the  success  they  deserve. 
The  Branch  :  A  sacred  poem,  and  other  poems.     Philadelphia  : 

James  Challen   &   Son.     1862:      For  sale  in  New  York  by 

Sheldon  &  Co. 

A  volume  of  poems  which  we  have  no  doubt  will  meet  with 
many  admirers  among  the  author's  intimate  friends. 
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A  reprint  from  the  Atlantic  Monthly,  where  it  has  been  a  leading 
feature  for  some  months.  As  a  specimen  of  vigorous  and  powerful 
writing,  it  is  a  delightful  contrast  to  the  wearisome  platitudes  of 
another  monthly  supposed  to  exist  somewhere  in  the  same  region 
but  not  in  the  same  atmosphere  as  that  admirably  edited  periodical 


Lunar  Caustic. 
The  Rebel  Commissioners  in  London  very  appropriately  date 
their  manifestoes  to  Lord  Russell  from  "  Half  Moon  Street,  '  a 
name  highly  suggestive  of  the  waning  state  of  Confederate  Stars. 
One  of  the  most  prominent  of  these  envoys  may  well  be  called  the 
Mann  in  the  Moon,  considering  his  present  "  local  habitation, 
and  the  "  Moonshine"  that  radiates  from  him  and  his  colleagues. 
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"brothers  are  serving  in  the  Army,  can  not 
put  into  their  knapsack  a  more  necessary  or 
valuable  gift  than  a  few  boxes  of  HOLLO- 
WAY'S  PILLS  AND  OINTMENT.  They 
insure  health  even  under  the  exposures  of  a 
soldier's  life.     Only  25  cents  a  Box  or  Pot. 


ABD  &  PARRY,  PUB- 
LISHERS,   BOOKSELLERS 

and  Importers,  (Successors  to  H.  W.  Derby.) 
£25  Broadway.  Are  selling  their  own  Pub- 
lications, together  with  all  the  current  mis- 
cellaneous issues  of  the  day  at  partly  re- 
duced prices. 

•    They  publish  the  following  : 
POPULAR  BOOKS  OF   WIT  AND  HUMOR. 
The  Widow  Bedott  Papers,  12mo., 

cloth,  1  00  60 

Mrs.  Partington,  by  B.  P.  Shillaber,    1  00  60 
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I  Brougham's  Humorous  Irish  Stories,  1  00  60 
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1  Prentice's  Wit  and  Humor,  1  00  60 

Setters  of  Jack  Downing,  12mo.,         1  00  60 

{Jack  Downing's  Yankee  Stories,         1  00  60 


PHOTOGRAPHIC    ART    GALLERY. 

No.  411  BROADWAY,  coiner  of  Lispenard  street,  N.   Y. 

CARD  PORTRAITS— beautifully  finished— four  for  $1— one  dozen,  $2.     Old  Daguerreotypes  copied, 

enlarged,  and  painted. 

Editors    throughout    the    Country 
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TERMS— THKEE  TIMES  in  their  advertising  columns,  and  send  marked  copies  of  the  papers  con- 
taining the  same  to  this  office.  The  paper  will  not  be  sent  to  such  as  do  not  comply  with  our  terms, 
as  our  exchange  list  is  an  unusuahy  large  one. 
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LITTELL'S    LIVING 
1863. 


AGE. 


How  completely  the  plan  of  this  wor  is  adapted  to  all  the  changes  of  the  times  has  been  shown  in 
the  past  year.  Without  encroaching  upon  the  space  necessary  for  reprinting  the  choicest  articles 
from  the 

FOREIGN    REVIEWS,    MAGAZINES    AND   JOURNALS, 

upon  the  other  literature  and  topics  of  the  day,  a  few  pages  every  week  record,  for  present  edification 
and  future  reference,  the  Spirit  of  the 

WAR^OF  OUR  GREAT   REBELLION. 

We  hope  that  before  the  end  of  1862  we  may  be  restored  to  communion  with  many  friends  and 
"fellow-countrymen"  (as  Judge  Pettigru,  in  Charleston,  has  just  called  us)  in  the  South — men  who 
have  been  forced  to  submit  to  the  conspiring  minority.  We  long  to  testify  to  this  venerable  and 
distinguished  patriot,  and  to  all  who  hold  like  faith,  how  dearly  we  prize  the  bonds  which  connect  us 
with  them,  and  how  lovingly  we  shall  receive  them  to  our  hearts  when  "this  tyranny  shall  be 
overpast." 

It  is  hardly  necessary  to  say  much  to  the  readers  of  The  Evening  Post  about  the  plan  and  execu- 
tion of  THE  LIVING  AGE.    Both  have  been  highly  commended  by 

Chancellor  Kent,  .Tcsticb  Story  and  President  Adams  ;  by  Prescott,  Bancroft,  Ticknor, 
and  many  othereminent  men  ;  and  especially  by  the 

Editors  of  The  Evening  Post, 
who  have  from  time  to  time  given  praise  to  it. 

It  contains  as  much  matter  as  four  of  the  Great  Reviews  and  Blackwood's  Magazine ;  avoids  all 
their  dull  and  local  articles ;  and  combines  in  One  all  the  best  matter  of  twelve  quarterlies,  nineteen 
monthly  magazines,  and  ten  literary  and  political  weekly  journals.  The  last  are  not  the  least;  for 
they  have  enlisted  writers  of  the  highest  ability,  and  have  the  freshest  commentaries  upon  the  books 
and  history  of  the  times. 

To  subscribe  to  the  LIVING  AGE  is  economical ;  for  here  you  have  the  whole  pith  and  essence  of 
all  the  Great  Periodicals  at  the  price  of  one  of  them.  No  clergyman  or  other  Professional  man  who 
has  read  it  regularly  will  ever  be  willing  to  give  it  up.  No  Family  able  to  appreciate  it  will  remove 
it  from  the  Centre-Table.  No  young  Man  who  desires  to  improve  his  mind  and  his  position  in  Society 
ought  to  do  without  it,  if  he  can  afford  to  pay  for  it. 

It  makes  52  numbers,  four  large  volumes,  a  year. 

4<3f*  The  price  is  Six  dollars  a  year,  and  we  send  it  free  of  postage.     Address 
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OR  RUN  IN  WARM 
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lerms  Cash  ! 


TOHrVS    &    CROSEEY'S  AMERICAN    CEMENT  GLUE,  FOK 

J    CEMENTING  WOOD,    LEATHER,  GLASS,    IVORY,    CHINA,    MARBLE, 

PORCELAIN,  ALABASTER,  BONE,  CORAL,  &c,  &.<•...  the  only  article  of  the  kind  ever  produced 
which  will  withstand  water.     Liberal  terms  to  Wholesale  Ujalers. 

PRICE   TWENTY  -  FIVE   CENTS. 

JOHNS  &  CROSLEY,  Sole  Manufacturers, 

Wholesale  Warehouse,  78  William  st.,  cor.  Liberty. 


Advertising  Rates  ot  Vanity  Fair. 

Title  Page,  50  cents  per  line,  occupying  1-3 
the  space  across  the  page. 
Title  Page,  $1.50  per  line,  across  the  page. 
Second  Page,  25  cents,  wide  column. 
"        "      10  cents,  narrow  column. 
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DEPOT.     M.  J.  PAILLARD, 

Importer,  21  Maiden  Lane,  N.  Y.  Has  for 
sale  the  most  extensive  assortment  in  the 
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Hundred  and  Fifty  Dollars,  each  playine  I, 
2,  3   4,  6,  8,  10,  12,  16  and  24  airs. 


BEAUTIFUL  TOY  BOXES  FOR  CHILDREN. 

BOXES  TO  SUIT  ALL  AGES  AND  TASTES  . 

Call  and  examine  them  1 

Fine  Gold  and  Silver  Watches  Cheap  for 
Cash. 

MUSICAL  BOXES  REPAIRED. 

Fowler  &,  Wells' 
JOURNALS. 


Enlarged  and  Improved.     Price  not 
Increased. 

Postmasters,  Clergymen,  Teachers,  and  oth- 
ers, are  requested  to  act  as  Agents, 
and  get  Clubs  for  our  Journals : 

THE    ILLUSTRATED   AMERICAN 

PHRENOLOGICAL  JOURNAL 

AND  LIFE  ILLUSTRATED.' 


WATER-CURE  JOURNAL, 

A  GUIDE  TO  HEALTH. 

These  Journals  commence  new  volumes 
with  January  and  July,  and  have  been  en- 
larged, giving  now  in  each 

24  PAGES  MONTHLY,   INSTEAD  OF  16. 

TERMS,  IN  ADVANCE  : 

Single  copy,  monthly,  one  year $1  00 

Ten  copies,  to  separate  addresses,  if  de- 
sired    5  00 

Any  person  sending  Five  Dollars  for  ten 
copies,  will  be  entitled  to  an  extra  copy 
gratis.  Add  six  cents  a  year  for  each  sub- 
scriber in  the  British  provinces  to  pav  post- 
age.   Specimens  sent  free. 

FOWLER  Si  WELLS, 

308  Broadway,  New  York. 

Agents  wanted  everywhere  to  sell  our 
publications.  Send  for  our  Wholesale  List 
and  Confidential  Circular. 
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MUSCULAR      HISTRIONITY. 
Opinions  of  The  Undersigned. 


I  have  been  taken  quite  ill, 
of  late,  with  Opinions  on  the 
Drama. 

I  suppose  everybody  must 
have  them,  sooner  or  later ; 
like  the  measles.  Happy  he 
who  has  them  early,  too! — 
They  go  hard,  when  the  vic- 
tim is  an  adult,  as  I  have  rea- 
son to  believe  is  my  case. 

I  am  down  on  Muscle.  Not 
where  it  is  needed,  mind  you. 
Not  in  the  P.  R.  Not  when  a 
fellow  blacks  your  eye  in  a 
bar-ioom.  Not  for  a  coal-hea- 
ver, or  for  a  heavy  porter. . . . 
not  in  any  instance  where  mind 
is  subordinate  to  physique. — 
No  man  has  a  greater  admira- 
tion for  brawn,  than  The  Un- 
dersigned. No  man  relishes 
tendons  more.  None  can  be 
readier  to  take  thews  to  his 

heart but  they  must  be  in 

the  right  place,  and  the  occa- 
sion must  be  fitting. 
Now,  was  Hamlet....  the  sad-eyed  dreamer  of  Denmark....  a 
coal-heaver  ?  Was  Romeo  training  for  the  Championship  of  All 
England  ?  An  army  of  Grant  Whites  and  Payne  Colliers  could 
not  so  distort  Shakespeare's  meaning  !  Those  clever  maniacs  have 
done  much  to  obscure  the  great  dramatist's  conceptions  and  to 
garble  his  expressions  ;  but  even  they  have  never  had  the  sublime 
audacity  of  the  Eminent  Tragedians  who  have  made  Hamlet 
brilliant  only  in  the  biceps,  and  Romeo  conspicuous  only  for  his 

And  I  know  why  they  do  this  abomination.  I  know  why  they 
all  strain  to  become  leather-lunged  and  brazen-limbed  ;  why  they 
shriek  and  yawp  like  gorillas  ineffable,  and  knock  the  supers 
about,  exactly  as  Jack  Heenan  knocked  Tom  Sayer's  trainers  and 
seconds  about  at  the  close  of  the  great  fight. 

It  is  because  the  people  like  muscle  better  than  mind,  and  it  is 
the  people  who  pay  for  the  Eminent  Tragedian's  board  and  bed  and 
boots  and  beer  and  bread  and  brandy. 

So,  though  nearly  all  actors  set  out  to  be  natural  and  human 

if  not  actually  gentlemanly on  the  stage,  none  continue  in  that 

laudable  endeavor.  Like  merchants  who  set  out  to  be  leisurely  ; 
like  lawyers  who  set  out  to  be  scrupulous ;  like  all  men,  in  a  word, 
who  set  out  to  fight  the  errors  of  the  world  at  their  own  expense, 
they  succumb,  acknowledge  themselves  beaten,  and  end  by  adopting 
what  they  were  to  reform.  We  all  know  about  the  "  monster  of  such 
hideous  mien,"  who  comes  finally  to  our  embrace.  That  is  the 
story  of  the  Muscular  Drama. 

Then  it  is  against  the  people  that  I  must  fulminate alas  !     I 

too  am  at  the  mercy  of  that  muscle-loving  and  inexorable  tribunal 

I  too  must  have  my  bread  and  beer,  my  boots  and  brandy,  from 

hands  that  applaud  Monsieur  Gregoire  more  loudly  than  some 
really  fine  actors ! 

Then  let  me  flatter  this  gentle  public.  Let  me  encourage  and 
cajole  the  tendency  toward  tenderness  for  tendons. 

Imprimis,  then  :  In  my  theatre,  there  shall  be  no  actor  of  less 
weight  than  200  lbs.  avoirdupois,  or  less  height  than  six  feet. 
Every  one  shall  Suffer  and  be  Strong,  till  he  has  mastered  the  mys- 
teries of  Lithoclasticism  and  Zampilkerostation. 

The  stage  shall  be  fitted  up  like  Ottignon's  gymnasium,  and  the 
athletic  drama  shall  begin  in  good  earnest.  Those  who  remember 
Marzetti  or  Gouffe  in  The  Ape,  will  realize  at  a  glance  what  might 
be  done  with  the  balcony-scene  in  Romeo  and  Juliet.  The  famous 
soliloquy  of  Hamlet,  too,  might  be  cleverly  interpolated  with 
stage-directions,  something  in  this  way  : 

"  To  be  flip-flap,  or  not  to  be  flip-flap  ;  that  is  the  question. 

Whether  'tis  better  in  the  mind  to  bear  a  double  back  summer- 
sault. 

The  stings  and  arrows  of  outrageous  fortune, 

Or  to  take  arms  against  zampillairostation,  U.  C,  a  sea  of  troubles 

And  ,by  flip-flap  opposing  flip-flap,  end  them  !" 

Would  not  this  be  fine. . .  .indeed,  what  could  be  finer  ?  And  at 
the  words,  "  to  groan  and  sweat  under  a  heavy  burden,"  how  mag- 
nificently a  feat  of  strength  would  coma  in say,  the  lifting  of  six 

men,  a  bar  of  railroad  iron  and  two  fifty-sixes  !  Ah  !  Shakespeare 
would  not  know  his  own  play,  and  could  he  see  this,  I  think  he 
would  be  content  to  die  again. 


With  such  attractions,  my  theatre the  Oymnase  would  be  a 

good  name  for  it should  enjoy  full  houses  the  year  around.     I 

think  the  duel  between  Hamlet  and  Laertes  might  be  made  a 
sparring-match  with  very  good  effect.  It  would  give  variety,  by 
an  occasional  transition  from  the  sock  and  buskin  to  a  sock  in  the 
eye.  Ah,  those  will  be  halcyon  days,  when  the  prompter's  bell 
shall  be  a  dumb-bell,  and  the  whole  Strength  of  the  company  shall 
be  turned  to  account.  Imagine  the  Vaults  of  the  Capulets  and 
Montagues  !  We  shall  see,  then,  what  the  Flights  of  dramatic 
genius  really  are.  In  fairy  pieces,  our  demon,  instead  of  going 
vulgarly  down  a  trap,  shall  go  up  a  trapeze. 

Since  we  have  begun  to  worship  muscle  in  the  theatre,  why  not 
go  on  thus,  to  the  bigger  end  ?  I  long  for  a  capitalist,  to  help  me  to 
open  my  theatre,  and  show  the  would-be  athletic  public  the  results 
of  a  mixture  of  Attic  salt  with  Acrobatic.  That  the  scheme  would 
undoubtedly  pay,  is  the  firmest  opinion  of 

The  Undersigned. 


MAXIMILIAN. 


As  those  gentle  and  sweet-hearted  Powers,  England,  France  and 
Spain,  are  about  extinguishing  the  Mexican  Republic  with  a  mon- 
archic crown,  it  is  fair  to  presume  that  the  Arch-Duke  to  whom 
that  bauble  is  offered,  is  in  some  degree  interesting  to  us  common 
people. 

The  peculiar  claim  of  this  Arch-usurper  to  the  throne  of  Mexico 
lies  in  the  fact  that  he  can  no  longer  squeeze  a  living  out  of  his 
dukedom  at  home.  He  is  a  person  of  more  or  less  royal  blood, 
and  Napoleon  takes  an  interest  in  him,  so  he  must  be  kept  up 
somehow  or  another  ;  and  hence  the  crusade  against  Mexico. 

Like  all  other  celebrated  men,   the  Arch-Duke  is  of  Scotch 

descent.    His  family  name  was,  originally,  Mac  Smillin a  very 

old  Scottish  name,  which  time  and  the  Germans  have  corrupted 
into  Mac  Simillian,  or  Maximillian.  His  great-great-grandfather 
was  knighted  and  decorated  with  the  cross  of  the  Legion  of  Honor, 
for  presenting  his  Majesty,  James  I.  with  a  gin-cocktail,  at  the 
battle  of  Culloden. 

In  early  life,  Maximilian  was  a  playmate  of  James  Gordon 
Bennett,  another  distinguished  Scot ;  and  together  they  used  to 
"rin  aboot  the  braes,  an'  pu'  the  gowans  fine."  It  is  regarded  as 
a  coincidence  that  Bennett  should,  after  the  battle  of  Culloden, 
have  run  about  the  braes,  while  since  the  battle  of  Manassas  he 
only  brays  about  the  run. 

As  Mac  Smillin  grew  older,  he  fell  into  bad  company  and  met 
with  many  misfortunes.  First,  Bennett  became  enamored  of  his 
only  sister,  and  addressed  some  verses  to  her,  through  the  columns 
of  the  New  York  Ledger,  entitled,  "  To  Mary  Ann." 

Hardly  had  young  Mac  recovered  from  this  disgrace,  before 
he  made  the  acquaintance  of  the  British  Lion,  and  thus  got 
mixed  up  with  that  powerful  but  demented  family,  the  Hapsburgs. 
It  is  believed  that  he  did  not  entirely  escape,  Scot-free,  from  the 
popular  idiocy  of  that  royal  House . 

He  then  went  to  the  bad,  and  was  well-received  by  Louis  Napo- 
leon. 

The  threatened  disruption  of  the  United  States  did  not  seem  so 
insignificant  then  as  now,  and  at  one  time,  the  Rebels  secretly 
contemplated  making  Mac  Smillin  King  of  Carolina.  The  idea 
was  to  establish  the  ancient  dignity  of  the  family,  and  to  insti- 
tute a  royal  house,  to  be  called  the  House  of  Gin. . .  .a  title  which 
contains  graceful  allusion  to  both  the  Gin- Houses  of  the  Southern 
cotton-fields,  and  the  beverage  which  gained  the  first  historical 
Mac  Smillin  his  celebrity. 

It  is  needless  to  say  that  this  scheme  was  rejected  after  our  Ten- 
nessean  operations,  and  Louis  Napoleon,  being  ashamed  to  receive 
Mac  in  such  seedy  clothes  as  his  German  dukedom  afforded, 
resolved  upon  giving  him  a  kingdom  at  once. 

Accordingly,  Spain  was  patted  o;i  the  back,  bolstered  up  on  her 
pins,  punched  gently  in  this  rib  and  that,  and  chucked  under  the 
chin,  till  she  became  quite  stately  an  1  dignified.  In  this  condition 
of  factitious  energy,  she  was  informed  that  she  must  whip  Mexico. 

"0,  yes;"  stammered  poor  Spain,  much  alarmed;  "  I  must 
whip  Mexico!" 

"  We  will  back  you,"  growled  the  sweet  guardian-angels. 

"0,  yes;  you  must  back  me!"  quivered  Spain,  fast  getting 
shaky . 

"  And  Mac  Smillin  will  accept  the  throne." 

"0,  yes;"  sobbed  Spain,  "anything  you  like. ..  .only,  don't 
hurt  me  !" 

So  they  went  at  it,  and  found  Mexico  all  ready  and  willing 

to  be  let  alone. 

M.vc  Smillin  will  never  wear  the  crown  of  Mexico. 

Spain  lias  gone  a  wool-gathering,  and  like  all  others  whom 
Louis  Napoleon  has  befriended,  she  will  return  direfully  shorn. 
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ADVICE    TO    SKATERS. 
If  you  will  have  'Tears"  to  tour  cap,  tie  them  down  or  tuck  them  in,  unless 

YOU    WISH    TO   LOOK    LIKE   BOTTOM   THE    WEAVER    IN    ASININE   ASPECT. 


"Whiskey  as  is  Whiskey." 

A  Richmond  correspondent  of  the  Charles- 
ton Courier  gives  the  following  lively  descrip- 
tion of  a  light  and  wholesome  spirit  now 
manufactured  to  an  immense  amount  in 
Virginia : 

"  It  cauterizes  the  mucous  membrane  of  the  wind- 
pipe, sets  the  brain  on  fire,  and  sends  a  cold  tremor 
through  the  system.  The  soldier  who  indulges  in  a 
half  dozen  nips  is  likely  to  stay  drunk  for  a  week  ; 
and  a  second  or  third  application  drives  the  breath 
out  of  the  body." 

Chain-lightning  and  camphene-smashes ! 
there's  a  tipple  to  brew  a  "  tod"  from  ! 
We  wonder  whether  it  does  all  the  things 
enumerated  when  it  is  diluted  with  water. 
If  so,  we  suppose  that  a  "  nip"  of  it  swal- 
lowed in  a  raw  state  would  conglomerate 
the  vesicles  of  the  aorta,  phlogistify  the 
phylacter  maximus,  hemistitch  up  the 
hepatic  ducts,  insulate  the  asperifolious 
gland,  deflagrate  the  the  dodonian  process, 
and  wilt  the  buttons  off  the  waistcoat, 
besides  doing  a  good  many  other  things 
which  it  might  be  tedious  to  specify. 


A  Sensitive  Pig. 

We  have  read  a  queer  story  in  the  coun- 
try papers  about  a  very  fat  pig,  which  was 
so  startled  by  a  lady  sneezing  suddenly  near 
its  pen  that  it  broke  both  its  fore  legs  and 
went  straight  to  bacon.  This  happened — 
or  is  said  to  have  happened — somewhere  in 
Connecticut ;  and  the  moral  to  be  drawn 
from  it  is  this,  that  however  obnoxious  that 
State  has  long  been  to  the  rest  of  the  world, 
on  account  of  bass-wood  hams,  its  real  arti- 
cle of  Gammon  is  by  no  means  to  be  Sneezed 
at. 


JUDICIAL    DECISION. 

A  case  of  singular  merit  and  of  great  international  interest  was 
recently  brought  before  the  court  of  Chancery  in  England,  Earl  Rus- 
sell J.  presiding  Ex  officio.  The  plaintiffs  were  three  minors  of 
American  birth  and  parentage,  of  doubtful  appearance  and  of 
questionable  age,  by  name  Yancey,  Rost,  and  Mann,  promising 
youths,  asking  to  be  relieved  from  the  custody  of  their  legal 
guardian  Uncle  Sam,  and  placed  under  that  of  a  certain  Jeff. 
Davis  the  man  of  their  own  choice,  and  President  of  a  New 
Confederacy  somewhere  within  the  United  States  of  America. 

I  he  complaint  of  these  hopeful  triumviri  was  that  they  were  ill 
treated  and  much  abused  by  the  aforesaid  guardian  Uncle  Sam, 
who,  transcending  his  powers,  no  longer  permitted  them  to  carry 
on  as  they  liked,  viz.  he  denied  them  the  right  to  take  always  the 
first  seats  at  the  national  table— to  commit  unlimited  depredations 
upon  the  national  pantry  with  impunity— to  ride  their  favorite 
black  hobby  on  Uncle  Sam's  grounds,  contrary  to  his  wishes— to 
kick  up  a  rumpus  in  the  family  now  and  then— or  be  insolent  to 
the  other  members,  whenever  said  members  interfered  with  their 
own  free  will  and  action,  to  corrupt  the  servants,  bully  the 
stewards,  etc.,  etc.,  etc. 

The  learned  Judge,  after  a  patient  hearing,  gave  the  following 

That  the  grievances  set  forth  in  the  petition  of  the  plaintiffs 
Yancey,  Rost  and  Mann,  against  their  guardian  Uncle  Sam  seems 
to  be  well  founded,  and  would  doubtless  be  admitted  by  any 
civilized  Court ;  but  this  Court  has  no  jurisdiction  over  the  case— 
because, 

■w  \u'h^  Plaintifft  beinS  foreign  citizens,  the  hearing  of  the  case, 

o    Jpu  aWS  °f  Nations>  Properly  belonged  to  their  own  tribunals. 

t  iry  fre  minors  of  doubtful  age  and  questionable  appearance. 

6.  1  hey  have  failed  to  prove  to  the  Court  that  they  are  of  that 
age  which  by  law  should  entitle  them  before  any  tribunal  to  make 
a  selection  of  their  own  guardian. 

4  The  conduct  of  the  plaintiffs  is  such  as  to  incline  the  Court  to 
doubt  whether  said  plaintiffs  are  of  sound  mind. 

Under  these  circumstances  the  Court  rules  that  the  petition  of 
the  aforesaid  minors,  Yancey,  Rost  and  Mann  be,  and  is  hereby 
dismissed.  The  Court  however,  deems  it  proper  that  the  peti- 
tioners be  on  the  present  occasion  treated  to  a  cold  shoulder,  and 
also  in  accordance  with  a  time-honored  custom,  that  the  "con-  I 
stable  shall  pay  the  costs." 


THE    CAVILLING    AT    CAVALRY. 

Mr.  Nesmith,  (opp.)  of  Oregon,  thought  it  best  to  reduce  the  cavalry  as  much 
as  possible.  They  were  a  most  useless  branch  of  the  service.  A  large  number 
of  them  were  armed  with  prod  sticks,  with  red  rags  on  the  end. 

According  to  Mr.  Nesmith's  idea  therefore,  the  regiment  of  Lan- 
cers organized  in  Philadelphia,  and  now  at  Washington  is  not 
worth  a  Rush.  If  the  gallant  Colonel  of  that  regiment  would  only 
tickle  Mr.  Nesmith  with  one  of  those  "prod  sticks,"  Mr.  N. 
might  see  and  feel  the  point  of  this  joke.  There  are  several  funny 
gentlemen  in  the  House  and  Senate  who  are  wonderfully  exercised 
over  contracts  for  arms  alleged  to  be  illegally  obtained,  and  yet 
when  men  called  to  the  field,  and  offering  themselves  up  will- 
ingly, are  unable  to  obtain  decent  arms  to  fight  with,  these  funny 
gentlemen  think  it  exceedingly  amusing  to  speak  contemptuously  of 
soldiers,  many  of  whom  are  their  peers.  In  fact  we  have  no  doubt 
that  the  officers,  if  not  all  of  the  fine  body  of  men  above  referred 
to,  are  not  only  their  peers,  but  would  feel  highly  indignant  at 
being  taken  for  a  Senator  from  Oregon,  or  a  member  of  Congress 
from  New  York  State,  and  if  by  accident  either  of  them  should  be 
called  by  the  name  of  Nesmith  or  Roscoe  Conkling,  it  is  highly 
probably  they  would  resent  it  as  an  insult  and  punish  the  imperti- 
nent offender. 


Subject  to  Botts. 


We  hear  from  Southern  sources  that  Jeff.  Davis  has  caused  John 
Minor  Botts  to  be  arrested  for  mixing  Union  sentiments  with  his 
Secesh  bitters.  Another  account  of  the  matter  is  that  J.  M.  B.  was 
one  of  the  parties  detected  in  chalking  Live  Yankee  opinions  upon 
the  Dead  walls  of  Rebel  Richmond,  and  that,  at  the  moment  of 
his  arrest,  he  was  engaged  in  decorating  a  Secessionist's  window- 
shutter  with  a  large  cartoon  of  "  a  Nigger  after  one  of  the  Old 
Masters,''  the  figures  representing  Davis  with  a  Contraband  in 
pursuit  of  him.  We  have  written  to  General  McClellan  requesting 
that  he  will  have  the  goodness  to  give  orders  for  securing  that 
shutter  when  our  troops  enter  Richmond,  in  order  that  the  fine 
conception  chalked  upon  it  may  be  spread  before  the  world  upon  a 
page  of  Vanity  Fair. 


He 


How  Floyd  made  his  way  out  of  Fort  Donelson. 
cut  it." 
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A    NEW    PLANTATION    SONG. 


Massa,  when  he  cut  and  run 
Lef  dese  darkeys,  ebery  one, 

To  work  der  own  salbation. 
Halleluyah  !  Slabery's  done, 
God  bress  Ginral  Washington, 
Won't  we  have  some  jam  up  fun 
On  de  ole  plantation  ! 

Rebel  from  de  Union  trigger, 
He  cut  dirt,  but  not  de  nigger — 

He  not  such  a  gander. 
Uncle  Sam  want  plower,  digger, 
And  he  pay  de  white  man's  rigger 
To  de  Contrabander. 

Fotch  de  missus'  pi-an-<3 

Play  de  hymn  ob  Jump  Jim  Crow 

Upon  dis  solemn  'casion. 
Now  den  Julius,  heel  and  toe, 
Golly  !  boys  but  this  aint  slow, 
Brack  folks  turn  has  come— dat's  so  ! 

On  de  ole  plantation. 

Rebel  from  de  Union  trigger,  &c,  &c. 

Here's  de  rag  with  seven  stars 
Massa  toted  to  de  wars 

To  scare  de  Yankee  Nation 
Now  boys,  three  times  three  Yah  !  Yahs  ! 
For  the  rebel  spots  and  bars 
Nebermore  to  wave — no  Sars  ! 

On  de  ole  plantation. 

Rebel  from  de  Union  trigger,  &c,  &c 

Massa,  though  he's  run  away, 
We  don't  wish  to  cotch  and  flay  ; 

But,  on  consideration, 
We  all  forgive  him,  as  we  pray 
His  Country  and  his  Maker  may, 
And  'mancipate  him  here,  dis  day, 
On  de  ole  plantation ! 

Rebel  from  de  Union  trigger,  &c,  &c. 

Now  den  Lucy,  Dinah,  June, 
Ef  your  wuff  a  picayune 

Dance  like  all  creation. 
Play  up  Pomp,  you  yaller  coon, 
Don't  ask  what,  you  picaroon, 
Yankee  Doodle  dat's  de  tune 

For  Uncle  Sam's  plantation. 

Rebel  from  de  Union  trigger,  &c,  &c. 


Curious    Coincidence. 


Struck  by  the  wind  the  telegraph  chords  sound  like  a  lyre,  and  when  the  words  of 
the  telegraph  strike  the  eye  we  all  admit  that  it  is  the  greatest  liar  in  existence. 


GRAND    AGRICULTURAL     SCHEMES- 

The  Southern  States  are  considering  what 
crops  it  may  be  advipable  to  plant  this  season, 
in  lieu  of  cotton,  which  seems  to  have  be- 
come a  nauseous  drug  in  their  market ;  but 
Uncle  Sam  has  already  relieved  them  in  a 
measure  of  their  anxiety  in  this  matter, 
since  he  has  planted  the  flag  of  the  Union 
upon  a  large  portion  of  their  "  sacred  soil,' ' 
and  this  with  proper  culture  will  yield  an 
abundant  crop  of  flag-root.  He  has  also 
sown  the  seeds  of  loyalty  along  their  borders 
which  will  make  a  capital  hedge  against  the 
inroads  of  treason. 

But  a  society  recently  formed  under  the 
name  of  the  "National  Freedman's  Relief 
Association,"  will  perfect  the  grand  scheme 
for  the  general  rotation  of  crops  proposed. 
The  management  of  its  operations  has  been 
entrusted  to  a  Mr.  Pierce,  the  inventor  of 
the  new  drill  for  contraband  use,  which  is 
designed  to  supersede  the  hoe.  He  takes 
out  to  this  new  field  by  way  of  variety,  a 
large  quantity  of  assorted  seeds,  to  supply 
those  who  have  been  accustomed  to  secede. 
These  are  to  be  sown  broadcast,  chiefly  by 
the  aid  of  sewing  machines  operated  under 
the  supervision  of  a  corps  of  lady  directors. 
Particular  pains  will  be  taken  to  polish  up 
the  adult  negroes,  if  those  blacks  are  sus- 
ceptible of  taking  a  polish,  and  the  rude 
piccaninnies  will  be  instructed  in  the  English 
rudiments,  as  far  as  practicable.  Illumi- 
nated books  will  be  employed  to  throw  light 
into  their  benighted  minds.  They  will  be 
taught  to  mind  their  P's  and  Q's,  and  it  is 
expected  that  by  frequent  spelling  they  will 
learn  to  take  their  E's.  They  will  also  be 
taught  to  say  "  Mister"  instead  of  "  Master," 
and  thus,  by  initiation  into  the  mysteries  of 
a  free  and  civilized  life,  be  made  to  forget 
the  mastery  of  a  life  of  chains  and  slavery. 
No  effort  will  be  spared  to  instil  into  their 
minds  the  idea  that  they  were  designed  for 
a  wider  sphere  of  distinction  than  that  in 
which  they  have  hitherto  revolved.  In  a 
word,  by  making  them  feel  their  depend- 
ence upon  Northern  charity,  they  will  be 
taught  to  appreciate, the  sublime  economy  of 
a  true  philanthropy,  the  practicability  of 
elevating  the  African  race  without  the  aid 
of  Professor  La  Mountain,  or  the  applica- 
tion of  shoe  leather,  and  the  principle  of 
the  peristrephic  periscope  as  applied  to  the 
grand  metempsychosis  of  the  original  status 
of  their  foreordination. 

vVhen  the  Society  shall  have  accomplished 
all  this,  they  will  merit  the  thanks  of  an 
appreciative  public. 


News  of  the  World- 

Mr.  Cummincs,  of  the  World,  it  seems,  has 
not  yet  gone  to  Europe,  and  the  quid  mines 
are  speculating  as  to  the  cause  of  his  delay. 
At  first  they  were  troubled  about  his  short- 
comings, and  now  they  are  equally  anxious 
about  his  long-goings. 


Not  so  Dusty. 

"Dost  thou  clean  my  furniture,  fair  hand- 
maiden ?"  asked  X.,  of  the  pretty  servant 
who  was  polishing  his  escritoire. 

"  I  Dust,"  replied  the  handmaiden. 


By  a  Disgusted  Secesh. 

"  Floyd  and  Trice  are  pretty  good  Generals 
. .  .take  'em  as  they  Run." 
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ROUGH    UPON    SMITH. 
Soggy  Young  Man,  (to  Smith,  a  perfect  stranger.)     "And  so,  I  guessed  yotie  name 

RIGHT,    EH?      HoORAySiIIz!       SmIz'S   FIRSTRATE     NAME  !      Let's     LIQUOR    SMIZ  !"      (MfS. 

Smith  doesn't  seem  to  like  it  ') 


More  from  Boston. 
The  Bostpn  Transcript  tells  us  that  "The 
North  End  Sculpin  Association"  held  their 
annual  festivities  one  evening  last  week, 
and  adds  that  "if  Gen.  McClellas  had  a 
regiment  composed  of  the  gallant  Sculpins, 
he  might  make  an  immediate  forward  move- 
ment." At  first  we  were  puzzled  about  the 
"  Sculpin  Association,"  as  we  generally  are 
about  everything  proper  to  Boston  except 
chowder  and  brown  bread ;  but  the  military 
allusion  to  the  organization  convinces  us 
that  the  Transcript  let  slip  a  typographical 
error  in  the  paragraph,  and  that  "Scalpin' 
Association"  is  the  proper  reading  in  the 
case. 


Peruvian  Guano. 

We  learn  that  a  very  large  shipment  of 
the  above  article  has  lately  been  made  to 
Europe.  It  is  to  be  distributed  over  the 
hot-beds  of  Monarchy  in  France,  Austria, 
Spain  and  Portugal,  for  the  purpose  of 
forcing  up  the  young  sprouts  of  royalty  des- 
tined for  the  proposed  thrones  of  Peru  and 
other  divisions  of  the  Western  Hemisphere. 
There  is  only  one  objection  to  Peruvian 
Guano  as  a  fertilizer  :  it  is  apt  to  impart  an 
unpalateable  flavor  to  the  green  things  forced 
up  by  it — which  will  probably  be  its  effect 
upon  the  sprouts  in  question  with  reference 
to  American  Tastes. 


Oily  Endings. 

How  unctuously  these  usurping  potentates 
turn  out,  always,  in  their  played-out  days  ! 
The  great  Napoleon,  at  his  death,  reigned 
only  over  a  miserable  He,  and  Maximilian, 
his  Nephew's  protege,  is  to  be  King  of  the 
poor  Greasers. 


SOME    SENSE    ABOUT    THE    NIGGER,    AT    LAST. 

While  the  Abolitionists  have  been  excoriating  their  knotty 
knuckles,  year  after  year,  in  frantic  efforts  to  scrub  off  the  Great 
Black  Spot,  out  comes  President  Lincoln  with  a  little  vial  of  Ben- 
zine, and  offers  to  do  the  job  handsomely  and  completely,  and 
without  barking  anybody's  knuckles,  if  Congress  will  only  furnish 
the  necessary  Soap. 

This  Dark  allusion  refers  to  the  remarkable  document  submitted 
by  the  President  to  Congress,  on  the  6th  instant — a  document 
likely  to  live  in  History,  which,  let  us  remark,  en  passant,  will  not 
be  the  worse  for  such  a  lodger. 

The  view  of  Emancipation  taken  by  the  President  may  be  called 
a  Dissolving  View,  and  contains  a  perspective  tableau  of  "  Happy 
Negroes  bestowing  charity  upon  Abolitionists  out  of  work."  We 
hardly  think  that  the  "Onward  to  Richmond"  men  will  be 
delighted  at  the  prospect  held  out  by  the  President.  Gradual 
Abolition,  like  cautious  Generalship,  is  distasteful  to  such  hot- 
headed young  fellows  as  the  Editor  of  the  Tribune,  for  instance  ; 
and  the  possibility  of  there  being  no  chained  Nigger  for  them  to 
worship,  by-and-by,  may  drive  these  philosophers  to  their  wit's 
end  for  a  substitute.  Meanwhile,  all  sensible  men  must  congratu- 
late the  President  upon  his  project  of  removing  the  Black  Border 
from  the  map  of  the  United  States. 


Russell's  Last ! 

It  must  not  be  supposed  that  the  Convivial  Contributor  of 
Canards  to  the  London  Times  fibs  incessantly.  During  his  inter- 
missions for  refreshments,  he  sometimes  jokes,  like  a  facetious 
Cockney  as  he  is.  Behold  his  latest  Con.  as  furnished  by  a  reliable 
correspondent 

Q.  Why  is  President  Lincoln  so  remarkably  abstemious  ? 

A.  Because  when  he  began  to  split  rails  he  became  a  Wedge-it- 
arian  ! 


By  an  Intelligent  Zouave. 

"  You  see,  we  United  States  Volunteers  are  what  I  should  call 

'  soldiers  of  fortune  ;'  but  those  poor  Confederate  devils well,  I 

should  call  them  soldiers  of  Misfortune.     Eh  ? " 


grtpffity  ®mm\  J.  W.  §MWr. 

March  2d,  1862. 
We  lose  a  Man  in  him  who  dies  to  day, 

Not  of  the  common  stock  that  Earth  can  spare  ; 

One  of  the  strong,  undaunted  few  who  stare 
En  Danger's  eyes  until  it  slinks  away. 
The  thick-ribbed  granite  of  his  native  hills 

Not  firmer  than  his  nature  for  the  Right ; 

More  fearless  he,  the  fiercer  raged  the  fight  :— 
When  such  men  draw  their  country's  sword— it  kills  ! 
He  could  not  play  at  war  ;  as  witness,  first, 

Phillippa's  morning  charge,  and  Laurel  Hill, 

And  the  swift  midnight  dash  through  Blooming  Gap. 
He  saw  his  land  with  doubtful  friends  accurst, 
And  struck  for  her  insulted  flag,  until 

His  dying  head  sunk  in  her  sorrowing  lap.- 


Bulls. 
The  Italian  wags  ridicule  Cardinal  Antonelli  for  the  great  im- 
portance he  seems  to  attach  to  the  excommunicating  edicts  of  the 
reigning  Pontiff.     The  Cardinal  is  perhaps  not  aware  that  the  most 
powerful  anathema  ever  issued  by  A.  Pope  was  the  Dunciad. 


A  "  Wise  Legion." 


Out  of  two  captured  companies  of  the  Wise  legionaries,  (says  the 
correspondent  of  the  Daily  Times)  only  twelve  soldiers  could  write 
their  own  names.  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  the  Southern  school- 
master is  "  abroad." 


-r—S*t-/f> 
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CONFESSIONS    OF    AN    OMNIBUS    HORSE. 
IV. 

By  the  time  I  had  resided  for  several  years  in  the  Kipp  &  Brown 
stables,  J.  began  to  feel  quite  at  home,  and  got  over  pining  for 

My  own,  my  native  land — 
Connecticut.  I  became  accustomed  to  my  work,  and  to  the  caprices 
of  Sal  Snorter,  up  to  the  time  of  her  death,  which  occurred  one 
afternoon  in  Broadway  near  the  Astor  House.  I  remember  feeling 
provoked  at  her  carelessness  in  giving  out  in  public— I  thought  she 
might  at  least  have  had  the  decency  to  finish  the  trip  and  die 
quietly  in  the  stall.  As  years  passed  over  my  head,  under  the 
wheels  of  the  omnibus,  and  down  into  the  side-streets,  I  had  oppor- 
tunities of  seeing  a  good  many  things — say  about  eighteen — and  a 
good  many  people — say  about  eleven.  Perhaps  Sal  saw  more 
things  and  people  than  I  did  in  the  same  time,  but  then  again  per- 
haps she  didn't,  and  I  don't  care  if  she  did.  Jim  Charles  used  to 
carry  the  same  passengers  very  often — so  that  whenever  I  saw  the 
old  gentleman  in  India-rubbers  and  a  blue  umbrella — rain  or  shine 
— standing  on  the  corner  of  Charlton  and  Hudson  Streets,  I  would 
ease  up  prtparatory  to  the  "  whoa"  that  invariably  followed  the 
instant  Jim  Charles  espied  the  same  institution.  Of  course  my 
knowledge  of  people  was  limited  ;  I  merely  saw  them,  but  that  did 
not  prevent  my  having  orginal  ideas  about  then. 

Those  with  whose  appearance  I  became  acquainted  from  frequent 
meetipg,  I  designated  mentally  by  what  I  deemed  appropriate 
names.  Thus  there  was  Mr.  Crookback,  Mr.  Hangjaw,  and  Mr. 
Allears.  There  was  Dame  Trudge,  wfco  kept  an  infant  school 
and  three  Thomasinian  cats,  Mrs.  Goodclothes,  and  Miss  Sweeppeas. 
Sal  named  a  few  people,  too,  and  pointed  them  out  to  me  as  her 
friends,  while  I  returned  the  compliment.  Sal — being  an  old 
maid  herself  disappointed  in  early  life,  I  believe — was  violently 
prejudiced  against  any  lady  who  might  be  walking  without  escort, 
As  for  the  young  men,  though,  she  was  simply  ecstatic  about 
them.  She  would  wink  desperately  at  every  fellow  who  happened 
to  pass,  and  I  doubt  not  that  had  she  worn  a  pocket-handkerchief, 
she  would  have  fluttered  it  by  way  of  opening  a  flirtation  after  the 
manner  of  young  Misses  of  few  years  and  less  sense.  Once  Sal 
was  mightily  tickled  because  a  young  dandy  happened  to  apply 
his  cambric  to  his  nose,  not  knowing  the  use  intended  for  such 
articles,  she  fancied,  oddly  enough,  that  he  was  anxious  to  attract 
her  favorable  notice,  and  he  did.  The  conceited  thing  grew  so 
enthusiastic  about  the  matter  that,  I  honestly  believe  had  the 
Herald  "  Personal"  column  been  established  in  those  days,  there 
would  have  been  a  naming  announcement  inserted  the  following 
morning,  reading  somewhat  after  this  style  : 

The  young  and  lovely  man  with  five  fingers  on  each  hand,  a  pair  of  boots  on 
his  feet — what  dear  feet  ! — a  coat  on  his  back,  a  straw  hat,  a  cigar,  curls,  and 
Cologne  water,  and  who  stood  on  the  corner  of  Varick  and  Canal  Streets  yester- 
day afternoon  at  four  o'clock,  and  who  waved  his  handkerchief  at  the  quadruped 
who  passed  in  the  neighborhood  of  a  Kipp  &  Brown  stage  at  the  time,  is 
earnestly  requested  to  grant  an  interview  to  the  smitten  beast,  if  agreeable,  at 
any  time  or  place  he  may  choose.  Or  if  he  would  call  at  the  stage  stables 
between  the  hours  of  thirteen  and  fourteen  to-morrow,  bringing  a  lock  of  his 
elegant  hair,  or  wig,  or  whatever,  he  would  be  most  cordially  welcomed  by  the 
softest  of  her  sex,  Sal  Snorter. 

The  refinement  of  "Personals"  had  not  been  reached  by  New 
Yorkers  at  that  date,  and  so  Sal  was  forced  to  chew  up  her 
emotions  with  ber  oats,  and  I  expect  they  caused  the  indigestion 
which  finally  killed  her  down  town. 

My  only  weakness  was  displayed  toward  Miss  Sweetpeas,  as  I 
called  her,  but  she  didn't  seem  to  hanker  after  horse-flesh  so  much 
as  she  might  have  done  ;  and  I  used  to  wonder  whether  this  failure 
to  hanker,  was  not  owing  to  the  fact  that  possibly  she  had  once 
been  in  a  Volunteer  army  officered  by  politicians.  Soldiers  are 
known  to  acquire  a  great  distaste  for  horse  meat  after  a  few  months' 
diet  upon  it.  Ask  the  71st  Regiment  if  it  is  not  so  ?  Ask  the 
young  man  who  paid  four  dollars  for  a  chicken  one  week  old,  and 
not  yet  attained  to  the  dignity  of  laying  its  own  eggs?  Ask  that 
other  young  man,  his  familiar  friend,  who  on  the  same  occasion 
whilst  on  board  the  steamer  from  New  York  to  Annapolis  last 
Spring,  parted  with  a  valuable  American  dollar  for  an  invaluable 
Yankee  pie  ?  Demand  their  and  their  comrades'  experience  of  salt 
horse  rations. 

Well,  Miss  Sweetpeas  often  let  me  help  to  draw  her  up  and  down 
town,  which  was  some  satisfaction  at  least.  No  matter  if  there 
were  fourteen  previously  inside,  and  no  matter  if  every  one  of  the 
fourteen  had  just  dined  on  dollar  dinners  and  weighed  extra  heavy 
— the  moment  the  Sweetpeas  squeezed  into  the  'bus  the  load  grew 
so  light  and  feathery  that,  as  the  poet  man  said  in  his  sleep  the 
night  after  a  Hoboken  Lark — 

Me  thought  'twas  but  a  turtle  dove  I  drew, 
and  not  one  of  Stephenson's  heavy,  four-wheeled  public  dog-carts. 
But  it  was. 


THE    AGE    OF    PAPER. 

John  Boll  has  touched  Brother  Jonathan  upon  a  tender  spot,  in  a  recent  dis- 
quisition upon  what  he  styles  :  "  The  Age  of  Paper  in  America."  A  rather  too 
free  application  of  the  caustic  has  "  riled"  him  considerably  ;  but  his  pro- 
verbial good-nature  enables  him  to  pass  the  insult,  and  return  a  characteristic 
reply  to  the  following  unjust  flings  of  his  "  fat  friend"  beyond  the  water  : 

John  Bull. 
Yankee  Doodle  borrowed  cash, 

But  could  not  pay  the  lender  ; 
So  he  issned  paper  trash, 

And  made  it  legal  tender. 
To  manufacture  six  per  cents 

He  set  the  mill  a-going — 
The  plainest  written  evidence 

Of  sums  that  he  is  owing. 

The  money  pulse  is  very  low 

Throughout  the  Yankee  nation, 
But  their  Treasury  notes  I  know 

Will  help  the  circulation. 
The  backs  of  all  are  printed  green — 

A  proper  way  to  make  'em  ; 
For  by-and-bye  it  will  be  seen 

That  those  are  green  who  take  'em . 

A  vehicle  of  promises 

To  drag  you  down  to  ruin, — 
To  add  to  your  indebtedness, 

With  all  the  ills  accruing  ; 
With  Foreign  Powers  your  credit  gone , 

And  from  the  people's  bags,  sir, 
Their  gold  and  silver  all  withdrawn, 

And  you  reduced  to  rags,  sir. 

Jonathan. 
Cease,  John  Bull,  your  bullirag, 

Your  insults  at  me  hurling, 
While  that  mighty  debt  you  drag — 

Eight  hundred  millions  sterling  ; 
For  Uncle's  credit  still  is  good, 

(So  all  the  people,  say  John  ;) 
By  every  one  'tis  understood 

That  he  will  surely  pay,  John. 

But  should  you  choose  to  give  a  blow, 

Thereby  to  measure  purses, 
Jonathan  will  quickly  show 

The  metal  he  disburses  : 
That  his  tinted  "paper  trash" 

Has  enough  metallic  basis 
To  knock  into  eternal  smash 

All  intermeddling  races. 

But  let  us,  John,  both  keep  the  peace, 

Eefrain  from  provocation, 
And  all  such  base  revilings  cease, 

As  best  becomes  each  nation . 
Bather  than  mock  our  weaknesses, 

As  we  are  much  too  prone,  John, 
'Tis  wiser  far  when  in  distress, 

To  let  each  one  a-loan,  John. 


About  a  Wig- 

An  "Artist  in  Hair,"  of  this  City,  announces  an  article  which 

he  calls  the  "Fluid  Wig."  „ 

Two  correspondents  inquire  of  us  whether  the  "  Fluid  Wig"   is 

Fluid  Wig" 


-supposes  that  the 


made  of  Canal  Locks 

Another  correspondent — a  lady 
must  be  made  of  Wavy  hair. 

Seven    other    correspondents — muffs — wish    to 
whether  the  head  would  not  be  likely  to  Swim  in  a  ' 

"  A  Bald  Man"  writes,  saying  that  the  idea  of  the 
is  nothing  new,  and  refers  us  to  the  old  expression  "  dash  my  wig" 
in  support  of  his  assertion. 

Lastly,  one  who  signs  himself  "  Balderdash"  thinks  that  "  Fluid 
Wig"  might  produce  Water  on  the  Brain. 


be  informed 
Fluid  Wig." 
'Fluid  Wig" 


A  Hint  for  the  Hapsburgs. 
The  millions  of  Mexico  are  not  Maxy-Millions,  and  it  is  pretty 
certain  they  never  will  be. 


Question  tor  the  College  of  Physicians. 
Do  Singular  people  ev^r  die  of  Pleurisy  ? 
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THE    CARTE    DP    VISITE    FEVER. 
Jliss  Jones,   (who  has  just  been  introduced  to  Mr.  Dreary.) — "  Oh  !  1  want  about 

THIRTY    CARTES    DE    VISITE    TO     COMPLETE    MY    SET.       MAY    I    RECKON    UPON    YOU    FOR     AN 
ASSORTED   DOZEN    OF   YOUR   OWN,    SlR — ONE   IN   AN    ATTITUDE   OF   PRAYER?" 


A  False  Report- 
It  has  been  whispered  in  misinformed 
cliques  that  charges  were  to  be  brought  in 
the  House  against  Mr.  Shanks  of  Indiana, 
for  supplying  horses  to  some  of  the  Rebel 
leaders.  This  is  altogether  a  mistake,  and 
originated  in  the  remark  made  by  a  person 
in  the  lobby,  to  the  effect  that  "  Floyd  had 
got  away  from  Fort  Donelson  on  Shanks' 
Mare" — a  facon  deparler,  merely,  and  bear- 
ing no  allusion  whatever  to  the  Honorable 
Member  from  Indiana. 


Fasti  Davisiani- 

The  latest  news  from  the  South  is,  that 
Jeff.  Davis  has  issued  a  proclamation  ap- 
pointing another  fast-day." 

Thus  it  has  ever  been  with  the  Rebels 
throughout  this  conflict.  They  mak  e  Fast 
Time  of  it  whenever  the  Flag  of  the  Union 
gets  within  Hail  Columbia  of  them. 


Similia  Similibus  Curantur- 

"Homoeopathy,"  said  X.,  "is  not  al- 
together devoid  of  sound  principle.  I  never 
hear  an  actor  get  a  Gag  off  to  me,  without 
wanting  to  get  a  Gag  on  to  him  !" 

"  There  is  no  Thyme  like  the  Present" — 
As  the  cook-maid  remarked  when  her  young 
man  brought  her  a  bunch  of  that  aromatic 
pot-herb. 

"Up  to  Snuff." 

The  prisoners  who  are  returning  to  us 
from  the  Tobacco  Houses  of  the  South. 


Positive  and  Superlative. 
Floyd Fled. 


Look  out  for  Smoke. 

An  item  from  Fortress  Monroe  runs  as  follows  : 

"  You  will  perceive  by  reference  to  the  Southern  papers  that  it  is  expected  a 
aw  will  be  passed  to  burn  all  the  last  crop  of  tobacco  and  cotton." 

"About this  time  expect  smoke,"  as  the  Almanac  makers  say. 
Investigators  of  natural  phenomena  attribute  the  transient  season 
of  bliss  known  as  the  "  Indian  Summer,"  to  great  fires  kindled  by 
the  red  savages  of  the  prairie  about  buffalo  time.  To  this  there 
will  be  a  certain  analogy,  should  the  Vandalism  of  burning  the 
cotton  and  tobacco  be  carried  into  effect — an  act  of  the  red-handed 
savages  of  Secesh  which  may  be  characterized  as  an  Indian  Sum- 
mery proceeding. 


Up  the  Spout. 

A  certain  indication  that  Rebeldom  is  "hard  up"  is  manifest  in 
the  fact  that  Senator  Simms  has  offered  a  resolution  in  the  Con- 
federate Congress,  declaring  that  the  Confederate  States  do  pledge 
their  last  man  for  the  prosecution  of  the  war."  The  great  ques- 
tion, however,  seems  to  be,  whether  "my  uncle"  Sam  will  make 
any  satisfactory  advance  on  such  pledges,  or  give  the  pawners  an 
opportunity  for  final  redemption. 


A  Dark  Illusion. 

Though  Sumner  the  "  sophomore"  prose, 

And  Lovejoy  the  lunatic  rave, 
This  war,  every  one  of  us  knows, 

Isn't  waged  for  the  sake  of  the  slave. 

All  the  slaves  to  attempt  to  set  free 

We  can't  surely,  just  now,  have  the  cheek  : 
For  this,  even  France  will  agree, 
Is  to  carry  war  into  a  freak.* 
*  The  above  is  from  our  lunatic  poet,  who   probably  intends  the  last  words 
of  his  effusion  to  be  combined  into  Af-igue. 


Epigram. 

The  Donelson  prisoners,  exchanges  inform  us, 
(This  is  one  of  the  Items  that  is  not  suppressed,) 

Can't  or  won't,  eat  the  bread  that  they  make  in  Chicago, 
For  the  Flower  of  the  South  hates  the  flour  of  the  "West ! 

Pray,  what  would  they  have,  these  poor,  ragged  rebels  ? 

What  grub  is  the  best  for  Secesh  of  their  station  ? 
Give  'em  rations  they're  used  to— on  corn  be  they  fed, 

For  don't  they  belong  to  a  Cornfederation  ! 


Con.  by  a  Stable-Boy. 
Why  is  these  here  Rebbles  like  tarrier-dorgs? 
Coz,  ef  they's  ever  goiu  ter  be  good  for  anythin',  they' 
Catch  Eats ! 


"Something  too  much  of  this." 

"That's  rather  rushing  the  thing"  said  young  Jones,  as  he 
glanced  over  the  column  of  "  Amusements"  in  the  Herald  ;  "  the 
moral  nigger  drama  at  four  theatres  at  once !" 

"  Confound  it !  yes,"  said  old  Jones.  "  I  thought  we  had  had 
enough  of  this  Uncle  Tomfoolery. ' ' 

Tennessee. 

Ho!    glorious  tidings  from  the  West,  the  current's  on  the  turn, 
Kentucky,  tired  of  discord,  makes  the  signal  of  return 
And  back  into  its  vacant  place — thence  never  more  to  flee 
Wheels  from  beneath  the  Treason-cloud  the  Star  of  Tennessee. 

Where'er  our  conquering  legions  move,  the  light  of  truth  breaks 

in, 
O'er  rebel  hearts  as  well  as  arms  proud  victories  they  win 
The  fog  of  Falsehood  clears  away,  and  soon  the  South  shall  be 
From  Gulf  to  Northern  border  line,  as  ransomed  Tennessee. 


>rot  ter 


A  Pessimist  Pun. 

The  very  worst  pun  ever  made  since  Original  Sin  drove  men  to 
make  puns  for  a  living,  is  that  forced  upon  us  by  a  Gorilla-like 
person  armed  with  teeth  and  to  them,  who  insists  upon  our  stating 
that  Kerrigan  was  dismissed  from  the  service  in  order  that  the 
delinquencies  of  which  he  was  found  guilty  might  not  Occur  Again. 
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LOVE    MAKING    AS    AN    EXACT    SCIENCE. 


It  is  generally  known  that  the  art  of  love  making  has  long  been 
understood  and  followed,  but  it  will  surprise  adepts  in  this  fascina- 
ting pastime  to  learn  through  columns  of  the  dailies  where  the  fact 
was  first  announced,  that  the  cupidity  of  March,  eighteen  hundred 
and  sixty  one,  has  reduced  the  thiDg,  if  we  may  so  call  it,  to  the  level 
of  an  exact  science.  Hereafter  the  Method  to  Matrimony  is  to  be 
conned  and  ciphered  out  as  an  Arithmetic  or  Astronomy,  or  the 
English  Grammar.  The  laws  of  caprice  have  been  discovered, 
tested,  approved  and  are  now  issued  in  book  form  at  the  popular 
price  of  twelve  cents — to  be  purchased  of — well  we  won't  say  whom. 

People  who  are  married  and  settled  or  unsettled,  as  the  case  may 
be,  will  most  likely  lift  up  their  voices  against  a  work  which 
promises  to  revolutionize  the  great  cause  of  pleasure  and  of  pain, 
and  at  such  dirt  cheap  rates.  As  a  text  book  for  schools — without 
having  seen  it — we  venture  to  predict  that  "  Courtship  Made  Easy" 
will  come  to  be  greatly  preferred  to  Algebra,  Book-keeping,  Natural 
Philosophy,  or  Geology.  Teachers  themselves  may  even  take  an 
interest  in  it,  and  devote  hours  to  exemplifications  of  the  rules 
which  it  lays  down.  Now  that  we  think  of  it,  is  it  not  singular 
that  the  study  of  Man  as  a  wingless  Cupid  should  have  been  neg- 
lected so  long,  and  made  to  give  way  to  the  study  of  insects, 
reptiles,  sticks,  stones,  grass,  and  dirt.  How  many  thousands  of 
children  are  allowed  to  form  quaint,  absurd,  frivolous,  and  wrong 
opinions  of  the  aim  of  their  affections  ?  Does  not  ignorance  beget 
prudes  ?  Does  it  not  blight  the  chiefest  of  joys  ?  Does  it  not  grow 
thorns  without  their  compensating  roses  ?  Suppose  at  about  the 
age  of  fourteen,  the  young  boarding  school  Miss  and  the  freshman 
■were  to  obtain  a  few  useful  hints  in  this  direction,  wouldn't — but 
there  !  we  bar  all  moralizing .  Let  us  go  back  to  the  cou rtship  text- 
book. It  will  save  a  great  deal  of  trouble — unnecessary  trouble, 
which  all  lovers  hitherto  have  had  to  battle  with.  For  you  have 
only  to  read  the  following  captions  to  be  convinced  that — given  a 
male  and  female — old,  young,  lame,  halt,  blind,  black,  white,  ugly, 
pretty,  learned,  witty,  stupid,  ignorant,  or  anything  whatever — 
and  a  close  adherence  to  the  rules  laid  down  will  enable  either 
party  to  gather  the  other  into  his  or  her  matrimonial  toils.  It  is 
just  as  easily  done  as  buying  a  cow,  when  you  have  the  money,  or 
permanently  borrowing  a  new  umbrella.  Here  are  some  of  the 
cases  on  which  advice  is  given — for  twelve  cents. 

Cultivation  of  Self -Esteem. 
■Choice  of  a  Wife. 
Age  for  Marriage.  "7 

Position  in  Society. 
General  Qualifications  for  Marriage. 
How  to  know  you  are  in  Love. 
How  to  begin  a  Courtship. 
Twenty  Rules  for  conducting  a  Courtship  . 
Different  ways  to  "  Pop  the  Question  " 
How  to  manage  a  Shrew. 
How  to  woo  an  Heiress. 
How  to  woo  a  Widow. 
Courting  a  Prude. 
Courtship  of  a  Proud  Young  Lady. 
Courtship  of  a  Domestic  Lady. 
Courtship  of  a  Wayward  Girl. 
Courtship  of  a  Lady  you  don't  know. 
Courtship  of  an  Acquaintance. 
Courtship  of  a  Bashful  Girl. 
Courtship  of  a  Literary  Lady. 
Courtship  of  an  Old  Maid 
Directions  to  Catch  a  Bachelor. 
Directions  to  make  a  Beau  Propose. 
Forms  of  Love  Letters,  &c. 

The  Love  Letters  are  sensible,  and  to  the  point — ao  namby-pamby  nonsense 
— and  are  suited  to  almost  every  occasion.  This  book  treats  carefully  a  subject 
in  which  all  youag  people  are  interested,  and  will  give  y..u  more  real  informa- 
tion in  an  hour's  reading  than  you  could  collect  from  all  the  sill v  and  senti- 
mental nonsense  that  has  ever  been  written  and  printed  on  this  delicate  sub- 
ject,    ft  is  just  such  a  work  as  is  wanted  by  both  ladies  and  gentlemen. 

These  extracts  from  the  publisher's  puff  at  once  show  that  the 


thing  is  complete  in  all  probability— like  the  arrant  cowardice  of 
old  Floyd.     When  it  is  generally  known  that  the  book  is 

By  Harry  Hazen,  Jr.,  a  Widower  who  has  been  thrice  married,  but  is  still 
young  enough  to  be  an  especial  favorite  of  the  ladies, 

it  stands  to  reason  that  nothing  further  could  be  desired.  Mr. 
Harry  Hazen  of  course  has  long  held  intimate  and  friendly  rela- 
tions with  Wiley  Cupid,  Esq.,  and  has  therefore  authority  to  speak 
in  these  matters.  Besides  a  ' '  widower  who  has  been  thrice  mar- 
ried ' '  is  certainly  somebody  worth  listening  to. 

Oh  !  what  a  precious  wise  man  is  this  same  Harry  Hazen,  Esq., 
to  live  in  a  community  of  fools  !  Why  doesn't  he  advertise  him- 
self as  Cambridge  University  or  a  Young  Ladies'  Day  and  Boarding 
School? 

What  precious  gulls  we  are,  and  what  a  keen  edge  there  is  to 
young  Harry's  cuteness  1 

But  nothing  exists  that  cannot  be  somewhat  improved  by  Vanity 
Fair — unless,  indeed,  it  be  Southern  Chivalry — and  though  we  are 
tempted  to  let  well  alone  in  the  present  instance,  still  we  feel  as 
though,  with  the  Widower's  kind  permission,  we  might  suggest  a 
few  features  of  interest  that  have  been  overlooked — purposely,  of 
course.  For  example,  we  should  like  full  particulars  concerning 
the  proceedings  necessary  to  a  young  man's  success  when  the  living 
image  of  his  hopes  is  out  of  his  reach  on  account  of  the  absence  of 
postal  communication  and  the  untrustworthiness  of  people  who 
reside  down  her  way. 

Can  a  young  man  meet  a  rich  belle  in  a  Fifth  Avenue  stage  at 
Grace  Church  and  obtain  her  consent  by  the  time  the  vehicle  stops 
for  her  to  alight  at  the  New  York  Hotel  ? 

Can  rapid  solutions  be  obtained  to  problems  such  as  this  ? — 

PROBLEM. 
Suppose  that  at  8.20,  P.M. ,  John  met  Sophia.     Handkerchiefs  fluttered,  winks 
and  smiles  succeeded. 
,  John  "  thqueathed  "  her  hand.     More  winks  and  smiles. 
i  John  kissed  her  just  in  time  to  prevent  her  screaming  fearfully. 
He  did  it  again . 
He  proposed.    She  consented. 
Papas  and  Mammas  exchanged  congratulations, 
j  The  order  for  the  cards  was  sent  to  Gimbrede's. 

QUESTIONS. 
How  was  it  done  ?    Could  it  be  done  again  ?    Could  it  be  done  by  anybody  and 
prove  sure  at  every  Pop  ? 

The  science  is  to  our  mind  very  like  that  of  military  matters. 
Tactics  are  to  be  used.  To  win  and  to  conquer  is  the  object  in 
either  branch.  Love  of  country  sustains  the  soldier,  love  of  money 
incites  the  sexes,  more  or  less. 

But  we  are  beginning  to  blunder  ;  we  had  therefore  better  let  up 
on  Hazen  for  to-day,  and  wait  until  he  startles  the  public  with  a 
"Chart  of  the  human  affections,  and  guide  through  the  laby- 
rinthian  railways  leading  thereto" — then  we  may  open  another 
bottle  of  ink,  and  have  a  right  jolly  set  to. 

N.B. — Any  silly  gander  or  goosey  who  has  twelve  cents  to  spare 
for  the  purchase  of  the  Courtshipping  Gazette,  or  whatever  they 
call  it,  had  better  toss  it  into  the  nearest  sewer. 


At  8  25, 
At  8.30, . 
At  8  33,  : 
At  8.35, 
At  8.40, 
At  8.45, 


OUR    WAR    CORRESPONDENCE. 
Letter  from  Mc  Arone. 

Gnashville,  Tenn.  March  4th. 

Dear  Vanity  :— Here,  all  is  serene. 

I  am  happy. 

It  is  a  fine  thing  to  be  a  great  man . 

Send  me  some  money. 

In  short,  I  have  taken  this  town,  and  it  is  a  bully  place 

There  be  maidens .... 

And  jewelry-stores. . . . 

The  maidens  smile,  and  the  jewelry-stores  open  rich,  for 

Yours  truly,  Mc  Arone. 

P.  S.  Later. — I  have  just  been  taking  a  walk.  I  never  go  out, 
now,  without  a  brass  band  to  march  ahead.  My  staff  follow,  the 
rear  brought  up  by  a  young  Lieutenant  of  Light  Quadroons,  whom 
I  have  mentioned  heretofore.  He  wears  green  gloves,  and  leads  a 
black-and- tan- terrier. 

The  pageant  is  imposing. 

Now,  I  am  willing  to  bet  that  you  think  the  brass  band  is  sent 
to  march  ahead  in  my  honor. . . . 

You  err. 

I  permit  the  musicians  to  play  in  front  of  me,  in  order  to  honor 
them . 

And,  seriously,  they  deserve  it. 

They  have  rendered  me  great  assistance.  They  have  assisted 
me  in  taking  this  place, . . . 

And  whoever  renders  Mc  Arone  assistance,  immortalizes  him- 
self. 

It  was  on  a  mild  but  effulgent  day  in  February.    The  sun  shone 


136 


VANITY    FAIE. 


[MARCH  15,  1862. 


BURGLARS    IN    MEXICO. 
Fra  Diauolo  Bull. — "Now  then,   Nap,   let  you  and  the  Spaniard  go  in   for 

PLUNDER,    WHILE   I    KEEP    WATCH   OUTSIDE." 


Laughing-Gas  Company. 

Some  old  ladies  in  the  refined  suburb 
are  going  to  get  up  a  Laughiug-Gas 
Company,  the  idea  having  been  caught 
from  the  Cooper  Union  business.  These 
enterprising  females  will  be  among  the 
first  to  have  laughing-gas  introduced 
into  their  dwelling  to  replace  the  Man- 
hattan Company's  trash.  Families,  it 
is  thought,  will  be  so  convulsed  with 
laughter  that  the  dazzling  rays  from 
their  light  hearts  will  amply  suffice  to 
illumine  the  largest  saloon  parlor. 
Besides  when  the  collector  comes  around 
with  his  little  bill,  he  will  be  Say- 
Gaseously  laughed  at— which  is  a  right 
jolly  idea,  isn't  it? 


The  Spouting  Wretches  ! 
The  pitiful  conduct  of  our  Congress- 
men this  session,  in  both  Senate  and 
House,  makes  us  wonder  whether  we  are 
not  overdoing  our  anti-aristocratic 
notions.  We  have  long  had  Counties 
without  Counts',  are  we  now  to  have 
States  without  Statesmen? 

Only  Natural. 
It  is  so  utterly  impossible  to  blink  the 
infamous  facts  of  Gen.  Floyd's  career 
that,  we  understand,  even  among  the 
Confederates  themselves,  every  member 
of  his  staff  is  designated  an  Aide-de- 
Scamp. 

Esprit  de  core- 
Apple-brandy. 

One  thing  Floyd  can't  Steel. 
The  hearts  of  his  soldiers. 


Bootless. 


The  C.  S.  A. 


humidly  upon  the  icy  mountains,  and  shovels  that  leaned  against 
the  farm-fences.  Beautiful  feathery  frost-work  traceiied  the  glasses 
of  my  telescope,  and  lovely  icicles  depended  from  the  cows  and 
sheep  that  ruminated  upon  a  thousand  hills. 

I  then  marched  on  Gnashville  with  a  single  brigade,  headed  by 
this  band. 

The  people  welcomed  us,  with  coffee  and  cakes,  and  other  fruits. 
Every  man  who  had  anything  to  sell,  was  enthusiastically  loyal  to 
the  Union. 

At  Gnashville,  an  old  man  came  out.  He  was  a  faro-pimp. 
Some  relative  of  Floyd,  1  believe. 

"  Try  not  to  pass,"  this  old  man  said  ;  "  the  sky  grows  gloomy 
overhead.     The  Southern  fellers  is  mighty  spry." 

"  Get  out  of  this,"  was  my  reply. 

I  then  entered  the  town.  An  enormous  army  of  Rebels  had  a 
strong  position  in  a  lager-bier  saloon.  They  were  determined  to 
conquer  and  to  die.     We  advanced  in  circular  squares  with  a  hole 

in  the  middle a  new  manoeuvre,  and,  like  all  great  modern 

military  movements,  an  invention  of  my  own. 

As  we  neared  the  foe,  I  saw,  at  a  glance. . .  .my  perceptions  are 

marvellous that  they  were  all  educated  and  talented  men 

ieunes  gens  d'  esprit,  such  as  have  rendered  Tennessee  famous. . . . 

So  I  directed  the  band  to  play.     Music  is  impressive. 

. . .  .The  band  played.     It  played  selections  from  the  Tannhauser. 

Now,  these  Rebel  gentlemen  could  have  stood  fire  and  steel. 
They  could  have  stood  the  roar  of  cannon  and  the  rattle  of 
musketry.  They  could  have  stood  a  storm  of  grape  and  canister, 
shot  and  shell .... 

But  they  couldn't  stand  the  Tannhauser. 

The  "  Music  of  the  Future"  was  too  much  for  them.  It  was 
worse  to  their  ears  than  the  Music  of  the  Union. 

They  scattered  and  fled.     Gnashville  was  ours  ! 

All  the  brass  instruments  of  the  band  were  rifled,  and  they  had 
a  tremendous  range.  The  foe  were  completely  routed.  Which 
made  it  bad  for  the  foe. 

I  have  just  learned  a  lesson.  I  thought  I  knew  too  much  for 
that ;  but  I  was  mistaken. . .  .for  the  first  time  in  my  life. 


For  safety,  I  had  imprisoned  the  Rebel  General  Bushrod  Johnson, 
and  some  other  prisoners-of  .war  in  an  open  lot  near  Fort  Donelson. 
They  were  permitted  to  retain  their  horses,  by  way  of  courtesy 
Now,  would  you  believe  it,  they  let  down  the  bars  one  night,  a 
week  or  so  ago,  and  escaped  !  _  . 

Thi3  teaches  me  never  to  imprison  men  in  an  open  lot  again. 

I  learn  from  my  agents  that  the  Rebels  intend  to  make  a  power- 
ful stand  somewhere  down  South .  At  any  rate,  they  are  all  lakina 
Steps,  now,  in  that  direction. 

But  we  shall  see.  ,  „n  ■,. 

There  is  one  man  on  this  continent,  who  can  overcome  all  dis- 
order and  confusion.  The  man  with  the  eagle  eye,  the  large  Heart, 
the  firm  brain  and  the  steady  hand 

To  him  the  Nation  looks,  to-day 

And  he  will  not  disappoint  the  Nation's  hopes. 

Greater  than  all  other,  the  Hero  of  Two  Worlds  towers,  serene 
and  far  above  the  empyrean.  His  head  is  lifted  to  the  white 
cloud-phantoms  that  float  in  the  zenith,  and  his  spectral  finger 
points  darkly  down  the  lurid  sunset  horizon  of  the  South.A 
mighty  army  kneel  at  his  feet.  The  American  Eagle  screams  him 
a  fierce  welcome.  The  sun  of  Liberty  gilds  his  noble  brow,  and  the 
murky  shades  of  Rebellion  flit  and  fade  to  nothing  as  he  comes. . . . 

You  know  him.     His  name  is 

Mc  Arone. 


The  Bitter  End. 
Once,  all  the  Southrons  were  most  valorous, 

And  never  knew  retreating  ; 
They  talked  full  loud,  with  many  a  fearful  cuss, 

And  bragged  of  Fire  Eating. 
But  they  found  fire  was  hot,  when  they  came  to  t 

They  liked  not  flames  and  flashes  ; 
So  now,  like  those  who  eat  the  Dead  Sea  fruit, 
They  chew  but  'hitter  ashes' . 

The  Greatest   Cave  in  Kentucky. 
The  Cave  in  of  Secesh  there. 
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THE  BOOK  OF  THE  DAY 


THE  NEW  EDITION 

OF 

FND  ER  CURRENTS 

IS  BEADY  THIS  DAY. 


ON  SATURDAY  WILL  BE  BEADY 

ST.    LE&EE, 

A  BOMAXCE, 
By  the  author  of  "Undercurrents." 
12m  o.     $1  25. 


G.  P.  PUTNAM, 

No.  532  Broadway. 
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MERRY 
MERRY 
MERRY 


THE  WHOLE  YEAR 

FOR 

$1.00 

THE   YOUNG  FOLKS    LIKE 

MERRY'S 

MUSEUM 

Better  than  any  other  Dollar 
Magazine,  because  it  contains 
the  best  Stories,  Instructive 
Articles,  Illustrations,  Puzzles 
etc. 

PARENTS   LIKE  MERRY'S 
MUSEUM. 

Because  it  adds  to  Home  Plea- 
sures, and  is  of  the  most 
healthful  moral  tone. 

TEACHERS    LIKE    MERRY'S 

MUSEUM, 

Because  it  teaches  children  to 
think,  and  aids  them  in  their 
studies  by  Special  Articles 
pertaining  to  their  lessons 

It  is  just  the  thing  for  a 
Holiday  Present.  The  Forty- 
third  Volume  commences  Jan- 
uary 1st. 

A  fine  Steel  Engraved  Por- 
trait of  Aunt  Sue  in  the  Jan- 
ary  number. 

One  Dollar  a  Year.  Single 
Copies  Ten  Cents. 

N.  STEARNS, 
Publisher, 
111  Fulton  street,  N.  Y. 
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THE  SOLDIERS' 

BULLET    PHOOF    VEST 


Has  been  repeatedly  and  thoroughly  tested  with  Pistol  Bullets  at 
10  paces,  Eifie  Bullets  at  40  rods,  by  many  Army  Officers,  and  is 
approved  and  'worn  by  them. 
}  It  is  simple,  light,  and  is  a  true  economy  of  life — it  will  save 
thousands.  It  will  also  double  the  value  and  power  of  the  soldier  ; 
and  every  man  in  an  army  is  entitled  to  its  protection.  Nos.  1,  2, 
and  3  express  the  sizes  of  men,  and  No.  2  fits  nearly  all. 

Price  for   Privates'    Vest,   $5.     Officers'   Vest,   $7.     They  will  be 
sent  to  any  address,  wholesale  or  retail. 

Sold  by 

MESSRS.  ELLIOTT, 

No.  231  Broadway,  N.  Y. 
And  by  all  Military  Stores, 

Agents  -wanted. 

PHOTOGRAPHIC   ART    GALLERY. 

No.  411  BBOADWAY,  coiner  of  Lispenard  street,  N.  Y. 

CARD  PORTRAITS— beautifully  finished— four  for  $1— one  dozen,  $2.     Old  Daguerreotypes  copied, 

enlarged,  and  painted. 


TERMS    OF    SUBSCRIPTION. 

TO     VANITY    FAIR. 


One  Copy  one  year. 


and  "  Artemus  Ward  Letters, . 


Two  Copies  one  year  (to  one  address) " 

Five  Copies  one  year  (to  one  address) " 

One  Copy  one  year  and  Worcester's  Ills  d  Q'rto  Dictionary       " 
Three  Copies  one  year  and  Worcester's  Ills'd  Quarto  Dictionary 
BOUND    VOLUMES. 


Postage  unpaid $2  50 

"        unpaid, 3  00 

"  paid 3  00 

paid 5  00 

unpaid 10  00 

unpaid 6  00 

9  00 


Single  Volume ..Postage  paid $2  00 

Three  Volumes  and  copy  of  paper  one  year,  books  prepaid  only 7  00 

Four  Volumes  and  Copy  of  Paper,  one  year,  books  prepaid  only, 8  00 

Three  Volumes        "      '  "  "  (to  California)  books  prepaid  only 8  00 

Four  Volumes  "  "  "  "  "  "  9  00 

Eemittances  must  be  made  in  Gold,  New  York  or  Eastern  Currency,  or  other  Currency  at  New 
York  par.     Seal  all  letters  securely,  and  address  plainly  to 

LOUIS  H.  STEPHENS,  Publisher  for  Proprietors, 

No   116  Nassau  street,  N.  Y, 


LITTELL'S    LIVING    AGE. 
1862. 


How  completely  the  plan  of  this  wor  is  adapted  to  all  the  changes  of  the  times  has  been  shown  in 
the  past  year.  Without  encroaching  upon  the  space  necessary  for  reprinting  the  choicest  articles 
from  the 

FOREIGN    EEVIEWS,    MAGAZINES    AND    JOURNALS, 

upon  the  other  literature  and  topics  of  the  day,  a  few  pages  every  week  record,  for  present  edification 
and  future  reference,  the  Spirit  of  the 

WAE  OP  OUR  GBEAT   REBELLION. 

We  hope  that  before  the  end  of  1802  we  may  be  restored  to  communion  with  many  friends  and 

"fellow-countrymen"  (as  Judge  Pettigru,  in  Charleston,  has  just  called  us)  in  the  South — men  who 

have  been  forced  to  submit  to  the   conspiring  minority.     We  long  to  testify    to  this  venerable  and 

|  distinguished  patriot,  and  to  all  who  hold  like  faith,  how  dearly  we  prize  the  bonds  which  connect  us 

I  with  them,  and  how  lovingly  we  shall  receive  them  to  our  hearts  when  "this  tyranny  shall   be 

j  overpast." 

It  is  hardly  necessary  to  say  much  to  the  readers  of  The  Evening  Post  about  the  plan  and  execu- 
tion of  THE  LIVING  AGE.     Both  have  been  highly  commended  by 

Chancellor  Kent,  Justice  Story  and  President  Adams  ;  by  Prescott,  Bancroft,  Ticknor, 
and  many  othereminent  men  ;  and  especially  by  the 

Editors  of  The  Evening  Post, 
who  have  from  time  to  time  given  praise  to  it. 

It  contains  as  much  matter  as  four  of  the  Great  Beviews  and  Blackwood's  Magazine ;  avoids  all 
their  dull  and  local  articles;  and  combines  in  One  all  the  best  matter  of  twelve  quarterlies,  nineteen 
monthly  magazines,  and  ten  literary  and  political  weekly  journals.  The  last  are  not  the  least ;  for 
they  have  enlisted  writers  of  the  highest  ability,  and  have  the  freshest  commentaries  upon  the  books 
and  history  of  the  times. 

To  subscribe  to  the  LIVING  AGE  is  economical;  for  here  you  have  the  whole  pith  and  essence  of 
all  the  Great  Periodicals  at  the  price  of  one  of  them.  No  clergyman  or  other  Professional  man  who 
has  read  it  regularly  will  ever  be  willing  to  give  it  up.  No  Family  able  to  appreciate  it  will  remove 
it  from  the  Centre-Table.  No  young  Man  who  desires  to  improve  his  mind  and  his  position  in  Society 
ought  to  do  without  it,  if  he  can  afford  to  pay  for  it. 
It  makes  52  numbers,  four  large  volumes,  a  year. 
J8®*  The  price  is  Six  dollars  a  year,  and  we  send  it  free  of  postage.     Address 


Soldiers,  Attention  ! 

Pain,  disease  and  exposure,  with  a  hot 
climate,  muddy  water  and  bad  diet  will  be 
unavoidable,  but  armed  with  HOL- 
LOWAY'S  PUBIFYING  &  ST  ENGTH- 
ENING  PILLS  you  can  endure  all  these 
and  still  retain  good  health.  Only  25  cents 
per  Box.  220. 


w 


ABD  &  PARRY,  PUB- 
LISHERS,   BOOKSELLERS 

and  Importers,  (Successors  to  H.  W.  Derby.) 
625  Broadway.  Are  selling  their  own  Pub- 
lications, together  with  all  the  current  mis- 
cellaneous issues  of  the  day  at  partly  re- 
duced prices. 

They  publish  the  following: 
POPULAR  BOOKS  OF   WIT  AND  HUMOB, 
The  Widow  Bedott  Papers,  12mo., 

cloth,  1  00  60 

jyits.  Partington,  by  B.  P.  Shillaber,  1  00  60 
The  Sparrowgrass  Papers,  1  00  60 

Biley's  Humors  of  the  West,  1  00  60 

Brougham's  Humorous  Irish  Stories,  1  00  60 
jyiiss  Slimmens'  Window,  1  00  60 

Prentice's  Wit  and  Humor,  1  00  CO 

Letters  of  Jack  Downing,  12mo.,  1  00  00 

Jack  Downing's  Yankee  Stories,  1  00  60 


LITTELL,    SON   &   COMPANY,  Boston. 
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IMPEOVED 

Gutta     Percha 

CEMENT 

ROOFING 

It  is  water-proof, 
and 

Costs  only   about 

one  -  third    as 

much    as 

Tin, 

AND    IS     TWICE 
AS  DUBABLE. 

TOWNS    &    CKOSEEY'S  AMERICAN    CEMENT  GLUE,  FOR 
J    CEMENTING  WOOD,    LEATHER,  GLASS,    IVORY,    CHINA,    MARBLE, 

POBCELAIN,  ALABASTEE,  BONE,  COEAL,  &c,  &<•-.  the  only  article  of  the  kind  overproduced 
which  will  withstand  water.     Liberal  terms  to  Wholesale  Jjalers. 

PRICE    TWENTY  -  FIVE    CENTS. 

JOHNS  &  CROSLEY,  Sole  Manufacturers, 

Wholesale  Warehouse,  87  William  st.,  cor.  Liberty. 


ROOFIN 
Firk  and  Water 
Proof.  Applied 
to  New  and  Old 
Roots  of  nil  kinds, 
and  sent  to  all 
parts  of  the  coun- 
try with  full  di- 
rections for  use. 
Send  for  n  Circular 


JOHNS  &  CROSLEY, 

SOLE  MANUFACTURERS. 

78  "WILLIAM   ST., 

(fOIt.    LIBERTY  ST.), 

HEW    YORK. 


GUTTA  PERCHA 

CEMENT, 

FOR  preserving 
new  and  repairing 
LEAKY  METAL 
EOOFS  of  every 
description ;     Wn.i. 

NOT  CRACK  IN  COLD 
OR  RUN  IN  WARM 
WEATHER. 

Agents  Wanted. 

2  eras  Cash  ! 


Advertising  Rates  of  Vanity  Fair. 

Title  Page,  50  cents  per  line,  occupying  1-3 
the  space  across  the  page. 
Title  Page,  $1.50  per  line,  across  the  page. 
Second  25  cents,  Page,  wide  column. 
"        "      10  cents,  narrow  column. 


GREAT    MUSICAL,   BOX 
DEPOT.     M.  J    PAILLAKD, 

Importer,  21  Maiden  Lane,  N.  Y.  Has  for 
sale  the  most  extensive  assortment  in  the 
country,  at  prices  varying  at  Two  t<  Two 
Hundred  and  Fifty  Dollars,  each  playing  1, 
2,  3   4,  6,  8,  10,  12,  16  and  24  airs. 


BEAUTIFUL  TOY  BOXES  FOR  CHILDREN. 

BOXES  TO  SUIT  ALL  AGES  AND  TASTES  . 

Call  and  examine  them  ! 

Fine  Gold  and  Silver   Watches  Cheap  for 
Cash. 

MUSICAL  BOXES  REPAIRED. 

Fowler   &   Wells' 
JOURNALS. 


Enlarged  and  Improved.     Price   not 
Increased. 

Postmasters,  Clergymen,  Teachers,  and  oth- 
ers, are  requested  to  act  as  Agents, 
and  get  Clubs  for  our  Journals : 

THE    ILLUSTRATED    AMERICAN 

PHRENOLOGICAL  JOURNAL 

AND  LIFE  ILLUSTRATED. 

WATER-CURE  JOURNAL, 

A  GUIDE  TO  HEALTH. 

These  Journals  commence  new  volumes 
with  January  and  July,  and  have  been  en- 
larged, giving  now  in  each 

24  PAGES   MONTHLY,   INSTEAD  OF  16. 

TERMS,  IN  ADVANCE  : 

Single  copy,  monthly,  one  year $1  00 

Ten  copies,  to  separate  addresses,  if  de- 
sired    5  00 

Any  person  sending  Five  Dollars  for  ten 
copies,  will  be  entitled  to  an  extra  copy 
gratis.  Add  six  cents  a  year  for  each  sub- 
scriber in  the  British  provinces  to  pav  post- 
age.    Specimens  sent  free. 

FOWLER  &  WEL.LS, 

308  Broadway,  New  York. 

Agents  wanted  everywhere  to  sell  our 
publications.  Send  for  our  Wholesale  List 
and  Confidential  Circular. 


s 


TEAM    JOB    PREVT- 

INGESTM  A  BLHISENT, 
44  ANN   STREET. 


CHAPIN  &  McKAY, 

'VANITY    FAIR"   PRINTERS, 

Newspaper,  Book,  Job  and  Card  Printing 
neatly  executed ,  on  the  most  reasonable 
terms,  and  with  dispatch. 
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PIETY    AND    POCKETS. 

The  most  sublime  mystification  seems  to  prevail  among  weak- 
minded  philanthropists,  concerning  the  Object  of  the  War.  We 
had  fancied  it  a  simple  thing  enough  :  The  Maintenance  of  the 
Constitution  and  the  Laws  ;  a  most  excellent  object,  and  eminent- 
ly worthy  of  the  blood  and  treasure  that  have  been  poured  out  so 
liberally  by  the  people. 

But  there  be  those  who  see  very  different  results  to  be  gained. 
Some  think  that  this  is  the  Object  : 


But  we  beg  leave  to  differ  most  emphatically.  The  Gorilla  of  the 
cotton-field  is  doubtless  an  interesting  creature,  ethnologically 
considered,  but  his  comfort  and  recreation  are  not  worth  the  dis- 
bursement of  over  a  Million  per  diem,  and  the  slaying  of  the  very 
flower  of  our  generation. 

Nevertheless,  he  must  be  taken  into  the  account,  indirectly. 
At  Port  Royal,  Massa  ran  away,  and  Cuffee  remained.  He 
gathered  the  then  growing  cotton,  received  and  spent  the  wages 
due  him  therefor,  and  is  now  naked  and  hungry.  Qu'  a  faire  ? 
He  mustn't  starve.  We  don't  owe  him  anything.  There  is  no 
work  for  him.  Get  that  into  a  syllogism  if  you  can,  and  send  the 
deduction  to  General  Butler  without  delay.  The  question  has 
sorely  puzzled  our  military  and  our  governmental  rulers. 

Pious  people,  however,  are  different  from  other  people,  and  what 
baffles  the  science  of  governors  and  warriors,  is  as  plain  as  the 
Pentateuch  to  Aminadab  Sleek.  It  does  not  surprise  us,  therefore, 
to  learn  that  Aminadab  has  settled  the  whole  Port  Royal  Contra- 
band question,  vastly  to  his  satisfaction,  and  is  at  this  moment 
throwing  dust  in  goverQmental  eyes,  with  a  view  to  getting  official 
recognition  and  assistance. 

As  the  Nigger  at  Port  Royal  is  hungry  and  cold,  it  is  proposed  to 
save  his  soul.     Aminadab  can  save  it,  if  Government  will  let  him 

and  pay  him  for  it.     That  seems  to  be  the  rub.     Government 

wants  Aminadab  to  stand  the  shot,  offering  him  free  transportation 
and  army  rations  only. 

Pending  this,  Aminadab  has  invited  Young  Men,  generally,  to 
examine  the  brilliant  chances  presented.  Meetings  are  held,  and 
collections  taken  up. . .  .we  don't  know  for  what,  precisely. . .  .and 
finally,  a  number  of  the  Young  Men  appealed  to  present  them- 
selves before  a  dreadful  Committee  of  Examination,  who  are  to 
decide  whether  or  no  they  can  save  the  Nigger's  soul  without  cost- 
ing Aminadab  anything. 

"  Are  you  a  Baptist?"  ask  the  Committee. 

If  not  "  what  church  do  you  belong  to  ?" 

If  none,  you  can  go. 

Next,  "  Could  you  teach  a  Sabbath  school  ?" 

And  finally,  "  What  rate  of  remuneration  do  you  expect  ?" 

The  Young  Men  who  pass  this  examination  favorably  are  very 
few. 

It  has  occurred  to  us  to  know  some  facts  connected  with  indi- 
vidual cases.  A  physician,  a  man  of  capacity,  and  one  generally 
acknowledged  to  be  a  valuable  person  for  the  work  of  managing, 
directing,  and  taking  care  of  the  contrabands,  was  rejected  because 
he  "had  once  belonged  to  the  Presbyterian  Church,  but  either 
they  were  too  fast  for  him  or  he  was  too  fast  for  them,  and  he  had 
not  kept  up  the  relation." 

Another  man,  perfectly  honest  and  capable,  "had  never  taught 
Sabbath  school,  but  thought  he  might."  He  was  rejected  because 
he  was  not  a  church  member. 

As  this  gentleman  retired,  he  fell  into  conversation  with  an 
accepted  candidate,  who  told  him  that  he,  the  successful  one, 
"came  near  making  a  baulk  of  it."  He  had  got  along  bravely 
till  the  question  about  remuneration  came  up.  Hesitating,  while 
thinking  what  he  ought  to  receive,  he  saw  a  clerical  friend  on  the 
Committee  winking  at  him.  "0,"  said  the  candidate,  "I  care 
nothing  about  remuneration.  That  is  not  my  object."  He  passed 
at  once. 

Now  then  ;  this  philanthropic  gang  wish  Government  to  pay 
Twelve  Hundred  Dollars  per  annum  to  its  Committee,  as  remunera- 
tion for  each  young  man  who  goes  out  to  save  souls.     The  Com- 


mittee, however,  will  fix  the  salaries  of  the  soul-savers  "  according 
to  ability."    Who  pockets  the  balance  ? 

The  following  extract  from  Secretary  Chase's  letter  to  the  Gov- 
ernment Agent  at  Port  Royal,  shows  how  Aminadab  is  working, 
and  the  danger  there  is  of  his  success  : 

"It  is  understood  that  an  association  of  judicious  and  humane  persons 
has  been  formed  in  Boston,  which  may  act  in  concert  or  be  consolidated  with 
a  similar  association  in  New  York  and  other  cities,  and  that,  through  the 
agency  of  these  associations,  or  one  of  them,  persors  may  be  employed  to 
proceed,  with  the  sanction  of  the  government,  to  take  charge  of  the  aban- 
doned plantations  under  the  general  plan  suggested  by  yourself,  and  which  is 
fully  approved  by  this  department." 

"  You  will. herewith  receive  copies  of  orders  addressed  to  the  Quartermaster 
of  New  York  and  the  General  commanding  at  Port  Royal,  directing  that  trans- 
portation and   subsistence,  with  all  other  proper  facilities,  be  afforded  to  the 

persons  thus  engaged it  being  understood  that  compensation  for  services 

to  be  rendered  will  be  made  by  the  Association,  while  subsistence,  quarters  and 
transportation  only  will  be  furnished  by  the  government,  unless  Congress  shall 
otherwise  provide." 

Now,  we  respectfully'pray  Congress  not  to  "  otherwise  provide." 
Your  genuine  old  Clerical  Swindle  is  the  worst  of  all,  and  unless 
this  canting  scheme  of  hypocritical  philanthropy  is  carefully 
sifted,  a  sore  abuse  will  be  perpetrated  upon  the  charity  of  the 
People  and  the  Government. 


THE 


AMERICAN      LIBERTY     BIRD     TO     THE     BLACK 
EAGLE    OF    AUSTRIA. 
My  Doublefaced  Coz, — 

From  your  cindery  hue 
And  split-chicken  figure,  cut  half  way  in  two, 
I'm  sure  in  some  broil — you've  had  many  a  one — 
You  must  have  been  spatchcocked  and  much  overdone. 
In  fact  from  War's  Gridiron  you've  come  many  a  time 
With  your  wings  badly  burned  and  your  body  all  grime, 
And  the  wonder  to  me  is,  my  gravyless  bird, 
You  are  not  charred  to  ashes — it  is  on  my  word. 
Nap  the  First,  you  know,  gave  you  particular  fits, 
In  fact  carbonadoed  you — see  Austerlitz, 
And  Hungary  had  scorched  your  singed  limbs  to  a  coal 
Had  the  Czar  not  prevented,  she  would  on  my  soul. 
Napoleon  the  Third  next  went  in  with  a  will, 
And  didn't  he  give  you  an  elegant  grill ! 
Still  basting  your  carcase  till  blacker  than  sin, 
Your  back-bone  gave  out  and  your  gizzard  caved  in. 

Now  tell  me  oh  !  ornithological  guy 

Done  brown  as  you  are — no,  done  black,  by-the-by — 

Is  it  meet  that  you  send  from  your  infamous  nest 

A  kestrel  to  harry  the  plains  of  the  West  ? 

Think  you  Mexico's  Eagle  will,  heron-like,  droop. 

Whene'er  this  young  <  yas  thinks  proper  to  swoop  ? 

Will  she  fall  at  the  iv<x  of  a  popinjay  king 

With  her  beak  in  the  dust,  a  poor  panic-struck  thing? 

Or  stoop  as  she  stooped  in  the  good  days  of  yore, 

When  Hispania's  twin  eagles  she  drove  from  her  shore. 

She'll  fight — she's  unhooded,  beware  of  the  cast, 

Believe  me  old  guy  she's  in  earnest  at  last, 

And  I'll  back  her  up  if  her  watchword  is  war, 

To  the  last  fiery  bolt  in  my  thunder-armed  claw. 

So  let  the  young  eyas,  if  prudent,  be  dumb, 

For  he'll  come  by  the  worst  if  he's  not  Maxi-mum, 

Shut  up  you  old  coot  now,  and  don't  be  absurd, 

Yours— you  know  I  can  lick  you — 

The  Liberty  Bird. 


"Requi^cat  in  Pace" 

"Ha!  Death  again  in  th.  Senate?"  exclaimed  the  Younger, 
in  a  voice  of  stern  sorrow.  "The  daily  sessions  of  that  august 
body  have  of  late  been  interrupted  by  a  singularly  frequent  recur- 
rence of  this  calamity  !" 

"Eh?  what  calamity?  Whose  light  is  quenched  now,  good 
youth  I  prithee?"  anxiously  demanded  the  Elder,  suspending  the 
inhalation  of  a  goodly  snuff-pinch. 

"  Alas  !  venerable  friend  ;"  murmured  the  malicious  Younger, 
"  the  Congressional  Report  here  sayeth,  that  yesterday,  just  as  the 
Senate  wero  about  to  accomplish  something  of  importance  to  the 
crisis,  it  was  officially  announced  that — '  the  morning  hour  had 
just  expired  !" 

"  Now,  by  the  plagues  of  Egypt !"  cried  the  Elder  wrathfully, 
"  thou  deservest  for  this  that  I  should  strike  thee  on  the  mazzard  1" 

But  the  Younger  abode  not  the  stroke. 
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LOUD    TALK. 
Parrot  Gun  (to  Powder-  Keg) — "Well,  Sir,  and  what  brings  totj  here  ?" 
Powder-Keg — "Oh,  Sir,  I'm  just  come  to  set  the  ball  going!" 


A  "  Saw"  Reset- 

Mr.  Sumner's  persistence  in  presenting 
Emancipation  petitions  daily  to  the  Senate 
has  suggested  to  us  a  notable  improvement 
in  an  old  adage,  which  we  recommend  to  the 
honorable  Senator  and  others  "  of  that  ilk." 
We  may  also  call  the  attention  of  writing_ 
masters  to  the  same,  that  it  may  be  hence 
forth  '  set  as  a  copy'  for  the  youthful  mind 
to  dwell  on  : — Thus — Emancipation  is  the 
thief  of  Time ! 


An  Irish  Diamond. 

A  Chicago  paper  says  that  a  number  of 
prairie  hens  have  just  been  sent  from  that 
city  to  England,  and  that  they  are- intended 
for  the  "  Royal  Hennery." 

Upon  this  an  Irish  friend  of  our  remarks, 
that  "  he  thought  Hennery  the  Eighth  was 
the  last  of  the  Royal  Henneries.  " 


Sofa  Talk. 

"  George,  dear,^asked  Lily,  as  she  wiled 
away  a  sunny  hour  of  the  honeymoon  with 
a  Persian  romance  ;  "  George,  dear,  what  is 
the  City  of  Mosques?" 

"Moscow,  my  love,''  replied  George,  who 
is  a  young  man  of  superior  culture  and 
retentive  invention. 


"  Thro'  a  glass,  darkly." 

Young  Fitz-Boozy  says,  the  chief  differ- 
ence he  sees  between  a  poor  U.S.  soldier 
and  himself,  is,  that  the  soldier  goes  into  his 
Winter  quarters,  at  the  expense  of  the  Gov- 
ernment, whereas  his — Fitz  B's— Winter 
Quarters  all  go  into  him,  in  the  shape  of  cock- 
tails and  similar,  at  the  expense  of  the 
"  Governor." 


SUNDAY    SENSATIONISM . 

Vanity  Fair  learns  from  the  New  York  Daily  Times  that  Rev. 
Henry  Ward  Beecher,  the  celebrated  "  Star"  Divine,  twice  brought 
down  the  house  by  his  performances  on  Sunday  evening  the  9th 
inst.  In  a  general  way  there  is  no  harm  in  bringing  down  the 
house.  In  fact  it  is  rather  a  good  thing  to  do.  But  this  was  the 
House  of  God.  Mr.  B.  took  his  "  cue"  from  the  62ad  Chapter  of 
Isaiah,  and  judging  from  the  sensation  he  produced,  must  have 
"  topped  his  part."     The  Times  says 

"  The  conduct  of  Russia  was  contrasted  with  that  of  England,  France  and 
Spain,  so  as  to  draw  forth  a  loud  outburst  of  applause  ;  and  when  he  spoke  of  the 
probability  of  an  American  blocking  of  the  European  game  in  Mexico,  there  was 
a  second  round  of  enthusiastic  concurrence  " 

The  substitution  of  cheering,  clapping  of  hands,  and  stamping, 
in  other  words  of  "  loud  outbursts  of  applause"  and  "  enthusiastic 
concurrency" — for  the  usual  monotonous  quiet  which  prevails  in 
places  of  worship  during  divine  service,  must  have  had  a  jolly  effect. 
"The  Lord  is  in  His  holy  temple,  let  all  the  earth  keep  silence 
before  Him"  seems  to  be  considered  a  scriptural  Old  Fogyism  by 
the  lively  Apostle  of  Plymouth  Church  and  his  worshipful  merry- 
men.  It  might  be  appropriately  parodied  for  that  Uproarious 
Institution  after  this  fashion  :  "  Tne  Star  preacher  is  on  his  clerical 
Stage,  let  all  his  clacqueurs  clacque  before  him."  Shades  of  the 
Pilgrims !  What  would  the  stern  religionists  who  built  the  first 
Plymouth  Church  have  said  to  such  clap-trap  ?  Verily  the  man 
who  "keeps  his  eyes  and  evrs  open"  would  soon  have  had  his 
mouth  shut  in  their  day.  To  use  a  clerical  expression  borrowed 
from  the  black-leg  vocabulary,  his  "  game  would  have  been 
blocked." 

If  this  sort  of  thing  is  continued  at  Plymouth  Church,  the 
Brooklyn  Academy  of  Music  may  as  well  be  closed.  It  cannot 
stand  the  Sunday  competition  of  its  unlicensed  rival.  What  is  "  I 
Puiitani"  to  a  dramxtic  performance  by  a  "descendant  of  the 
Puritans?''  or  the  "Anvil  Chorus"  on  the  stage  to  the  stamping 
of  two  thousand  feet,  and  the  clapping  of  two  thousand  hands  in 
th<;  auditorium  of  a  meeting  house  ? 

Vanity  Fair  has  private  as  well  as  public  reasons  for  complain- 
ing of  these  Sibbath  harlequinades.  Motley  in  the  pulpit  on 
Sunday  interferes  with  the  week-day  interests  of  a  humorous  pub- 
lication. 


AN    IMPORTANT    LETTER. 
Dear  Vanity  Fair  —Here  are  a  few  questions— have  you  got 
the  answers  ? 

I.  Is  it  proper  for  an  old  lady,  at  whom  a  saucy  street  boy  has 
thrown  a  snowball,  to  pursue  the  offender  with  a  view  to  handing 
him  over  to  the  police,  or  ought  she  first  to  hunt  up  a  policeman, 
with  a  view  to  getting  the  boy  arrested  if  he  can  be  found  ? 

II.  Suppose  several  saucy  street  boys  were  to  fire  at  an  old  lady 
simultaneously  from  different  points  and  then  "  peg  off  '—which 
culprit  had  she  best  offer  to  wreak  her  vengeance  on  ? 

III.  If  an  old  lady  were  by  some  means  or  other  lucky  enough 
to  lay  hold  of  a  little  recreant  snowballer,  would  civil  and 
moral  law  justify  her  in  shaking  him,  say  four  times,  pulling  his 
hair  and  ears,  or  boxing  the  latter,  until  ha  hollered? 

IV.  Would  an  urchin  of  the  nomadic  order  be  at  all  likely  to 
resort  to  personal  violence  himself  under  such  circumstances,  and 
punch  the  elderly  dame  in  the  nose,  or  paint  her  peepers  ? 

V.  Does  the  temptation  common  to  youth  to  throw  a  snowhill 
at  an  old  lady  arise  from  the  fact  that  an  old  lady  is  an  excellent 
target,  or  from  the  fact  that  throwing  snowballs  is  bully  fun  ? 

VI.  Was  there  ever  an  instance  of  an  old  lady  being  massacred 
by  a  party  of  malicious  snowballers  ? 

Potamus  . 


Reply— We  have  sent  for  Superintendent  Kennedy,  a  respect- 
able old  lady  from  Brooklyn  Heights,  and  a  Bowery  boy  of  eight 
Winters.  We  intend  to  have  them  hear  Potamus's  queries  and 
settle  them  definitely  if  possible  before  the  next  snow  storm. 
Potamus  is  requested  to  be  patient. 


f  mlty  Jul*. 


Only  a  Hint. 

By  late  accounts  from  the  South,  we  are  informed  thit  the 
retreating  Rebels  intended  miking  a  stand  at  a  place  called  Skid- 
away,  near  Stvannah.  Taking  into  oasiderati  >n  the  speed 
hitherto  displayed  by  the  army  of  the  S  mtu  in  progressing  back- 
wards, however,  we  should  say  that  Sjudiway  would  be  a  more 
appropriate  name  for  the  place  in  question. 
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A    WONDERFUL    ESCAPE. 

F  T  E  N  ,  ere 
now,  goose 
pimples  have 
risen,  on  the 
skins  of  the 
brave.  The 
flesh  of  men 
of  iron  has 
been  known  to 
creep.  Valor 
sometimes 
oozes  through 
the  palms  of 
persons  over- 
flowing with 
it. 

New  York 
was  in  a  funk. 
The  Merrimac 
was    reported 

outside.  It  was  supposed  (-he  would  turn  the  commercial  empo- 
rium inside  out.  She  had  breakfasted  a  lafourchette  on  the  Cum- 
berland, dined  on  the  Congress,  and  as  we  had  no  such  tubs  to 
throw  to  the  whale  she  was  expected  to  sup  on  the  Empire  City. 

What  opposition  could  we  offer  to  this  Colossus  of  Roads,  steam- 
legged  and  iron-booted  ?  The  outer  forts  might  have  done  some- 
thing, but  the  guns  were  in  a  sweet  condition,  being  honeycombed. 
Some  semi-lunatics  suggested  that  the  canncn  of  the  half  moon 
battery  at  Governor's  Island  might  be  able  to  beat  iff  the  iron 
intruder,  but  on  inquiry  it  was  found  that  what  had  been  taken 
for  Dahlgrens  peeping  out  from  ihe  embrasures,  were_  only 
"quakers."  Nothing  could  be  done,  and  was  done  accordingly. 
Meanwhile  night  was  coming  on,  and  the  prospect  darkened. 

The  panic  increased !  Marine  Assurance  went  up  ;  popular 
assurance  went  down.  The  value  of  vessels  in  the  harbor  declined 
to  that  degree  that  the  owners  would  have  given  Morgan  twenty- 
five  per  cent  to  take  them  at  half  piice.  The  great  ship-owners, 
anticipating  the  fate  of  their  craft,  began  to  pray.  The  Board  of 
Commerce  broke  out  into  a  cold  sweat,  and  the  Board  of  Under- 
writers became  hysterical.     The  night  wore  on  dismally. 

What  could  be  done  ?  Several  solid  men  of  great  strategic  skill 
proposed  to  tear  down  the  Sandy  Hook  Pharos  and  block  up  the 
Narrows  with  the  materials — thus  at  once  putting  out  tie  light 
and  obstructing  the  passage — a  manoeuvre  sometimes  practised  with 
wonderful  effect  in  domestic  life. 

But  there  wasn't  time  to  do  it.  The  "iron  monster"  was 
reported  below.  This  might  have  been  satistactory  had  she  not 
simultaneously  been  reported  as  coming  up.  This  being  the  case, 
the  "  Great  Interests"  had  nothing  for  it  but  to  sit  shuddering  in 
the  dark,  waiting  for  daylight  and  destruction — which  they  did. 

Providence  was  considerate  enough  to  disappoint  them.  The 
reported  "  monster"  turned  out  to  be  the  steamer  S.  Low,  a  very 
Slow  concern  indeed,  which  brought  the  pleasant  intelligence  that 
the  Monitor  was  believed  to  be  pitching  merrily  into  the  Merrimac, 
and  about  the  same  time  the  lightning  announced  a  thundering 
hole  in  the  rebel  Ironsides.  As  soon  as  the  result  of  the  action 
was  known,  the  re-action  was  beautiful.  The  erected  hair  of  the 
metropolis  subsided.  The  teeth  of  the  commercial  world  no 
longer  chattered.  Marine  Assurance  recovered  its  cheek.  Shipping 
interest  ordered  its  flags  up  from  half  mast,  and  shouted  "  who's 
afraid  I" 

The  entrepot  of  the  Western  world  was  saved  ;  so  was  Jersey 

City  ;  so  weie  Weehawken,  the  Navy  Yard  and  Stevens's  Battery. 

It  was  a  great  moral  triumph.     But  Heaven  forbid  that  the 

courage  of  our  merchants  bbould  ever  again  be  subjected  to  such  a 

terrible  test.     We  were  within  an  ace 'of  a  stone  blockade  ! 


Glass  put  in,"  &c. 


Jeff.  Davis  has  proclaimed  martial  law  in  and  around  Rich- 
mond and  Norfolk,  and  charged  one  Winder  with  the  execution 
thereof. 

It  is  possible  that  a  bright  look-out  may  be  kept  for  a  while 
from  this  rebel  Winder,  assisted  by  the  fast  fading  light  of  treason. 

But  we  trust  it  will  not  be  "  for  long."  Our  advancing  armies 
will  soon,  we  hope,  deprive  the  traitorous  Winder  of  his  "  sash," 
relieve  him  of  bis  "panes" — we  should  say  pains— and  replace 
them  by  the  better  "frame"  of  constitutional  law  and  order,  and 
the  clearer  "  lights"  of  loyalty  and  liberty.     Amen  ! 


Motto  for  a  dish  oi  "  fcmiling  Potatoes. 
Simper  Paratus  ! 


LETTERS    FROM    THE    PEOPLE. 
From  General  Price. 


-No.    9. 


Vanity  Fair. — 

Dear  Sir  :— On  second  thoughts  I  won't  take  the  trouble  to  date 
my  letter,  as  in  all  probability — if  1  don't  get  shot — I  shall  be  two 
or  three  hundred  miles  south  of  this  by  the  time  it  reaches  you,  and 
dates  are  not  of  much  account  with  one  whose  habits  are  so  ex- 
ceedingly migratory.  But  I  have  long  considered  it  a  duty  I  owe 
myself  to  address  you,  as  I  have  a  natural  wish  to  stand  well 
before  the  world — though  I  confess  I  don't  stand  well  before  that 
part  of  the  world  commanded  by  Gen.  Hallkck — and  V.  F.  can 
put  me  en  rapport  with  it. 

About  the  beginning  of  the  campaign  I  was  seized  with  a 
serious  disorder  of  the  liver— which  my  physician  informed  me 
had  turned  entirely  white — and  was  assured  by  him  that  in  travel 
alone  could  I  hope  to  find  permanent  relief.  This  he  strictly 
enjoined  should  be  combined  with  exercise  of  a  vigorous  kind, 
such  as  running,  etc.  With  death— and  the  Union  forces— staring 
me  in  the  face,  you  won't  think  it  strange  I  should  have  obeyed 
orders — uniting  patriotism  with  gymnastics  as  I  best  could,  and 
meanwhile  proving  the  natural  courage  of  my  heart  by  issuing 
the  most  valiant  aid  trumpet-tongued  proclamations.  These 
moving  appeals — for  they  have  mostly  been  written  on  the  run — 
are  before  the  world. 

Though  my  liver  continues  obstinate,  I  have  at  least  been  per- 
mitted to  gratify  the  longing  which  has  possessed  me  since  child- 
hood to  see  my  native  land.  I  have  passed  over  portions  of  it  a 
trifle  too  hastily  for  careful  observation,  but  still — having  traversed 
so  vast  a  tract — I  am  enabled  to  verify  my  original  surmise,  which 
was  to  the  effect  that  it  extended  over  a  considerable  portion  of 
the  inhabitable  globe.  And  I  am  happy  to  inform  you  that  I  can 
also  testify  to  the  truth  of  the  saying,  that  travel  expands  the 
mind.  For  now,  I  see  what  asses  we  have  betn  ;  and  I  confess  I 
should  be  glad  for  one  to  get  back  into  the  true  fold,  by  hook  or 
by  crook— a  means  resorted  to  by  Floyd  with  a  contraiy  purpose  ; 
for  then,  with  other  advantages  of  the  change  I  should  be  enabled 
to  travel  more  at  leisure,  and  thus,  by  choosing  my  own  times  for 
exercise,  facilitate  my  recovery.  I  shall  embrace  the  first  decent 
pretext  for  surrendering.  As  the  way  is  rough,  and  my  horse — on 
whose  back  I  am  writing  this— begins  to  stumble,  I  must  close — 
though  not  with  the  enemy. 

Exercise  or  death ! 

Price. 


AN    ARTISTIC    SHELL. 


An  army  c  fficer  asserts  that,  during  the  fight  at  Roanoke  Island 
a  Mr.  Schell,  an  artist  on  the  staff  of  one  of  the  New  York  illus- 
trated papers,  remained  sitting  on  a  log,  sketching,  under  the 
hottest  fire  from  Fort  Defiance.  His  coolness  did  much  towards 
inspiring  our  troops. 

Much  as  the  conduct  of  Mr.  Schell  is  to  be  admired,  it  can  be 
truly  said  that  it  is  an  unusual  quality  for  any  Shell  to  remain 
cool  under  a  hot  fire,  and  it  is  therefore  but  reasonable  to  infer 
from  his  not  going  off  instanter,  that  he  had  been  charged  not  to 
do  so  by  some  tampering  Government  contractor  ;  for  it  is  well- 
known  that  many  of  our  shells  have  been  found  filled  with  sand, 
while  others  had  such  imperfect  fuzes  that  it  became  necessary  to 
refuse  them.  As  to  the  confidence  with  which  our  troops  were 
inspired  by  this  phenomenon  of  a  shell  upon  a  log,  they  doubtless 
believed  the  latter  to  be  a  harmless  counterpart  of  the  "counter- 
feit presentment"  of  a  rebel  gun  once  found  on  Munson's  Hill, 
and  the  shell,  of  course,  likewise  a  wooden  one.  Hence,  appre- 
hending no  danger,  they  kept  their  courage  up.  It  is  to  their 
credit,  however,  that  they  did  not  flinch  when  they  afterwards  dis- 
covered the  difference  between  the  great  pine-log  gun,  aLd  the 
destructive  guns  of  Roan-oake. 


"Sweets  to  the  Sweet-" 

"Sugar  Creek!  0!  name  most  fitting!"  cried  the  Younger 
gaily,  dropping  another  lump  in  his  tumbler. 

"  It  may  be  so,"  quoth  the  Elder  ;  "but  by  this  light !  I  see 
not  the  relevancy " 

"  Sir,"  put  in  the  Younger  quickly,  "  'tis  most  fitting,  since 
when  Curtis  pouied  upon  the  Rebel's  of  Price  thereat,  these 
melted  straight  away  !" 

"  Now,  out  on  thee  for  a  malapert  boy  !"  growled  the  Eldfr, 
taking  his  flip  at  a  single  draught :  then  he  added,  with  a  twinkle 
in  his  grey  eye,—  "  'Twas  the  stir-up  Cuktis  gave  the  rasca's,  that 
caused  their  sudden  dissolvence  !" 

"  Anan  !"  murmured  the  Younger,  under  his  breath. 
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THE    WONDERFUL    ECONOMY    OF    WOODEN     SHIPS! 


ABOUT    SOMEBODY. 

"  We  suppose  ourselves  to  be  violating  no  confidence," — as  the 
editors  of  the  dailies  diumally  remark— when  we  adapt  to  present 
circumstances  a  well-known  passage  from  Hcdibras,  and  say  : 

"  Ah  me  !  what  perils  the  tar  environ 
Whose  ship  is  not  well  cased  with  iron." 

Such  a  craft  was  the  unhappy  Cumberland ;  such,  also,  the  ill- 
fated  Congress ;  such,  also — how  many  more  and  their  names  we 
are  at  present  unable  to  tell,  as  our  clairvoyant  young  man  is 
suffering  from  weak  second  sight,  owing  to  cold  caught  by  him 
while  peeping  through  the  windy  keyhole  of  the  Future. 

Unless  Somebody  is  a  promising  pupil  of  the  sulphureous  peda- 
gogue known  as  the  Father  of  Lies,  Congress,  rather  than  the 
Navy  Department,  is  accountable  for  the  loss  of  these  ships. 
Somebody  states  that  the  Secretary  of  the  Navy  long  since  applied 
to  Congress  for  $15,000,000,  to  be  expended  in  the  construction  of 
iron-mailed  ships — gun-boats,  rams,  batteries,  cheese-boxes,  any- 
thing you  choose  to  call  them.  Somebody  proceeds  to  say  that 
Congress — the  Senate,  we  believe — threw  the  proposition  over- 
board, as  if  it  was  a  shell,  with  a  fuze  instead  of  an  oyster  in  it. 
Congress  No.  1  could  not  see  the  necessity  for  providing  against  a 
possibility  so  possible  as  the  Merrimac,  and  so,  poor  Congress  No.  2 
suffered  for  that  wilful  and  woful  obtuseness,  and  unhappily  came 
in  for  the  "blowing  up"  deserved,  how  much  more  richly !  by 
the  gossipping  old  godfather  who  gave  her  a  name. 

Had  Congress,  or  Somebody — the  Senate  is  a  Body  and  considers 
itself  Some — not  tripped  up  the  obvious  project  of  ships-in-armor, 
both  the  Cumberland  and  the  Congress  would  now,  in  all  probability, 
have  been  something  better  than  the  mere  rubbish  they  were 
when  the  Merrimac  shot  them  down  to  mend  Hampton  Roads. 
Congress,  then — or  Somebody — has  the  hecatomb  of  lives  sacrificed 
when  the  Cumberland  went  down  to  answer  for.  Suffering  justly 
for  its  sins  of  omission,  the  Senate  will  forever  be  haunted  by  the 
phantom  figure  of  the  shattered  Congress — a  dread,  wooden  appari- 
tion, staring  horribly  with  its  flaming  and  blood-shot  dead-eyes, 
as  it  gurgles  up  from  its  kelson  these  remarkable  words  :  "  I  died 
for  want  of  Iron,  because  you  were  close-fisted  with  your  Gold 
you  slack-jaw  land-lubbers !" 


Probably,  Congress  will  now  try  to  patch  up  matters  by  voting, 
the  money  for  the  metal  ships  ;  but  that  will  not  bring  back  the 
Cumberland  and  its  dead,  nor  the  Congress  and  its  dead,  nor  all  the 
wooden  ships  and  their  dead  that  may  yet  go  up  into  the  air  and 
down  into  the  deep,  before  provision  can  be  made  for  meeting  iron 
with  iron. 

There  was  a  fat  old  driveller,  once  upon  a  time — an  overfed  and 
overpaid  old  imbecile,  who  rendered  himself  infamous  to  all  futurity 
by  neglecting  to  lock  the  stable  door  until  after  the  burglarious 
abduction  of  the  charger  entrusted  to  his  charge. 

To  that  fatuous  numskull  Somebody  is  analogous  ;  and  we  shall 
not  be  very  much  disappointed  if  Somebody  doesn't  like  the  com- 
parison. 

If  it  was  the  Senatorial  Committee  that  threw  over  the  project 
of  iron-clad  ships,  Old  Fogyism  stalks  rampant  through  the  land, 
and  squats  at  Washington.  The  pursuivant  of  oldea  time— and 
what  a  motley  Old  Fogy  was  he  ! — used  to  say  that  "  metal  upon 
metal  is  false  heraldry:"  perhaps  our  Old  Fogies  at  Washington 
take  that  for  a  principle — but  what  say  you.  gentlemen,  to  metal 
upon  wood  ? 

Everybody  wants  to  know,  now,  who  Somebody  is,  but  the  only 
indication  we  can  at  present  give  of  his  entity  is,  that  he  persists 
in  doing  Nobody  good  between  the  Navy  Department  and  the 
Senate,  as  Anybody  may  see. 


.  Con.  by  an  Incensed  Editor. 

What  resemblance  is  there  between  a  Censer  in  a  church  and  a 
Censor  in  a  telegraph  office  ? 
Both,  when  they  have  their  full  swing,  incense  the  people. 


Isn't  it  Surprising  ? 
Although  the  Secretary  of  the  Navy  manages  his  department  in 
a  Wellesly  way,  nobody  thinks  of  comparing  him  to  the  Duke  of 
Wellington  ! 


A  "Bation"-al  Adage. 
None  but  the  brave  deserve  the  fare  !" 


VANITY      PAIR. 


LOUIS   NAPOLEON    COOKING    HIS   POT   POUKEI. 


MARCH  22,  1862.1 


v^LisriT^r  f^lIr. 
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OUR    "WAR    CORRESPONDENCE. 
Letter  from  Mc  Arone. 

Washington,  March  18th. 

Dear  Vanity  :— I  am  both  surprised  and  shocked  by  the  con- 
demnatory judgment  of  the  Congressional  Committee  upon  my 
actions  and  the  motives  thereof. 

All  I  desire  is  to  vindicate  myself,  and  make  Government  beg 
my  pardon.    This  is  easily  done maybe. 

It  is  alleged  that  I  bought  muskets  without  locks,  and  paid  high 
prices  for  them.  The  following  note  will  show  whether  1  was 
wrong  in  so  doing,  or  not  : 

Department  or  the  West,  Jan.  20. 

Dear  Mac  :  The  Eebels  threaten  us,  and  we  must  have  more 
men  in  Kentucky.  Send  me  2,000  men  just  for  appearances.  It 
will  intimidate  the  enemy.     Truly  Yours, 

Snooks,  Colonel. 

It  will  be  observed  that  these  men  were  wanted  "just  for 
appearances."  What  good  are  gun-locks  in  such  a  case  ?  At  a 
little  distance,  muskets  look  exactly  as  well  without.  Yet  the 
Committee  censure  me  for  not  sending  arms  that  could  be  used. 
To  be  sure,  the  men  were  defeated,  but  can  you  expect  a  General 
to  be  always  successful  ? 

As  for  prices,  muskets  without  locks  are  properly  "  arms,"  and 
arms  are  worth  money.  $22  apiece  was  what  others  paid  for 
"arms,"  and  I  paid  no  more  for  these. 

About  the  spoon  business  ;  what  if  I  did  pocket  spoons  out  in 
Tennessee?  It  was  a  military  necessity.  This  telegram,  from  a 
highly  respectable  gentleman  of  New  York,  will  throw  some  light 
upon  the  transaction : 

New  York,  Jan.  28. 


Dear  Mc  Arone 


any 


-Old  silver  is  in  great  demand .     Have  you 
Baggy  Joe. 


It  is  unjustly  charged  that  I  ran  away  from  the  enemy  at  Snag 
Swamp,  in  Kentucky.  It  is  false.  My  troops  did  not  run  at  all. 
They  rode  in  the  baggage-wagons,  The  reason  for  the  retreat  was 
strong  enough,  I  should  think,  to  satisfy  even  a  Committee.  Here 
is  a  literal  copy  of  the  Rebel  officer's  dispatch  to  me  : 

Snag  Swamp,  Monday. 
General  Mc  Arone  : — Sir  ;  if  you  do  not  evacuate  this  village 
in  two  hours,  I  shall  shell  you  out. 

St.  Geoegendragon,  Gen.  Com'g. 
Now,  I  wonder  how  the  gentlemen  of  the  Committee  would  like 
to  remain  in  a  little  town  of  wooden  houses,  when  it  was  about  to 
be  shelled.     This  message  I  consider  as  imperative.    The  Com- 
mittee be  blowed. 

Among  other  trifles  bitterly  complained  of  and  magnified,  is  the 
fact  that  I  broke  open  several  Kentucky  banks  and  carried  off  the 
specie  without  giving  account  of  it  to  anybody.  These  letters  of 
mine  to  different  individuals,  will  prove  how  absolutely  necessary 
the  movement  was : 

i. 

Kentucky,  Feb.  10  • 
Dear  Lincoln  : — Can  you  lend  me  two  dollars  till  4th  of  July  ? 
If  so,  send,  pre-paid,  by  mail. 

Mc  Arone. 
ii. 
Smith  Brothers  : — Gentlemen  ;  your  bill  came  to  hand  yester- 
day .     I  can  not  settle  at  present,  for  want  of  money . 

Mc  Arone. 
Kentucky,  Feb.  15. 
in. 
Private  Seabs,  Co.  A,  12th.  Reg.  N.  Y.  S.  M  :— My  dear  boy  ; 
send  me  fifty  cents,  per  bearer.     I'll  pay  you  as  soon  as  I  can. 

Mc  Arone. 
iv. 
Publishers  Vanity  Fatr  : — Send  me  some  money.     M.  A. 
Now,  let  me  ask,  what  could  I  do?    There  were  the  banks,  with 
money  in    them  ;    there  was  1,    with    none.     Put  this  and   that 
together,  and  you  will  see  that  the  action  was  one  of  vast  stragetic 
importance. 

The  Committee  evince  a  disposition  to  hunt  me  down  too  merci- 
lessly. In  time  of  War  we  should  prepare  for  Peace,  and  when 
peace  comes,  I  shall  have  nothing  to  live  on.     See? 

I  can  not  account  for  my  purchase  of  five  thousand  horses  at 
$150  apiece,  selling  them  at  $2,50  each,  and  buying  them  again  at 
$76.  It  may  have  been  done  during  a  temporary  aberration  of 
intellect.  I  should  think  it  quite  likely.  My  grandfather  used  to 
have  fits,  I  know. 

The  horses  belonged  to  my  uncle.  I  sold  them  to  his  daughter's 
husband. 


But  my  reputation  can  not  be  tainted  by  any  such  underhand 
charges.  Myself,  and  the  officers  and  men  and  contractors  with 
me,  were  actuated  only  by  a  desire  to  serve  the  country  &c,  &c, 
and  I  feel  assured  that  this  is  realized  by  all  my  personal  friends 
in  the  West  and  elsewhere. 

If  I  get  once  out  of  this  scrape,  I  will  lick  every  man  of  that 
Committee  the  first  chance  I  get.     Meanwhile,  how  can  I  get  some 

good  cheap  newspaper the   Tribune,  for  instance to  do  my 

blowing  ?  Mc  Arone. 


JONATHAN    ON    THE    RAMPAGE. 

By  thunder  !  hadw  it  shakes  a  feller  up 

To  mike  him  whop  aratiund  so  in  his  feelin's  : 

Fust  p'r'aps  he's  tickled  ;  then  he  feels  so  bad 
The  cus  he  ain't  wo'th  shucks,  or  tater-peelin's. 

It's  on'y  t'other  day  the  glor'is  noos 
It  sot  me  all  of  a  trimble  ;  fust  and  last 

I  must  'a'  yelled  nigh  onto  a  thaousan'  times  : 
No  buckle  couldn't  'a'  hiid  my  traousis  fast. 

My  patience,  wot  a  change  !     Sence  that  news  come 
Badut  the  Merrimac  a-mowin'  sich  a  swath 

An'  scairin'  folks— way  up  as  far  as  Noo  York — 
I've  jest  b'en  sick  enough  for  chick'n  broth. 

It's  jest  the  way  the  hull  darned  war's  b'en  fit  ; — 
We've  sot  an'  laaft  at  rebel  enterprise  : 

An'  fust  we  know'd  we've  got  an  awful  wipe 
By  jest  the  thing  we've  wantid  to  dispise. 

Wut  fun  they  made  o'  Hollins's  Steam  Ram  ! — 
But  w'en  that  Ram  come  buttin'  dadwn  the  river 

The  blaastid  boastin'  fools,  they  cut  'n'  run 
As  ef  the  Devil  'd  sot  'em  in  a  quiver ! 

So  'twooz  in  Hampton  Roads  two  weeks  ago 
The  fools  in  epperlets,  there,  dabwn  t'  Munroe, 

Ileerd  wut  the  Merrimac  wooz  gunteh  deb", 

But  sot  an'  grinned,  an'  said,  "  I  want  to  know  !" 

Them  stoopid  wooden  friggits  lay  aradund, 
Ready  I  s'pose  to  sink  the  thing,  fust  pop  : 

'S  ef  iron  wa'n't  iron,  w'ether  on  Merrimacs 
Or  31onitors, — frum  wutever  forgin'-shop  ! 

An*  wut's  the  sekel  ?    W'y,  in  'badut  a  twinklin', 
One  on  'em  's  sunk  an'  t'other's  sarved  wuss  yit  : 

The  Minnesota  'd  gone  the  same  way  tedo, 
Ef  Worden's  Battery  hedn't  come  an'  fit. 

That  battery  ought  to  'a'  b'en  there  all  the  w'ile ! 

They  ought  to  'a'  hed  it  done  six  months  ago  ! 
An'  haalf-a-dozen  more,  as  strong  ag'in  ! 

Instid  o'  sneerin'  at  an  American  foe  ! 

Wal,  let's  be  glad  the  Monitor  wooz  there! — 
But  we  must  hev  more  Monitors  !     TwoVt  deo 

To  trust  to  luck,  w'en  such  a  sarlinty 

As  that  darned  ship  keeps  sailin'  into  view  ! 

Were's  that  air  Stevens's  consarn  they  tell  of, — 
That's  sunk  so  much — although  it's  high  an'  dry  ? 

Let's  git  her  abut  ef  it  takes  a  mint  to  ded  it  ! 
An'  jest  for  a  change  like, — let's  be  so  't  'o  spry  ! 

We  needn't  think,  becuz  the  Western  noos 

Shows  Price  is  runnin  ag'n,  we've  settled  the  hash 

Of  the  C.  S.  A. — We've  got  to  lose  more  men 
An'  fiddle  away  considabel  more  cash. 

By  mighty  !  Gover'ment  hes  got  to  laarn 
It  ain't  no  Greaser  tribe  we're  fightin'  ag'in  ! 

We  fit  fust-rate  in  'Forty-six  :  but  naow 
We've  got  to  fight  fust-rater  'fore  we  win  ! 


"  This,  Our  Sister." 


"  That's  a  wretchedly  careless  maid,"  complained  the  Landlady  ; 
"she  has  gone  off  to  market  without  cleaning  the  parlor  a  bit.  I 
wish  she  might  never  return  !" 

"  Say  rather,  Madame,"  replied  the  Little  Joker,  "that  you 
wish  she  might  Return  to  Dust !'' 
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STEALING    A     MARCH. 
The  "Old    Woman." — ■ "  Ah,    ha.! — roua'E  there? — You'll   have   to 

NOISE   THAN   TH  VT    IF   YOU    WAVT    TO    COME    HOME    UNKVOWNST   TO    ME,    AITER. 


MAKE     LESS 
MIDNIGHT  !" 


A   SONG   IN  THE    GOOD  OLD    STYLE. 
I. 

Ho  !  lasses  on  the  green  who  dance 

Avert  your  hearts  to-day, 
Nor  favor  with  a  winning  glance 

Rebellion's  wild  array  : 
But  ever,  should  the  South  wind  bring 
Love-strains  unto  you,  turn  and  sing 
Unto  the  high-strung  Chick-er-irig 

So 

"  No  mo  smiles  for  those  who  strow 

Wreaths  where  Treason  passes, 
Sweet-heart  lips  for  them  no  mo, 
Ne  mo  love  mo  lasses." 


Call  thus  on  Cupid  :  "  Snatch  thy  quiver, 

Thy  twanging  bow  draw  tight, 
And  by  Potomac's  gleaming  river 

The  dreary  foemen  smite  :" 
And  ever  thus,  now  high  now  low, 
Let  the  same  roundelay  you  know 
Unto  the  jingling  ban-di  jo 

Go 

"  No  mo  smiles  for  those  who  strow 

Wreaths  where  Treason  passes, 
Sweet-heart  lips  for  them  no  mo, 
Ne  mo  love  mo  lasses." 


A   Complete   Kit   for  our  soldiers  in  New 
Mexico- 
Kit  Cab  son. 

"  Men  of  the  Time." 

In  a  new  edition  of  a  book  with  the  above 
title,  just  published  by  the  Routledges,  we 
find  a  notice  of  Elizabeth  Blackwell,  which 
is  all  right,  of  course  ;  but,  by  some  un- 
accountable oversight,  the  name  of  Fanny 
Fern  has  been  omitted  from  the  list. 


JACK    DAVIS. 

During  the  attack  on  Elizabeth  City,  one  of  the  shells  that  rattltd  about  the 
U.  S.  steamer  Valley  City  entered  the  magazine  and  fell  near  an  open  barrel  of 
powder.  John  Davis,  the  Gunner's  Mate,  immediately  sat  down  upon  the 
barrel,  which  he  kept  thus  covered  until  the  flames  were  extinguished.  Daily 
Papers. 

0  wild  was  the  scene 

In  the  ship's  magazine, 

As  the  tars  broached  a  powder-keg  in  it, 

When  a  shell,  hissing  hot, 

That  came  right  to  the  spot 

Would  have  blown  them  sky-high  in  a  minute, 

But  for  jolly  Jack  Davis 

Who  squatted,  to  save  his 

Messmates,  on  the  barrel  of  powder, 

While  the  shot  and  the  shell 

Round  the  good  ship  that  fell 

Whizzed  and  rattled  like  hail,  only  louder. 

"  But,"  says  Davis,  "  no  matter, 

Let  the  darned  things  clatUr, 

Stern  duty's  the  thing  for  a  sailor, 

So  I'll  sit  and  I'll  sit 

Till  we  blow  up  or  split, 

As  tight  as  a  journeyman  tailor." 

Then  let  Congress  that  sits 

With  contractors,  by  fits, 

On  gunpowder,  vote  some  compensatioa 

To  that  rara  avis 

The  Gunner's  Mate  DaviS 

Who  sat  on  it — with  reputation. 


Neptunian. 

There  is  an  old  saying  that  "oil  is  assuaging  to  troubled 
waters" — which,  perhaps,  accounts  for  the  fact  that  so  many 
Srafells  of  the  seedy  kind  put  great  quantities  of  it  upon  their  hair. 


"  Shakespeare  I" 

A  newspaper  paragraph  informs  the  public  that  Lieut.  Fyffe, 
U.  S.  N.  has  been  put  under  suspension  by  the  commanding  officer 
of  the  Saranac,  for  drunkenness.  Breathes  there  an  individual 
with  soul  so  indifferent  to  the  blandishments  of  Wit,  as  to  fail  of 
discerning  the  association  between  "  Fyffe  under  suspension"  and 
the  "  Wry-necked  Fife"  of  the  perpetual  gentleman  whose  name 
appears  at  the  head  of  these  lines  ? 


A  Neat  Thing  in  Mythology. 

"  What  is  the  proper  name  of  Ericsson's  famous  Steam  Ram  ? 
the  Monitor,  or  the  Minotaur  ?"  asked  John  Dough  of  Richard 
Rough,  the  other  day. 

"  The  Monitor,  of  course,  you  jibbering  cretin  !"  replied  R.  R., 
who  is  plainspoken,  though  classical ;  "  don't  you  see  that  it 
would  be  a  Bull  to  call  a  Ram  the  Minotaur  ?" 


The  Difference. 

tells  us  that 


the  Lark  springs 


An  old  English  hunting  sonj 
from  the  Corn." 

On  this  side  of  the  Atlantic  the  Lark  generally  springs  from  the 
Corn  whiskey. 

The  Music  of  the  Hemispheres. 

To  the  armies  of  the  East,  Looting  is  a  favorite  accompaniment, 
while  with  our  armies  on  this  Continent,  Fifing  is  more  the  fashion. 


A  Forty  Piano-Power  Con. 

Q.  Why  is  a  man  going  East  from  New  York  by  steamboat  like 
Gottschalk  the  Pianist  ? 
A.  Because  he  travels  on  the  Sound. 


"  Playing  Dummy." 

The  heroine  of  Miss  Matilda  Heron's  new  play  has,  compara- 
tively, so  very  little  to  say  that  the  title  of  the  piece  had  better  be 
altered,  we  think,  to  "  The  Dumb — Belle  of  the  Season." 
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WAR    TALK    AMONG    THE    LADIES. 


^■ujfii  — 

notions  common  to  every  little  dear  concerning  the  campaign,  but 
never  was  his  attention  more  decidedly  attracted  by  them  than 
since  the  memorable  Union  victory  at  Hampton  Roads.  Ladies 
are  always  more  enthusiastic  about  such  things  than  are  the  crea- 
tures whom  they  most  adore.  We  never  knew  a  real  womanly 
lady  who  read  further  than  the  display  headings  in  the  dailies. 
As  a  rule  a  man  will  observe  that  his  especial  favorite  finds  her 
most  refreshing  news  in  the  matrimonial,  natal,  and  obituary 
columns,  and  her  amusement  in  the  absurdities  of  the  "  Personal" 
and  "  Bosom  Partners  Wanted,"  departments  of  the  leading 
journals.  Fort  Sumter,  Bull  Run,  Mason  &  Slidell,  Fort  Donelson, 
and  the  Monitor  and  Merrimac  elicited  unbounded  interest,  how- 
ever, in  crinoline  circles,  and  the  peculiarities  of  this  very  interest 
itself  may  be  called  unusually  interesting.  You  must  never 
attempt  to  correct  any  wrong  impressions  that  your  lady  friends 
may  have  formed  of  this  that  or  the  other  heroic  circumstance. 

You  must  never  tell  your  wife  that  the  members  of  the  1000th 
Regiment  did  not  one  and  all  jump  gallantly  across  the  Tennessee 
river,  and  land  their  great  seven-league  boots  on  the  sconces  of  a 
regiment  of  rebels  in  Fort  Donelson.  Should  you  attempt  to  trim 
her  simple  facts,  she  will  perhaps  become  infinitely  disgusted  with 
the  war,  the  1000th  Regiment,  General  McClellan  and  yourself. 

Vanity  Fair  has  been  told  repeatedly  during  the  past  few  days 
by  some  of  the  most  winning  of  their  sex  that  the  Merrimac  carried 
four  thousand  guns,  several  feet  measurement,  a  crew  of  eighty 
thousand  men,  eight  feet  high,  and  all  celebrated  as  midnight 
assassins,  poisoners,  child-eaters  and  bad  characters  generally.  The 
Merrimac,  had  she  escaped,  would  undoubtedly  have  levelled  New 
York  and  Brooklyn  in  fifteen  minutes,  and  had  the  inhabitants 
carted  away  over  land  to  Richmond.  But  the  Monitor  was  the 
David  to  this  formidable  Goliath,  and  slew  him  (or  her,  to  keep 
up  the  marine  distinction  of  sex.)  The  Monitor,  say  the  dear  girls, 
is  a  trifle  bigger  than^  saloon  parlor,  and  carries  only  two  little 
bits  of  guns,  and  four  men  besides  Captain  Worden,  Chief  Engineer 
Stimers,  Assistant  Engineer  Newton,  and  the  steward.  Yet  the 
Monitor  fired  five  shots  a  second  for  a  whole  morning  at  the  Mer- 
rimac and  drove  that  dreadful  creature  back  to  the  region  of  the 
Dismal  Swamp,  where  she  belonged. 

Hence  the  Monitor  is  a  duck  of  a  boat,  a  dear,  darling,  little 
craft,  and  belongs  to  the  "Oh — isn't — she — sweet?"  class.  It  is 
impossible  to  refute  the  assertion  of  one  well-posted  charmer  that 
the  Monitor  generally  sails  about  fifteen  feet  under  water,  and  that 
she  dived  under  the  keel  of  the  Merrimac  and  bored  a  few  wrought- 
iron  ball  holes  in  her  hull  far  below  the  water  mark.  It  is  equally 
impossible  to  deny  the  cheerful  statement  made  by  another  equally 
gifted  beauty,  that  the  lively  little  Monitor  turned  summersaults 
in  the  very  face  of  the  raging  enemy,  and  would  have  male 
grimaces  of  a  provoking  character  had  her  countenance  been  more 
mobile  than  wrought-iron  countenances  generally  are.  These 
and  similar  pleasing  ideas  go  to  convince  us  that  there  is  nothing 
especially  impossible  for  the  Union  arms,  either  by  land  or  sea,  in 
the  eyes  of  our  admired  admirers — and  JonNNY  who  has  "gone 
for  a  soldier,"  and  Jack  who  has  shipped  for  a  tar,  may  feel  per- 
fectly 6ure  that  the  greater  their  deeds  of  startling  heroism  the 
greater  will  be  their  credit  with  the  girls  they  have  left  behind 
them. 


the   tax:   levy. 

How  it  works  on  Vanity  Fair  !  ! 
CONUNDRUMS    REDUCED ! ! ! 

Inclig-nation      Mieeting-  II! 

THE     PUBLISHER    RELENTS  ! ! !  !  ! 


On  Wednesday  last  the  following  notice  was  posted  conspicuously 
in  the  "  new  and  spacious"  office  of  Vanity  Fair. 
TO  CONTRIBUTORS. 

In  consequence  of  the  recent  heavy  tax  imposed  by  Congress  upon  the  Press, 
the  Publisher  ofVANiTY  Fair  finds  himself  obliged  to  reduce  the  price  of  conun- 
drums, which,  in  future,  will  be  paid  for  at  the  rate  of  $6.00  per  doz. 

The  little  group  of  Vanity  Fairies  that  gathered  about  this 
"  Notice"  was  filled  with  the  greatest  indignation  at  the  revolting 
intelligence  contained  in  the  last  line  of  the  same.  Cries  of 
'; blood!  blood!"  resounded  through  the  hall,  and  a  wild  rush 
was  made  for  the  Publisher,  who  only  eluded  the  fury  of  his 
pursuers  by  dodging  behind  his  subscription  list.  The  baffled  con- 
tributors then  retired  in  a  body  to  the  inner  sanctum,  upon  which 
the  Publisher  came  forth  from  his  hiding  place  and  made  good 
his  escape  by  letting  himself  down  to  the  street  by  the  rope  in  the 
hoist  way. 

The  first  paroxysm  of  rage  being  passed,  the  contributors  cooled 
down  somewnat,  and  concluded  to  have  recourse  to  less  violent 
measures  than  those  they  had  at  first  adopted.  An  indignation  meet- 
ing was  accordingly  resolved  upon,  and  the  Brawny  Editor — who 
has  been  a  contributor  himself  and  sympathizes  with  that  much 
abused  class — was  called  to  the  chair.  A  record  of  the  proceedings 
of  the  meeting  is  herewith  appended. 


"  Spouting  Wretches.'- 
A  Pawnbroker's  customers. 


The  Chairman  briefly  stated  the  purpose  of  the  meeting.  An 
invasion  had  been  made  upon  the  "  sacred  soil"  of  revenue.  The 
price  of  conundrums  had  been  reduced  from  $12.  to  $6  00  per 
dozen.  This  item  of  reduction  was  a  slight  one  in  itself,  but  it  was 
evidently  the  precursor  of  others  of  a  more  devastating  nature. 
His  own  salary  might  be  the  next  point  of  attack.  It  behooved 
everyone,  therefore,  to  resist  this  reduction  with  vigor.  Editor  and 
contributors  were  now  banded  together  in  a  movement  to  save 
their  mutual  bacon,  and,  for  himself,  he  was  willing  and  ready 
to  "  die  on  the  last  flitch."  ("  Hear,  hear"  and  cries  of  "  hunkey 
boy!") 

"The  Serious  Contributor"  rose  to  inquire  if  the  Chairman  in- 
tended a  joke  in  his  concluding  remark. 

The  Chair  decided  that  the  inquiry  was  out  of  order. 
"The  Undersigned"    rose  to  propose    "drinks    all  around." 
(cheers.) 

The  Chair  decided  that  such  propositions  were  always  in  order. 
(Maximillian,  the  office-boy,  was  sent  out  for  the  required  refresh- 
ment) 

The  Author  of  the  "  Confessions  of  an  Omnibus  Horse"  wanted 
to  know  if  the  word  "conundrums"  in  the  Publisher's  pronun- 
ciamento  included  in  its  meaning  squibs,  sallies,  squirts,  flings, 
jeux  cV esprit  and  "  two  liners." 

The  Well-dressed  Contributor  had  no  doubt  that  such  was  the 
case.     The  Publisher  was  mean  enough  for  anything. 

"  X"  (Dem.,  the  hero  of  a  thousand  jokes)  thought  it  was  an 
outrage.  He  had  heretofore  been  able  to  dine  very  comfortably 
on  one  conundrum.  It  would  cost  him  two  if  the  Publisher's  high- 
handed proceeding  was  submitted  to. 

The  Well-Dressed  Contributor  said  that  he  was  then  engaged 
upon  a  series  of  jokes  calculated  to  startle  the  universe,  and  which 
were  sure  to  be  copied  in  every  exchange  paper  on  the  face  of  the 
globe,  from  the  heights  of  Popocatapetl  to  the  mines  of  Siberia. 
He  should  feel  constrained,  however,  to  stop  work  on  them  under 
the  circumstances. 

The  Author  of  "The  Confessions,  etc"  said  that  the  price  of 
jokes  should  be  increased  rather  than  diminished.  He  had  found 
it  very  difficult  to  make  a  joke  of  late.  He  was  frequently  com- 
pelled to  go  up  on  the  roof  of  his  boarding-house  and  exercise  for 
hours  on  the  simplest  joke  before  he  could  bring  it  to  perfection. 
"The  Undersigned''  said  tbat  he  labored  under  the  same  dis- 
advantage. He  had  recently  gone  into  "  training"  again,  and 
made  a  habit  of  lifting  the  most  ponderous  witticisms  he  could 
obtain,  every  morning,  before  breakfast.  He  expected  soon  to  be 
able  to  "  put  up"  one  of  Punch's  250-pounders  with  great  ease. 
He  was  very  bitter  in  his  remarks  on  the  proposed  reduction. 
The  Gentleman  who  writes  the  Sonnets— (he  has  a  mild,  blue 
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Suggestive   Man    (to  Swell  with  Pin.) — "  Yes,  a  vert  neat  article,  indeed — but 
don't  you  think  it  would  be  more  appropriate  on  tour  shoulder,  just  now?" 


STEEL    FIXINGS    FOR    EVER! 

The  charm  is  broke  of  "  Heart  of  Oak" 

Our  ancient  naval  friend, 
And  Iron  we  sing,  of  metals  king, 

That  shot  nor  shell  can  rend. 
Ensheathed  in  steel,  from  deck  to  keel, 

Our  future  ships  must  be, 
And  o'er  the  tide  to  victory  ride, 

Black  Warriors  of  the  Sea. 

With  wood  and  s-ail  'gainst  steam  in  Mail, 

Of  fighting  who  would  dream  ? 
Drake  must  have  struck  with  oak  and  duck 

Opposed  to  steam  and  steel. 
No  more  delays,  for  coming  frays 

Build  steamers  iron-clad  ; 
Our  Naval  Schools,  long  ruled  by  fools, 

For  Monitors  are  mad. 

Let  vain  John  Bull  's  their  metal  hulls 

The  best  things  out  declare  ; 
We've  skill  enough  with  native  stuff 

To  beat  Britannia  ware 
When  comes  the  tilt,  we'll  fee  who's  spilt, 

Or  first  from  combat  swerves  ; 
In  iron  ships,  the  party  whips 

That  has  the  iron  nerves. 

Our  tourney  plain  the  rolling  main, 

A  jousting  we  will  go, 
And  all  our  coast  defend  (see  Post) 

With  just  a  WoRD-EN-blow. 
Congress  be  kind,  and  raise  the  wind 

For  which  the  navy  waits  ; 
Our  foes  to  dish  just  when  we  wish, 

We  only  need  the  plates. 


The  Modern  Mahomet. 

The  Mountain  would  not  come  to  Fremont 
— so  Fremont  has  gone  to  the  Mountain. 


Interesting  to  Fast  Young  Men. 

If  "when  you  are  old  you  Can't,"  doesn't 
it  follow  that  as  you  get  older  you  Canter  ? 


eye  and  is  given  to  plug  tobacco) — wanted  to  know  if  the  jokes  in 
the  paper  had  not  been  pretty  bad  lately.  (Hisses  and  cries  of 
"shame!  shame  !"  from  all  parts  of  the  house.) 

The  Well-dressed  Contributor  moved  that  The  Gentleman  who 
writes  the  Sonnets  should  be  broken  upon  the  wheel. 

"  The  Undersigned"  moved  to  amend  by  striking  out  all  after 
the  words  "  should  be''  and  inserting  "  hacked  to  pieces  with  rat- 
tail  files." 

An  animated  debate  now  took  place. 

The  Well-dressed  Contributor  urged  that  there  were  not  files 
enough  at  hand  to  accomplish  the  work. 

"  The  Undersigned"  yielded  gracefully  to  the  plea  of  his  col- 
league. He  moved  to  still  further  amend  by  substituting  the  word 
"  Tribune"  for  "  rat-tail." 

The  Gentleman  who  writes  the  Sonnets  here  uttered  a  deep 
groan  and  was  heard  to  mutter  "  Take  any  other  shape  but  that !" 

The  Author  op  "  The  Confessions"  etc.,  wished  to  be  heard  on 
the  side  of  humanity.  Rat-tail  files  were  bad  enough,  but  Tribune 
files  were  so  much  worse  that  even  the  savage  would  hesitate  to 
adopt  them  as  instruments  of  torture.  He  trusted  that  every  one 
present  who  had  a  spark  of  feeling  in  his  bosom  would  vote  for  the 
wheel  process. 

The  Chair  then  put  the  original  motion,  which  was  unanimously 
carried.  It  was  next  resolved  to  send  Maximillian  out  for  a  wheel, 
as  soon  as  he  should  return  with  the  drinks. 

[The  Gentleman  who  writes  the  Sonnets  here  attempted  to 
speak  in  his  own  defence.  He  had  only  got  as  far  as  "  childhood's 
sunny  hour"  when  he  was  interrupted  by  a  great  disturbance  with- 
out. Hilarious  shouts  were  heard  on  the  landing,  and  presently  the 
great  Mc  Arone  burst  into  the  room,  accompanied  by  his  young 
friend,  the  lieutenant  of  light  quadroons,  and  the  inevitable  black- 
and-tan  terrier.  Mc  Arone  had  just  come  up  from  his  splendid 
chateau  at  Scoby  Corner,  N.  J.,  and,  meeting  Maximillian  on  his 
way  back  to  the  office,  had,  with  characteristic  impartiality,  con- 
fiscated the  drinks.  On  learning  the  offence  of  The  Gentleman 
who  writes  the  Sonnets,  the  redoubtable  General  drew  his  sword 


and  threatened  to  cut  that  hapless  poet's  head  off.  He  was  instantly 
bound  and  gagged  and  put  away  in  the  coal-scuttle. 

Mc  Arone  being  thus  pacified,  the  business  of  the  meeting  was 
resumed.] 

"The  Undersigned"  said  that  the  course  of  the  Publisher. in  the 
present  instance  was  oppressive  and  unjust.  It  was  well  known 
that  he  (the  Publisher}  was  rolling  in  wealth  and  three  cent  pieces. 
The  circulation  of  Vanity  Fair,  already  enormous,  was  increasing 
every  day.  Living  in  bloated  ease  himself,  he  wished  to  reduce  his 
contributors  to  the  condition  of  writers  for  the  daily  papers.  He, 
for  one,  would  never  submit. 

The  Well-dressed  Contributor  here  rose  and  said,  in  a  voice 
husky  with  emotion,  that  he  felt  it  necessary  to  make  of  himself  a 
sacrifice.  He  would  do  the  Curtius  thing  and  leap  into  the  gulf. 
He  then  announced,  as  his  ultimatum,  that  if  the  Publisher  did 
not  at  once  rescind  the  odious  regulation  and  restore  everybody  to 
a  state  of  fiscal  felicity,  he  himself  would  retire  from  the  paper 
and  write  henceforth  for  the  Caucasian  ! 

[This  speech,  as  may  be  imagined,  produced  a  sensation.  The 
friends  of  the  speaker  gathered  round  and  tried  to  induce  him  to 
re-consider  his  rash  resolve.  Tears  and  entreaties  were  alike  in. 
vain.  The  Well-Dressed  Contributor  clung  to  his  desperate 
threat.  The  Publisher  was  now  sent  for  in  hot  haste,  and,  on 
being  informed  of  the  position  of  affairs,  lost  no  time  in  making 
the  concession  required  of  him.  Touched  with  remorse  at  the 
misery  he  had  wrought,  the  Publisher  then  presented,  to  each  one 
of  the  contributors  a  large  and  handsome  silver-pitcher,,  which  they 
all  swore  they  would  wear  ever  next  their  hearts. 

The  meeting  then  adjourned  sine  die.] 


"  The  Mould  of  Fashion," 

Broadway  Mud. 

And  •'  The  Glass  of  Form. " 
The  lens  of  the  Photographer. 
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THE  WHOLE  YEAR 
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Better  than  any  other  Dollar 
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Articles,  Illustrations,  Puzzles 
etc. 

PARENTS   LIKE  MERRY'S 
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Because  it  adds  to  Home  Plea- 
sures, and  is  of  the  most 
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TEACHERS    LIKE   MERRY'S 
MUSEUM, 
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think,  and  aids  them  in  their 
studies  by  Special  Articles 
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J-N.  STEARNS, 
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use  of  HOLLOWAY'S  PILLS  AND  OINT- 
MENT. For  Wounds,  Sores  and  Scurvy 
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Bowel  Complaints,  Fevers,  Small  Pox,  &c, 
the  Pills  are  the  best  medicine  in  the  world. 
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WARD  &  PARRY,  PUB- 
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and  Importers,  (Successors  to  H.  W.  Derby.) 
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lications, together  with  all  the  current  mis- 
cellaneous issues  of  the  day  at  partly  re- 
duced prices. 
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Who  have  received  this  paper  for  ONE  YEAR,  will  please  insert  the  following— NOTICE  AND 
TERMS— THREE  TIMES  in  their  advertising  columns,  and  send  marked  copies  of  the  papers  con- 
taining the  same  to  this  office.  The  paper  will  not  be  sent  to  such  as  do  not  comply  with  our  terms, 
as  our  exchange  list  is  an  unusually  large  one. 
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LIT'f  ELL'S    LIVING    AGE. 
1863. 


How  completely  the  plan  of  this  wor  is  adapted  to  all  the  changes  of  the  times  has  been  shown  in 
the  past  year.  Without  encroaching  upon  the  space  necessary  for  reprinting  the  choicest  articles 
from  the 

FOREIGN   REVIEWS,    MAGAZINES    AND   JOURNALS, 

upon  the  other  literature  and  topics  of  the  day,  a  few  pages  every  week  record,  for  present  edification 
and  future  reference,  the  Spirit  of  the 

WAR  OF  OUR  GREAT  REBELLION. 

We  hope  that  before  the  end  of  1862  we  may  be  restored  to  communion  with  many  friends  and 
"fellow-countrymen"  (as  Judge  Pettigru,  in  Charleston,  has  just  called  us)  in  the  South— men  who 
have  been  forced  to  submit  to  the  conspiring  minority.  We  long  to  testify  to  this  venerable  and 
distinguished  patriot,  and  to  all  who  hold  like  faith,  how  dearly  we  prize  the  bonds  which  connect  us 
with  them,  and  how  lovingly  we  shall  receive  them  to  our  hearts  when  "this  tyranny  shall  be 
overpast." 

It  is  hardly  necessary  to  say  much  to  the  readers  of  The  Evening  Post  about  the  plan  and  execu- 
tion of  THE  LIVING  AGE.    Both  have  been  highly  commended  by 

Chancellor  Kent,  Jdstice  Story  and  President  Adams  ;  by  Prescott,  Bancroft,  Ticknor, 
and  many  othereminent  men  ;  and  especially  by  the 

Editors  of  The  Evening  Post, 
who  have  from  time  to  time  given  praise  to  it. 

It  contains  as  much  matter  as  four  of  the  Great  Reviews  and  Blackwood's  Magazine ;  avoids  all 
their  dull  and  local  articles ;  and  combines  in  One  all  the  best  matter  of  twelve  quarterlies,  nineteen 
monthly  magazines,  and  ten  literary  and  political  weekly  journals.  The  last  are  not  the  least ;  for 
they  have  enlisted  writers  of  the  highest  ability,  and  have  the  freshest  commentaries  upon  the  books 
and  history  of  the  times. 

To  subscribe  to  the  LIVING  AGE  is  economical ;  for  here  you  have  the  whole  pith  and  essence  of 
all  the  Great  Periodicals  at  the  price  of  one  of  them.  No  clergyman  or  other  Professional  man  who 
has  read  it  regularly  will  ever  be  willing  to  give  it  up.  No  Family  able  to  appreciate  it  will  remove 
it  from  the  Centre-Table.  No  young  Man  who  desires  to  improve  his  mind  and  his  position  in  Society 
ought  to  do  without  it,  if  he  can  afford  to  pay  for  it. 

It  makes  52  numbers,  four  large  volumes,  a  year. 

jg®3-  The  price  is  Six  dollars  a  year,  and  we  send  it  free  of  postage.     Address 
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TOIINS    &    CROSEEY'S   AMERICAN    CEMENT  GLUE,  FOR 

J    CEMENTING  WOOD,    LEATHEll,  GLASS,    IVORY,    CHINA,     MARBLE, 

PORCELAIN,  ALABASTER,  BONE,  CORAL,  &c,  &--.  the  only  article  of  the  kind  ever  produced 
which  will  withstand  water.     Liberal  terms  to  Wholesa^  Jjilers. 

PRICE    TWENTY  -  FIVE    CENTS. 

JOHNS  &  CROSLEY,  Sole  Manufacturers, 

Wholesale  Warehouse,  87  William  st.,  cor.  Liberty. 
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Importer,  21  Maiden  Lane,  N.  Y.  Has  for 
sale  the  most  extensive  assortment  in  the 
country,  at  prices  varying  at  Two  t<  Two 
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2,  3  4,  6,  8,  10,  12,  16  and  24  airs. 
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Fine  Gold  and  Silver  Watches  Cheap  for 
Cash. 

MUSICAL  BOXES  REPAIRED. 

Fowler   &  Wells' 
JOURNALS. 


Enlarged  and  Improved.     Price  not 
Increased. 

Postmasters,  Clergymen,  Teachers,  and  oth- 
ers, are  requested  to  act  as  Agents, 
and  get  Clubs  far  our  Journals : 

THE    ILLUSTRATED    AMERICAN 

PHRENOLOGICAL  JOURNAL 

AND  LIFE  ILLUSTRATED. 

WATER-CURE  JOURNAL, 

A  GUIDE  TO  HEALTH. 

These  Journals  commence  new  volumes 
with  January  and  July,  and  have  been  en- 
larged, giving  now  in  each 

24  PAGES  MONTHLY,   INSTEAD  OF  16. 

TERMS,  IX  ADVANCE  : 

Single  copy,  monthly,  one  year $1  00 

Ten  copies,  to  separate  addresses,  if  de- 
sired    5  00 

Any  person  sending  Five  Dollars  for  ten 
copies,  will  be  entitled  to  an  extra  copy 
gratis.  Add  six  cents  a  year  for  each  sub- 
scriber in  the  British  provinces  to  pav  post- 
age.   Specimens  sent  free. 

FOWLER  &  WELLS, 

308  Broadway,  New  York. 
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publications.  Send  for  our  Wholesale  List 
and  Confidential  Circular. 
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AN    AFTER    DINNER     THOUGHT. 

"I  HOPE  THE  LOBSrER  SaLAD  ISN'T  GOING 
TO    DISAGREE    WITH    ME  ! " 

A    CHARMING    CORRESPONDENT. 

The  polished  people  who  do  the  world — 
we  beg  pardon  —who  direct  The  World — have 
a  perfect  love  of  a  Parisian  correspondent. 
He  is  a  gentleman.  We  know  that  he  is  a 
gentleman,  by  a  remark  that  he  made  in  his 
last  letter.  He  has  been  invited  to  a  Court 
Ball  at  the  Tuileries,  and  he  writes  to  the 
people  of  New  York  to  let  them  know  that 
the  champagne  was  " execrable."  So  was  the 
claret.  He  says  that  he  was  also  furnished 
with  "  cold  punch,"  but  doesn't  say  whether 
it  was  good  or  bad.  Yet  he  gives  us  still 
more  important  information — how  he  hired 
"a  blue  coat  and  brass  buttons''  for  the  occa- 
sion— how  the  Emperor  "  wore  pumps  instead 
of  boots"  and  has  "  short  crooked  legs," 
with  a  "  fishy  eye" — how  Clothilde  has  "a 
large  mouth'' — how  the  Princess  Mathilde 
is  "  a  coarse,  vulgar  looking  woman,"  how 
the  Empress  is  a  good  creature,  only  a  lit- 
tle "giddy" — how  the  Emperor  is  not  a 
fine  looking  man  and  how  Mr.  Dayton,  the 
American  Minister,  is  really  beautiful.  All 
this  startling  information,  in  the  present 
deplorable  dearth  of  domestic  news,  must 
have  been  highly  refreshing  to  the  readers  of 
The  World. 

This  polite  observer  says  that  his  note  of 
invitation  astonished  his  landlady,  who  didn  fc 
dream  that  her  lodger  had  the  "  entree  to 
court  ;"  though  whether  her  spirits  were  fur- 
ther agitated  by  learning  that  he  was  obliged 
to  hire  a  coat  to  go  to  the  court  in,  is  what 
we  are  not  told.  He  says  that  he  wore  a 
sword  ;  but  he  doesn't  say,  what  we  happen 
to  know,  from  a  private  source,  that  his 
sword  got  between  his  legs,  that  he  fell 
down  the  grand  staircase,  that  he  lost  his 
senses,  and,  while  writing  this  silly  letter, 
managed  as  well  as  he  could  without  them. 
Why  will  not  The  World,  that  mundane  phe- 
nomenon, leave  such  flunkeyfied  stuff  to  the 
Herald  ?  At  any  rate  the  proprietors  should 
give  their  "  Own"  gentleman's  gentleman  a 
coat.  Think  of  "  Our  Own  Correspondent'" 
of  The  World  going  to  court  in  a  hired  coat ! 
Why  when  our  Porter  goes  to  court — usually 
the  Police  Court — he  never  negotiates  with 
Moses,  in  Chatham  street,  for  a  hired  coat. 
He  goes  in  his  own,  or  he  goes  in  his  shirt 
sleeves.  If  he  did  otherwise,  we  should,  for 
the  dignity  of  this  establishment,  discharge 
him. 


OUR    WAR    CORRESPONDENCE. 
Letter  from  Mc  Aeone. 

Mabsassanassanassabsas,  March  21. 

Dear  Vanity  : — I  have  taken  this  place. 
My  forward  movement  from  the  Potomac  has  begun. . . . 
I  shall  now  go  Onward  to  Richmond. 

...  .Of  all  the  impetuous  and  fiery-pated  dashing  young  officers  of  my  command, 
General  Greeley  is  the  most  sanguine  and  ardent.  I  never  saw  a  young  fellow  so 
blood-thirsty.     He  is  ahunkyboy. 

I  nearly  quarrelled  with  him,  last  Christmas,  on  account  of  his  offensive  demand 
for  a  nigger  insurrection. 

"Let  'em  insurrect,"  said  he,  "and  butcher  the  women  and  children,  blast  'em . 
That's  the  way  to  make  the  Rebel  army  disband !  I'm  a  philanthropist,  and  I  always 
print  "  virtue"  with  a  large  •'  V,"  but  I  like  a  little  fun  as  well  as  any  man.  Darn 
me  if  I  don't." 

It  is  due  to  Horace  to  state  that  he  was  in  liquor  most  of  the  time,  about  Christ- 
mas. 

Now,  however,  he  is  nearly  as  bad.  It  hurt  his  feelings  awfully  to  see  these  fortifi- 
cations empty,  and  to  learn  that  there  was  to  be  no  horrible  bloodshed  and  massacre 
after  all. 

"When  he  saw  the  wooden  dummies  in  the  Centreville  works,  instead  of  cannon, 
he  cried  like  a  baby  (Telegraphic,  in  Tribune  of  Match  13.) 

"  0,  dear,"  he  sobbed,  "  what  a  burning  shame  !  We  might  'a'  sabred  'em  at  their 
guns  here,  and  never  a  bit  of  danger !  0,  0,  why  can't  I  get  a  chance  to  hack  some- 
body to  pieces.     Blood  !  blood  !    Boo-hoo-hoo-oo  !" 

The  poor  fellow  was  so  grieved  that  I  had  to  give  him  one  of  our  prisoners  to  shoot 
at.     This  relieved  his  mind  a  little,  and  he  went  to  sleep  swearing  at  General  Mc- 

Clellan that  gentleman  not  being  present. 

I  captured,  here,  a  quantity  of  provisions,  ammunitions,  hospital  stores,  clothing, 
cannon,  equipments  and  transportation,  to  the  amount  of  over  $352,000,000. 

The  Rebels  had  removed  everything,  however,  of  any  value,  and  totally  demolished 
everything  they  could  not  take  with  them. 

The -quarters  consist  only  of  a  few  wretched  huts,  which  have  been  burned  down. 
The  officers'  barracks,  however,  are  splendid  structures,  of  great  architectural  beauty, 
and  replete  with  luxurious  furnishings  ;  haviug  all  the  modern  improvements,  and 
being  two  minutes'  walk  from  the  ferries.  The  barracks  of  the  troops  are  in  no  way 
inferior  to  them. 

All  the  railroad-bridges  between  here  and  the  South  are  burned,  and  the  tracks  torn 
up.... 
This  can  not  baffle  a  Mc  Arone.  . . . 

I  shall  send  my  troops  South  by  rail,  just   as  if  nothing  had  happened,  and  that, 

whenever  I  please. 

My  Generals  have  just  sent  for  me  to  come  and  give  them  some  ideas.     I  must  go. 

Later. — I  have  this  moment  received  the  last  official  reports  of  the  Hampton  Roads 

affair.     They  are  from  the  cook  on  board  the  Monitor,  and  from  a  European  gentleman 

of  great  military  talent  who  lives  near  Fortress  Monroe. 

This  last  person  is  the  author  of  all  the  military  criticisms  on  General  McClel- 

lan  that  appear  in  the  Tribune.     He  was,  in   early  life,  a  powder-monkey  in  the 
Alsatian  navy,  but  was  disgraced  for  stealing. 

He  is  also  the  artist  who  designs  all  the  pictures  of  the  two  great  iron-clad  vessels 
for  the  daily  papers.     Here  area  couple  he  sends  me.     You  will  recognize  the  style. 


The  Monitor's  cook  expresses  it  as  his  opinion  that  the  Mcrrimac.  is  a  failure.  He 
was  not  on  the  Monitor  during  the  engagement,  but  says  that  he  has  seen  several  tugs 
run  into  and  smashed  in  the  East  River.  New  York  Harbor  he  believes  to  be  per- 
fectly safe  from  any  attack  on  the  part  of  the  Merrimac. . . 

You  need  not  remove  the  Vanity  Fair  Office  to  Colt's  Neck,  N.  J.,  therefore,  at 
present. 

B*0  I  authorize  you  to  contradict  the  rumor  that  President  Lincoln  will  withdraw 
his  late  Message  on  emancipation  because  of  the  opposition  of  the  Daily  limes. 

Also,  the  report  that  Government  is  about  purchasing  10,000  Rebel  troops  to  send 
into  Fremont's  Department,  in  order  that  the  Tribune  may  make  him  out  a  great  hero. 

Also,  that  this  country  is  hereafter  to  be  known  as  the  United  Territories,  to  please 
Mr.  Ashley. 

Yours,  till  next  week, 

McArone. 


"  Here  we  go  Up,  Up.  Up!" 

There's  nothing  like  a  balloon  for  going  Up  in. 

The  above  original  reflection  was  suggested  to  us  by  the  case  of  General  Fremont, 
who  has  just  gone  Up  with  La  Mountain. 


152 


VANITY    FAIK. 


MARCHJ29,  1862.] 


PORTRAIT    OF     A    MANASSAS    QUAKER. 

NUTS    FOR    NATURAL    HISTORIANS. 

By  Picus  Martius. 

The  present  Rebellion  has  exercised  strange  influences  upon  the 
inferior  orders  of  animate  creation,  producing  phenomena  of  a 
novel,  and  in  some  instances  weird  nature,  and— and  in  short  dis- 
comboborating  things  generally. 

We  propose  to  make  a  few  notes  of  some  of  these  phenomena, 
for  the  benefit,  chiefly,  of  the  select  class  of  Natural  Historians  ex- 
clusively represented  by  ourself. 

And  we  commence  with  the  Ornithological  department,  for  the 
purpose  of  noting  The  Influence  of  the  Rebellion  upon  some  of 
the  American  Birds  ;  and  vice  versa,  to  wit : 

Note  1st.—  It  has  been  noticed  of  late,  that  whenever  the  Par- 
rots carried  with  our  armies  speak  to  the  Rebels,  the  effect  is,  first, 
to  make  the  mass  of  their  forces  quail,  and  finally,  every  man  of 
them  fleas. 

2d. — There  is  strong  cause  for  the  belief,  that  the  fear  of  being 
implicated  in  certain  suspicions  of  disloyalty  will  deter  the  Reed- 
birds  from  visiting  their  feeding  grounds  around  Philadelphia  next 
season. 

(N.  B. — As  an  offset  to  the  foregoing,  however,  it  may  be  a  con- 
solation to  know,  that,  thanks  to  the  Albany  Legislature,  there  is 
likely  to  be  in  New  York  at  least,  a  large  increase  in  the  amount 
of  rail.) 

Bd. — Recent  investigations  at  Washington  have  satisfactorily 
demonstrated  that  the  French  duck  called  canard,  numbers  of 
which  have  been  seen  6ince  the  Rebellion,  flying  about  the  country, 
nothing  more  than  a  variety  of  the  common  Techna  Americana  or 
American  gull. 

4th. — It  is  reliably  stated  that  the  white  feather  has  recently 
become  conspicuous  in  all  the  game  of  the  South.  This  is  not 
strange  when  we  consider  how  many  of  the  blacks  they  are  losing 
daily. 

5lh. — Persons  of  well-known  reputation  assert,  that  the  crows 
throughout  the  revolted  States  have  recently  become  suddenly 
silent,  no  longer  uttering  a  sound  of  any  kind.  They  assign  as  a 
reason  for  this,  that  finding  the  Rebels  determined  to  persist  in  a 
wicked  and  desperate  struggle,  these  sagacious  birds  unanimously 
resolved  to  abandon  their  caws. 


"We  don't  Wonder ! 


"  Thysicians  state  that  the  Emperor's  mind  is  undoubtedly  dis- 
ordered at  times." — Paris  Correspondence,  Herald,  March  9. 

"  The  Emperor,  it  is  said,  carefully  reads  all  the  news  from  the 
United  States." — Paris  Correspondence,  Herald,  March  12. 

Comment  is  unnecessary. 


McCLELLAN    TO    THE    ARMY    OF    THE    POTOMAC 
March  14th,  1862. 

Soldiers,  who  thirst  for  fight ! 
Not  purposeless  has  been  this  long  delay  : 
Your  discipline,  perfecting  day  by  day, 
Slowly  but  surely  has  prepared  the  way 

For  deeds  of  matchless  might. 

Not  to  your  friends  in  arms, 
Who  far  away  have  late  done  noble  things, 
Has  been  reserved  the  giant  blow  that  rings 
Loudest  in  listening  ears,  and  soonest  brings 

The  foe's  most  real  alarms  : 

To  you  is  given  the  blow — 
To  you,  as  proud  an  army  as  e'er  trod 
The  earth  ; — behold,  'tis  you,  who,  under  God, 
Will  shortly  wield  the  dread  avenging  nod 

That  shall  destroy  the  foe. 

As  through  your  ranks  I  ride, 
Your  glances  give  sure  prestige  of  success. 
Your  willing  hearts  my  plans  will  surely  bless, 
In  souls  like  yours,  I  feel  with  thankfulness 

Our  country  may  confide. 

I  bring  you  face  to  face 
With  desperate  men,  who  needs  must  do  or  die. 
What'er  I  do,  you  know  you  may  rely 
On  one  who  loves  you, — one  who'll  never  fly 

Except  from  deep  disgrace. 

Soldiers,  the  way  is  hard  : 
But  God  smiles  on  us — triumph  must  await  ! 
Courage  like  yours  will  take  control  of  fate. 
.  Your  toils  and  trials,  comrades,  will  be  great — 
But  greater  your  reward. 


A  Landlubberly  Idea. 
Over  a  timber-yard  may  be  seen  the  following  inscription  : 

KNEES  FOR  SHIPS. 
This  suggests  the  following  queries  : 

Are  ships  in  general  provided  with  knees  to  assist  them  in  run- 
ning blockade  ?— or  are  knees  furnished  to  privateers  only,  to 
enable  them  to  Prey. 


Disappointed. 

When  our  Solemn  Man  heard  that  Pillow  and  Floyd  had  been 
"  suspended,"  he  smiled  for  the  first  time  since  the  last ;  but  upon 
being  told  that  they  were  only  suspended  from  their  commands, 
he  went  out  hastily  and  has  not  since  been  heard  from. 


A  Proper  Name. 

Some  classical  gentlemen  object  in  the  newspapers  to  the  name 
of  Pea  Ridge  as  too  vulgar  for  historical  dignity  ;  but  we  confess 
that  we  like  it  better  since  the  Rebels  have  been  Shelled  Out. 


Appropriate . 

It  is  rumored  that  a  service  of  Iron  Plate  is  to  be  presented  to 
Captain  Ericsson,  the  inventor  of  the  Monitor. 


Iron  Sharpeneth  Iron- 

That  is  the  reason  why  the  fight  between  the  Merrimac  and  the 
Monitor  was  so  sharply  contested. 


The  Monitor. 


The  Rebel  newspapers  compare  Ericsson's  Monitor  to  a  cheese  box . 
Our  own  impression  is  that  they  found  it  rather  Mighty. 


The  Last  Rebel  Rally. 
The  North  Carolina  Standard  says  that  the  seat  of  the  rebel  gov  - 
ernment  is  to  be  removed  from  Richmond  to  Raleigh. 


The  "  Only  Wear''  for  Traitorous    Sheets. 


Muzzlin' . 
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THE    PUBLIC    HEALTH    IN     PERIL  I 

THOSE  salvors 
of  human  wrecks 
and  pillars  of  the 
temple  of  Hygeia, 
the  patent-medi- 
cine-venders, are 
much  exercised 
about  the  propo- 
sition to  levy  an 
import  on  their 
potent  potions. 
They  accuse  the 
Ways  and  Means 
of  a  gigantic  con- 
spiracy against 
human  life,  and 
protest  against 
the  intrusion  of 
the  Demon  Foot 
of  Taxation  into 
that  charmed  cir- 
cle wherein  they 
reverse  the  pro- 
ceeding of  Mar- 
grave  in  Bul- 
wer's  "  Strange  Story,"  by  turning  medicine  into  gold  instead  of 
gold  into  medicine.  To  prevent  the  threatened  innovation,  they 
have  rushed  to  "Washington,  and  are  said  to  be  freely  administer- 
ing the  root  of  all  evil  as  a  legislative  alternative. 

Be  it  understood  that  their  object  is  purely  philanthropic.  They 
desire  to  prevent  the  success  of  a  measure  which,  by  raising  the 
prices  of  their  infallible  curatives,  would  place  the  means  of 
"  rescue  from  the  jaws  of  death"  beyond  the  reach  of  scrofulous  and 
otherwise  diseased  persons  in  indigent  circumstances.  What  reader 
of  Vanity  Fair  who  knows  what  it  is  to  be  "troubled  with 
humors,"  can  hesitate  to  wish  them  success?  Who  that  has  any 
bowels,  can  fail  to  sympathise  with  them?  A  more  benign  and 
disinterested  body  of  men  than  these  disciples  of  Mercury — the 
God  of  Physic  and  of  Thieves — is  not,  to  use  a  vulgarism,  to  be 
found  out  of  jail.  No  doubt  as  they  protest  against  the  wrong 
contemplated  toward  the  sick  and  suffering,  their  eyes 

"  drop  tears  as  fast  as  the  Arabian  tree 

Its  medicinal  gum." 

As  statesmen  the  Ways  and  Means  ought  to  know  that  thirty 
years  ago  the  British  Parliament  gave  its  sanction  to  "  Russell's 
Purge."  Why  then  should  the  Congress  of  the  United  States  im- 
pose a  suppressive  tax  upon  Radway's  or  Hollow  ay's  ?  Again,  is  not 
the  Federal  Legislature  laboring  to  heal  our  intestine  disorders,  and 
are  not  the  effoits  of  the  patent-pill  compounders  directed  to  the 
same  important  end?  Besides,  pills  are  strictly  constitutional. 
(See  Ex-Senator  Brandreth  on  constitutional  law .)  To  tax  them 
would  be  tantamount  to  levying  a  duty  on  internal  improvements. 

Moreover,  if  Patent  Medicines  are  struck  down,  what  becomes 
of  that  Palladium  of  our  Liberties,  the  Independent  Press. 
"  Throw  physic  to  the  dogs,"  and  down  go  the  columns  that  sup- 
port the  said  Palladium — the  advertising  columns. 

And  how,  let  us  then  ask  the  Ways  and  Means,  is  that  portion  of 
the  public  "given  up  by  family  physicians"  to  be  "  restored  to  its 
normal  condition"  in  the  absence  of  patent  regulators,  invigora- 
tors,  recuperators  and  what  not  ?  Extinguish  the  Pain  Extractor, 
and  scorched  and  scalded  humanity  must  live  and  die  skinless,  for 
what  can  replace  the  lost  peltry  save  that  wonderful  reproductive 
agent  ?  Would  it  not  be  barbarous  to  banish  the  pleasant  lozenge 
so  often  solicited  with  tears,  that  saves  infancy  from  the  worm, 
and  prevents  "  mothers'  hopes"  and  "  fathers'  darlings"  from  being 
spoiled  by  "  insidious  parasites  ?"  And  then  there  are  the  agonies  of 
teething.  India-rubber  is  said  to  make  the  gum  elastic,  but  every 
matron  knows  the  contrary.  The  idea  that  childrens'  teeth  can 
be  comfortably  cut  with  ivory  is  equally  fallacious  ;  and  to  employ 
cold  steel  is  the  unkindest  cut  of  all.  "  Soothing  Syrup"  is  the 
sovereign  balm,  and  nothing  else.  Some  of  the  Ways  and  Means 
are  fathers  and  must  know 

"  How  sharrer  tl  at  tie  serf  ents'  lootH  it  is 
To  bai  e  a  teethir  g  child," 

How  could  they  be  such  Herods,  as  to  recommend  a  tax  inimical 
to  The  WiKSiOw  ?  The  ointments  that  cure  all  sores  save  those  on 
the  body  politic— how  would  the  world  suivive  their  loss?  And 
the  Sarsaparilla,  what  can  we  expect  from  the  blood  without  it  ? 
What  would  be  the  fate  of  the  generally-debilitated,  deprived  of 
Professor  Puddlefog's  Pi ometboan  Pulse  Propellor,  and  who  that 
has  been  rescued  fiom  apparent  death  by  the  simple  act  of  wiiting 
R.  R.  R.  en  the  lid  of  his  a  ffin,  would  be  willing  to  see  those  three 


magic  letters  driven  by  taxation  out  of  tie  Quacksalver's  pharma- 
copoeia ? 

But  it  cannot  be  ;  Congress  is  not  an  institution  for  the  exclusion 
of  Health  from  Mankind.  Its  members  will  not  permit  patent 
medicines  to  be  put  down.  If  they  should  do  so,  what  security 
would  there  be  for  human  existence  ?  Life  Assurance  companies 
would  raise  their  premiums,  and  the  race  degenerate  with  a 
rapidity  that  would  astonish  even  Bayard  Taylor,  who  says  that 
as  it  is,  we  are  becoming  "  small  by  degrees  and  beautifully  less" 
with  each  succeeding  generation.  Everybody  knows  that  the 
thousands  killed  by  the  regular  faculty  would  not  now  be  in  their 
graves,  if  they  had  taken  up  with  outsideis.  What  would  become 
of  mankind  if  the  regulars  were  to  have  them  all  to  themselves  ? 
Death  would  have  his  skeleton  hands  so  full  of  business,  that  even 
Sunday  would  not  be  a  dies  non  with  him. 


GOLDEN     OPPORTUNITIES. 

Never  since  auriferous  apples  hung  in  the  gardens  of  those 
gifted  female  horticulturists  the  Hesperides,  have  such  golden 
opportunities  been  offered  to  pluck  and  enterprise  as  are  now  going 
a  begging  in  Secessia.  True,  the  seizure  of  these  glittering  chances 
involves  a  fight  with  an  "anaconda"  to  which  the  pippin-guarding 
dragon  was  a  mere  mudsill  monster,  but  we  all  know  that  "  who's 
afraid"  is  the  motto  of  every  Dixian  demagogue,  we  beg  pardon, 
demigod.  Dixie  is  the  very  land  where  Cadmus  sowed  the  dragon's 
teeth  that  produced  such  a  tremendous  yield  of  armed  volunteers, 
and  the  soil  has  been  famous  for  its  crops  of  bravos— braves  we 
would  say — and  bowie  knives  ever  since. 

And  yet,  the  other  day,  when  Governor  Moore  of  Louisiana, 
called  for  five  thousand  Cids  to  exterminate  every  "  Lincoln  mer- 
cenary," he  was  answered,  as  if  by  Echo,  with  a  universal 
"nary!"  Again,  when  the  Leesburg  Washingtonian  of  last  week 
announced  a  "  golden  opportunity  to  enlist,"  the  Bayards  of  the 
Sacred  Soil  were  so  blind  as  not  to  "see  it."  Nay,  it  is  even  said 
that  when  Dr.  Choppin,  Beauregard's  Aid,  implored  the  people 
of  New  Orleans  to  rise  as  one  man,  only  one  man — and  he  was 
drunk— evinced  a  willingness  to  "  turn .  out"  and  "go  in." 
Furthermore,  wo  learn  that  at  a  public  meeting  in  Richmond  an 
enthusiastic  Rebel  orator  was  floored  after  this  fashion  :  "  Rouse 
brother  patriots,"  he  shouted,  "  rouse,  and  at  once,  or  the  spec- 
tacle of  your  homes  in  flames,  your  wives  and  children  weltering  in 
their  blood,  will  soon  blast  your  eyes.  "  Blast  your  eyes  !"  respond- 
ed some  snake-in-the-grass  of  a  Unionist  from  among  the  crowd,  and 
the  meeting  broke  up  in  confusion.  The  truth  is  that  "  golden 
opportunities,"  unaccompanied  as  they  are  by  specie  payments, 
are  at  present  at  an  enormous  discount  in  the  Southern  Glory 
market.  Shinplasters  are  no  good  to  a  dead  soldier's  legatees,  and 
it  is  well  understood  that  the  promises  to  pay  on  Secession  scrip, 
are  by  no  means  as  reliable  as  Scripture.  Hence  the  Rebel  gov- 
ernment is  compelled  to  resort  to  drafts — not  of  the  kind  which 
men  are  willing  to  take,  but  of  a  sort  by  which  they  are  unwilling 

to  be  taken— in. 

-♦■ 

DUR    BOOK    REVIEW. 
Jenkins's   Vest-pock  &  Lexicon.     An  English  Dictionary  of  All  Except 
Familiar    Words;  including  the  principal  Scientific   arid    Technical 
terms,   and  Foreign   Moneys,    Weights  and  Measures.      By   Jabez 
Jenkins.     Philadelphia:  J.  B.  Lippincott  &  Co. ,  1861. 
Let  not  the  reader  suppose  that  this  is  a  compilation  by  the  cele- 
brated Jenkins  of  the  London  Morning  Post,  or  by  the  no  less  cele- 
brated Jenkins  of  the  N.  Y.  Herald,  who  has,  we  believe,  recently 
rushed  into  print  as  a  "  pilgrim  of  fashion."     On  the  contrary, 
judging  from  its  brief  preface,  it  is  the  work  of  a  modest  pains- 
taking individual  of  the  city  of  Penn,  with  a  Scriptural  prenomen, 
which  dignifieth  the  Jenkinsonian  family .     With  the  exception  of 
the  bound  volumes  of  Vanity  Fair,  which  are  universally  con- 
ceded to  be  made  up  of  words  of  wisdom,  this  is  the  most  sensible 
little  book  we  know  of.     Mr.  Jenkins  says,  it  is  "  an  English  Dic- 
tionary of  all  except  familiar   words."     How  triumphantly  his 
assertion  is  verified  may  be  known  by  the  fact,  (and  those  who 
doubt  can  send  to  the  publisher  for  the  book  and  see  for  them- 
selves, )  that  after  a  careful  examination  of  the  work  we  can  ex- 
claim with  Richelieu,  (slightly  altered,) 

In  the  Vest-pocket  Lexicon  of  Jenkins, 
There's  no  such  word  as  "  fail." 
Leisure  Hours  in   Town.     By  the  Author  of  The   Recreations  of  a 

Country  Parson.  Boston  :  Ticknor  &  Fields. 
r  Mr.  Boyd,  so  popular  as  a  contributor  to  the  Atlantic  Monthly 
and  Eraser's  Magazine,  is  a  paison  of  the  right  stamp,  and  has  here 
need  his  leisure  hours  in  town  to  good  purpose.  Some  parsons  are 
too  muscular,  like  Kinosliy  ;  some  too  di i veiling,  like  Ohkever, 
and  some  too  Bainumy,  like  Beecher  ;  but  the  "Recreations 
indicate  that  even  Liogfnes  might  find  at  least  one  with  whom  it 
would  be  safe  to  "  drink  in  the  dark." 
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AWFUL    POSSIBILITY. 
Tough  Spinster. — "  Dear  me? — to  think  of  us  poor  girls  if  all  the  able-bodied 

MEN    ARE  TO  BE   SENT  OFF   TO   THE  WAR  !" 


The  Pirates  of  the  Press- 
Either  poverty  or  want  of  principle,  or 
both  combined,  or  something  else,  involves 
certain  representatives  of  the  Press  in  very- 
shabby  expedients  for  rendering  their  jour- 
nals attractive  at  a  cheap  and  eaoy  rate.  The 
example,  we  are  sorry  to  say,  has  been  set 
in  such  high  quarters  as  Franklin  Square, 
the  "Journal  of  Civilization"  there  pub- 
lished having  always  drawn  largely  upon 
Punch  for  its  humorous  illustrations,  and 
that  without  acknowledgement  of  source. 
Nay,  in  several  cases  have  John  Leech's 
characters  done  duty  in  tbat  journal  for  per- 
sonages never  contemplated  by  tbat  great 
satirist.  See  what  it  is  to  set  a  bad  example ! 
Here  we  find  the  productions  of  another 
great  satirist,  known  to  the  Children  of 
Earth  as  Vanity  Fair,  figuring,  from  time 
to  time  in  newspapers  as  original  contribu- 
tions. The  Philadelphia  Saturday  Evening 
Post  is  remarkably  fond  of  reproducing  the 
caricatures  of  Vanity  Fair  ;  but  it  is  very 
simple  of  the  S.  E.  P.  to  imagine  that  they 
pass  for  its  own,  as  everybody  has  seen  them 
in  the  right  owner's  columns  beforehand,, 
and  nobody  looks  at  them  in  the  larcenious 
sheets  but  to  exclaim  against  the  clumsiness 
of  the  attempted  deception,  and  the  pirati- 
cal proclivities  of  country  editors  ambitious 
to  decorate  the  turkey-buzzard  with  the 
peacock's  tail. 


Oi  a  Size. 

By  an  announcement  in  Kentucky  papers, 
we  learn  that  the  famous  Mammoth  Cave 
Hotel  is  to  be  re-opened  on  the  first  of  April. 
Barnum's  Obese  Young  Woman  has  been 
engaged  as  bar-maid  to  the  establishment, 
and  the  Hippopotamus  as  house-dog. 


Query. 

Isn't  a  trifle  odd  that  a  man  finds  it  best 
to  Knock  Under  when  he's  Knocked  Over  ? 


THE    REBEJL    FORCE    AT    MANASSAS. 
Being  Recollections  of  the  Reports  last  week. 


(From  the  Herald.) 

"It  is  evident  from  the  charred  remnants  of  buttons  and  horse- 
shoes lying  in  piles  throughout  the  deserted  camp,  that  there  could 
have  been  at  no  time  less  than  175,000  men  stationed  here  under 
Johnson.  To  advance  against  such  an  army  defended  by  fortifica- 
tions absolutely  impregnable,  would  have  been  worse  than  folly. 
It  would  have  been  foolish.  Let  Abolition  sheets  then  howl  as 
they  may,  and  seek  by  underhand  means  to  detract  from  the  bril- 
liancy of  the  great  '  strategic'  movement !  They  cannot  shake  the 
confidence  which  the  Public  reposes  in  Gen.  Mc  Clellan  and  in  the 
Herald,  which  now  has  a  larger  circulation  than  al!  the  rest  of  its 
contemporaries  put  together." 

(From  the  Tribune.) 

"  It  is  now  ascertained  beyond  a  doubt  that  the  only  occupants 
of  Manassas  for  the  past  six  months  have  been  four  women  and  a 
yellow  dog.  The  "  quaker"  guns  found  in  the  fortifications  are 
not  painted  logs,  as  at  first  reported,  but  simply  the  pounding- 
barrels  used  by  these  women  on  washing-day,  and  then  put  out  in 
the  sun  to  dry.  And  this  is  the  foe  which  has  kept  our  magnifi- 
cent army  of  100. 000  men  chafing  in  their  camps  about  Washington 
since  last  November,  at  a  cost  of  several  millions  per  day  !  Gen. 
Mc  Clellan  may  indeed  be  complimented  upon  the  signal  manner 
in  which  he  has  "  organized  conquered  victory  !'' 

"  Late  last  night  a  mounted  orderly  dashed  into  camp  with  the 
intelligence  that  Mrs.  Mc  Clellan  had  a  headache.  Hearing  this 
the  General  mounted  his  horse,  and  accompanied  by  bis  entire  staff 
rode  back  to  Washington.  He  is  expected  to  return  in  a  week  or 
two.  When  he  does  we  shall  probably  make  the  long-desired 
movement  towards  Richmond." 

(From  the  World.) 

"It  is  certain  that  there  were  70,000  troops  here  last  week. 
When  I  say  that  a  thing  is  certain  you  may  depend  that  it  is.  I 
was  here  last  summer  at  Bull  Run,  and  I  know  all  about  it.     There 


is  nothing  of  interest  in  the  way  of  army  news.  A  very  pleasing 
little  incident  occurred  yesterday  however,  in  which  I  chanced  to 
be  the  chief  actor.  Bayard  Taylor,  N.  P.  Willis  and  I,  separa- 
ting ourselves  from  the  vulgar  head  of  newspaper  reporters,  rode, 
chatting  over,  the  Bull  Run  battle-field.  Suddenly  Willis  stopped, 
and  beckoning  to  me, — etc.,  etc.,  etc. 

(From  the  Evening  Post.) 

' '  Johnson's  army  undoubtedly  evacuated  this  place  a  month 
ago.  Since  that  time  Manassas  has  been  held  by  an  Alabama  regi- 
ment and  two  companies  of  Wheat's  battalion,  who  were  unable 
to  get  away  with  the  rest,  being  all  down  sick  with  the  measles. 
These  just  recovered  in  time  to  elude  the  grasp  of  our  van-guard. 

"  Gen.  Mc  Clellan  has  just  arrived  '  a  day  after  the  fair.'  The 
foe  has  slipped  triumphantly  through  his  fingers,  and  it  will  not 
be  easy  to  catch  him  now.  The  Committee  on  the  Conduct  of  the 
War  is  here  gathering  the  facts  for  its  report  to  Congress.  This 
report,  it  is  said,  will  be  very  damaging  indeed  to  Gen.  Mc  Clellan, 
who  will  undoubtedly  be  relieved  of  his  command  in  a  day  or  two. 
Gen.  Fremont  is  the  man  for  the  place." 


A  Southern  Earl. 


If  Union  has  its  brace  of  Princes,  Disunion  has  its  Earl,  videlicet , 
Earl  Van  Dorn,  a  Major-general  in  the  C.  S.  A.,  who  recently 
faced  death  with  his  heels,  in  Arkansas.  The  following  sentence 
from  a  letter  addressed  to  him  by  General  Curtis,  after  that 
officer  and  General  Sigel  had  chased  the  Earl  and  his  myrmidons 
into  the  woods,  will  serve  to  show  that  he  is  a  nobleman  of  whom 
Dahomey  might  well  be  proud. 

"  The  General  regrets  that  we  find  on  the  battle-field,  contrary  to  the  usages 
of  civilized  warfare,  many  of  the  federal  dead  who  were  tomahawked,  scalped, 
and  their  bodies  shamefully  mangled." 


A  Bull  from  our  Pope. 

Gen.  Pope  has  banished  Bishop  Polk  from  the  Western  waters. 
They  have  proved  to  him  a  troubled  See. 
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OUR    "WASHINGTON    CORRESPONDENCE. 

Vanity  Fair,  having  obtained  at  great  expense  the  only  av  aila- 
ble  reporter  in  Washington,  is  herewith  enabled  to  furnish  a  suc- 
cinct but  comprehensive  report  of  the  current  proceedings  of  Con- 
gress. The  reader  will  the  more  readily  accept  an  apology  fo  r  our 
past  neglect  of  this  important  department  of  general  news,  when 
he  is  informed  that  the  annexed  summary  embraces  almost  the 
entire  business  of  the  past  five  months. 

Washington,  March. 

Senate. 

Mr.  Sumner  presented  petitions  for  the  emancipation  of  slaves. 

Mr.  Foster  presented  numerous  petitions  against  the  reduction 
of  salaries  of  Senators  and  Members  of  Congress.  He  said  that  he 
should  suffer  extreme  mortification  in  so  doing,  but  for  the  extra- 
onerous  duties  which  the  war  imposed  upon  this  body.  In  this 
connection  he  remarked  that  slavery  was  a  doomed  institution,  and 
that  the  war  was  working  out  its  natural  results. 

Mr.  Saulsbury  understood  that  the  war  was  for  the  Constitution 
and  Union.     Mr.  Powell  inquired  the  object  of  the  war. 

Mr.  Willey  denied  that  this  was  a  war  ;  it  was  an  insurrection. 

Mr.  Grimes  rose  to  a  point  of  order. 

Mr.  Willey  expressed  surprise  that  the  gentleman  should 
endeavor  to  restrain  debate,  when  he  yesterday  allowed  himself  so 
much  latitude. 

Mr.  G.  (with  warmth)— The  gentleman,  in  casting  my  latitude, 
is  in  danger  of  losing  his  own  reckoning.  He  may  measure  a 
degree  of  longitude  upon  this  floor  which 

Cries  of  "  order,"  "  order." 

Quiet  being  restored,  a  resolution  of  inquiry  was  offered,  as  to 
whether  the  old  issue  of  Demand  Treasury  Notes  had  yet  been 
made  a  legal  tender. 

Mr.  Wilson  presented  numerous  petitions  in  favor  of  emancipa- 
tion of  slaves. 

Mr.  Morrill  offered  an  amendment  to  the  Tax  Bill. 

Mr.  Sherman  offered  a  joint  resolution  expressing  the  thanks  of 
Congress  to  Gen.  Fremont  and  Gen.  Jim  Lane  for  the  able  manage- 
ment of  their  respective  Departments,  and  for  their  efficient 
services  in  the  war ;  also  a  resolution  appointing  a  Committee  to 
investigate  the  acts  of  Gen.  McClellan,  and  inquire  as  to  the  ex- 
pediency of  relieving  him  from  further  active  service. 

Adopted. 

The  bill  for  the  abolition  of  slavery  in  the  District  of  Columbia 
was  postponed. 

Mr.  Davis  offered  a  resolution  for  the  expulsion  of  Mr.  Powell. 

Resolutions  were  offered  for  the  expulsion  of  numerous  Senators. 

Senate  adjourned. 

House  . 

Mr.  Ashley  reported  a  bill  for  the  abolition  of  slavery. 

Mr.  Stevens  offered  a  resolution,  that  the  Committee  on  Naval 
Affairs  be  instructed  to  inquire  why  the  Merrimac  was  allowed  to 
reach  Hampton  Roads  before  the  Monitor. 

Mr.  Bingham  wished  to  find  no  fault,  but  he  believed  the  disaster 
to  our  fleet  was  due  to  the  negligence  of  Government  in  not 
removing  Gen.  McClellan. 

Mr.  Kellogg  said  that,  although  the  attention  of  the  Govern- 
ment had  been  repeatedly  called  to  the  existence  of  an  armed 
rebellion  at  the  South,  no  inquiry  had  been  made  into  the  facts. 

On  motion,  the  resolution  was  referred  to  the  Committee  on  the 
Conduct  of  the  War. 

Petitions  were  presented,  asking  Congress  to  turn  its  attention 
to  business. 

The  House,  in  Committee  of  the  Whole,  then  resumed  the  con- 
sideration of  the  Tax  Bill. 

Mr.  Richardson  offered  an  amendment  to  the  Bill. 

Mr.  Lovejoy  inquired  what  the  man  meant .  He  was  opposed 
to  tinkering  the  Bill. 

Mr.  Richardson  said  the  Bill  needed  amending.  He  was  opposed 
to  such  a  tax,  altogether. 

Mr.  Lovejoy  appealed  to  the  Chair,  that  he  had  made  no  attacks 
upon  the  gentleman. 

Mr.  R.  repeatedly  sought  to  explain. 

Mr.  Hickman  rose  to  a  question  of  order,  saying  that  Mr. 
Richardson  had  no  right  to  interrupt  the  gentleman  from  Illinois 
(Mr.  Love-ioy.) 

Mr.  Richardson  characterized  the  conduct  of  Mr.  Hickman  as 
indecent. 

Mr.  Hickman  (in  an  earnest  tone)— "I  pronounce  that  a  libel 
upon  me,  and  I'll  not  permit  it." 

Mr.  Richardson  advised  the  gentleman  to  be  cautious  in  the  use 
of  his  pronouns. 

Cries  of  "  order,"  "  order." 


A  debate  ensued  on  amendments  and  the  general  provisions  of 
the  Bill. 

On  motion,  the  bill  for  the  abolition  of  slavery  was  made  the 
special  order  for  the  following  day. 

Adjourned. 


MANASSAS. 

For  panic  and  speed,  the  Confederates'  stampede 

From  "  The  Gap,"  Bull  Run  running  surpasses, 
And  History  its  name,  as  a  key  to  their  shame, 

Should  convert  to  "  The  Gap  of  Man-asses." 
In  our  flying  feat  we  made  tracks  because  beat 

By  a  visible  tangible  foe  ; 
But  when  they  got  wind  of  our  coming  they  shinned 

To  the  rear,  nor  awaited  the  blow . 

General  Lee,  scarce  as  bold  as  his  namesake  of  old, 

Without  firing  a  shot  took  to  tramping, 
And  by  rail  through  the  swamp,  with  his  fine  aides-de-camp 

Thought  it  prudent  to  go  a-decamping. 
As  the  rolling  stock  came,  crowds  rolled  into  the  same, 

For  a  combat  was  not  in  their  role, 
And  their  backs  upon  Mars  turned  those  heroes  of  Cars, 

In  a  body,  with  carcases  whole . 

When  the  much-hurried  host  from  these  quarters  vamosed 

They  left  for  the  incoming  party, 
All  littered  around  prose  and  verse  (machine  ground) 

Just  to  show  they  were  great  literati. 
There  were  scrawls  not  a  few,  from  fair  demoiselles  who 

Were  in  want  of  some  fresh  scalps  of  Yankees, 
And  unfinished  replies,  much  more  boastful  than  wise, 

From  dear  Freddys  and  Harrys  and  Frankys. 

One  was  writ  in  red  ink  (this  of  all  was  the  pink,) 

Which  was  warranted  hlood  by  the  author, 
And  of  tenderest  verse,  quite  too  tough  to  rehearse, 

There  was  found  a  sufficiency — rather. 
The  Rebs'  spelling  alas  !  proved  them  not  of  a  class 

That  regard  has  to  forms  of  the  schools, 
And  a  stammering  Fed  blurted  out  as  he  read , 

' '  Why  these  rebels  are  all  foo-foo-fools. ' ' 

They  made  off,  these  spry  boys,  (see  their  yarns)  as  decoys, 

To  tempt  Northern  mudsills  to  follow, 
Whom  when  down  in  the  South,  sick,  and  down  in  the  mouth , 

They  will  "  mount"  and  occasion  to  "  holler." 
They  can  die,  so  they  say,  as  they  scamper  away  ; 

Glory's  bed  they  are  anxious  tp  lie  in, 
And  'tis  therefore  supposed  they  have  only  vamosed  , 

Just  to  search  for  that  "  last  ditch"  to  die  in. 


The  Dignity  ot  the  Law- 

In  a  Massachusetts  Court,  called,  by  way  of  joke,  the  Superior 
Court — a  ruffian,  the  other  day,  leapt  the  bar,  fell  upon  an  attor- 
ney, knocked  him  down,  and  was  fined  for  this  trifling  misde- 
meanor  $25 !    There  should  be  a  new  Tariff  of  Costs  in  that 

Court,  something  like  this  : 

For  assaulting  the  Sheriff Six  Cents . 

"  "    Clerk Four  Cents. 

"        "  "    Judge Two  Cents. 

We  hear  a  great  deal  of  criticism  from  Massachusetts  news- 
papers of  our  New  York  Courts  ;  but  our  belief  is,  that  Battery  of 
the  Bar  by  disgusted  Defendants  would  cost  more  than  $25.00, 
even  in  our  ghastlv  Gomorrah.  The  Dead  Rabbit  has  evidently 
emigrated  to  Western  Massachusetts. 


Reading  for  the  (Rebel)  Million. 
Taught  in  one  Lesson. 

If  it  be  true  that  anything  can  be  so  written  "  that  he  who 
runs  may  read,"  then  we  vehemently  urge  each  and  every  friend 
of  enlightenment  to  write  a  large  quantity  of  such  things,  to  be 
placed  in  conspicuous  positions  throughout  the  South.  For  very 
few  of  the  poor  Chivalry  can  read. 

But  they  evince  an  undeniable  aptitude  for  running. 

The  dissemination,  therefore,  of  such  writings  as  those  alluded 
to  among  them,  would  afford  them  a  remarkably  cheap,  rapid,  and 
extended  means  of  acquiring  this  eminently  useful  branch  of 
knowledge. 
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THOSE    STREET    BOYS ! 

Policeman. — "Hi!  you  young  rascals,   what  marts  you  cut  away! 
Boy. — " — Afeerd  you'll  bu'st  !" 


Frightful  Apprehension- 
To  the  Editor  of  Vanity  Fair. 

Sir  :— My  friend,  Peter  Pewter,  in  the 
course  of  an  argument  against  the  New  Tax 
Bill,  the  other  night,  at  "  The  Shades,"  said 
to  me  :  "  Why,  sir,  you  have  got  to  pay  a 
million  of  dollars  a  year  for  your  beer!" 
If  so,  I  really  cannot  tell  where  I  am  to  get 
the  money.     How  is  it  ? 

Yours  apprehensively, 

XXX. 


Humiliating  Prospect- 
There  was  a  battle  fought ;  and  it  is  en- 
tered upon  the  book  of  contemporaneous 
history  as  the  battle  of  Pea  Ridge. 

We  can  imagine  some  Humorist  of  the 
Future  asking  with  mordacious  wit,  whether 
soldiers  in  the  middle  of  the  Nineteenth 
Century  were  armed  with  Pea  Guns. 


the 


Birds'  Eye  View  of  it. 

The  Roman  Capitol   was  saved  ty 
Cackling  of  Geese. 

Our  Capital  was  well-nigh  destroyed  by 
the  Calc'lating  of  the  Robbin'.     <f 


Attention,   Artists  ! 

Whatever  may  be  said  in  praise  of  Daguer- 
reotyping,  we  must  all  pronounce  it  a  foe-to- 
graphic  art. 


Only  Natural. 

That    from    Newbern    we    should 
accounts  of  a  New  Burnside  victory. 


have 


The  great  Rebel  cry  just  new- 
Backward  to  Richmond ! 


THE  LONDON  TIMES   ON   THE  BATTLE  ON  THE 
BATTERIES. 

By  Telegraph  from  Farthest  Point,    to  Vanity  Fair. 

We  have  awaited,  with  some  anxiety,  the  transatlantic  echo  of 
our  Monitor's  guns  ;  and  now  comes  to  our  excited  ear  the  mut- 
tering of  distant  thunder.  Or  is  it  only  in  fancy  we  hear  the 
hollow,  threatening  growl  ? 

From  the  London  Times,  March  25th. 

The  Federal  Navy  has  been  destroyed.  On  Saturday,  8th  inst., 
the  Confederate  iron  clad  steamers  Virginia  and  Merrimac  entered 
Hampton  Roads,  and  on  that  day  and  the  following,  succeeded  in 
sinking,  burning,  or  wrecking  all  Federal  vessels  in  those  waters, 
together  with  the  town  of  Newport  News  on  Rhode  Island. 

The  vengeful  career  of  these  invulnerable  batteries  seems  not  to 
have  received  even  the  slightest  check  from  the  fire  of  four  large 
frigates  ;  or  from  Fortress  Monroe,  under  whose  guns  the  smaller 
craft  vainly  sought  protection.  The  Merrimac  was  formerly  a 
Federal  frigate.  She  was  captured  at  New  Orleans,  by  the  Con- 
federate Comodore,  Hollins.  The  Virginia  was  a  Southern  steamer 
running  to  New  York.  They,  were  rebuilt  and  iron  clad,  at 
Norfolk,  in  the  State  of  Chesapeake — from  plans  of  the  Warrior, 
furnished  to  Mr.  Yancey  for  the  purpose — and  are  armed  with  six- 
teen heavy  Armstrong  guns, 

*  *  *  *  During  the  second  day  of  devastation  the  Federals  sent 
to  New  York  for  an  iron  nondescript  called  the  Monitor  ;  but  the 
Monitor  did  not  arrive  until  after  dark,  too  late  to  take  any  impor- 
tant part  in  the  conflict.  Indeed  being  very  small,  carrying  but 
two  guns,  and  being  propelled  in  some  awkward,  unheard-of 
fashion,  by  a  revolving  cylinder  amid-ships,  it  would  be  absurd  to 
suppose  that  this  new  Yankee  invention  could  compete  with  the 
Confederate  Invincibles  modelled  after  our  own  armored  champion?. 
Fortunately  for  the  Monitor,  the  Confederates  had  exhausted  their 
ammunition.  They  returned  to  Norfolk,  apparently  for  a  further 
supply  ;  and  the  next  arrivals  from  America  will  probably  bring 
us  advice  that  these  twins  of  destruction  have  gone  down  the 
Atlantic  coast,  to  sweep  from  the  seas  the  old  wooden  hulks  which 
constitute  the  Federal  Navy  ;  thus  practically  putting  at  rest  the 
vexed  question  of  the  blockade. 


The  cities  of  New  York  and  Hoboken  were  thrown  into  a  state 
of  frantic  terror  ;  and  Gen.  McClellan  has  ordered  Forts  Sumter 
and  Trumbull  to  be  prepared  for  making  what  feeble  opposition 
they  can,  to  the  apprehended  attack  of  the  terrible  iron  batteries. 

These  low  reverberations  come  to  us  from  so  far  across  seas,  we 
may  possibly  be  in  error,  in  attributing  them  to  the  Times  ;  but  have 
they  not  verily  the  intelligent  and  kindly  tone  with  which  that 
journal  usually  roars  us  on  American  affairs  ? 


Hard  up  and  high  up- 

We  have  noticed  that  every  time  the  Rebels  make  a  stand  in 
the  West  their  fortification  is  designated  by  the  special  corres- 
pondents a  "  new  Gibraltar."  This  is  done,  we  suppose,  in  order 
that  the  loyal  heart  may  be  continually  gratified  with  the  intelli- 
gence that  the  enemy  is  "  On  a  Rock." 


An  Anecdote. 

The  President,  as  our  readers  are  aware,  went  to  visit  the  hero 
of  the  Monitor  immediately  upon  his  arrival  in  Washington. 

"  Well,  Captain,"  said  A.  L.,  holding  out  his  hand  to  the  half- 
blinded  officer,  "  I  hear  that  they  did  you  considerable  damage." 

"Oh!  sir,"  replied  Worden,  who  is  witty  as  well  as  brave, 
"  you  mustn't  believe  that.  The  damage,  I  assure  you,  is  All  In 
My  Eye." 

Jenks  Redivivus. 

Jenks  says,  (and  insists  upon  our  publishing  it  as  his  first  joke 
since  the  breaking  out  of  the  war)  that,  judging  from  the  rapid 
increase  in  the  numbers  of  the  slaves  daily  coming  within  our 
lines,  the  Rebels  will,  ere  long,  be  in  a  state  of  complete  contra- 
bandonment. 


In  for  a  Long  Swing. 

As  Floyd  and  Pillow  have  been  "suspended"  until  they  "  give 
a  satisfactory  account  of  their  action,"  it  is  apprehended  that  they 
will  find  out  the  difference  between  Cutting  Out  and  Cutting  Down . 
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THE    BATTLE    OF    HAMPTON    ROADS. 
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'Twas  in  James  Kiver,  not  long  ago, 

When  the  tide  was  falling,  sluggish  and  slow,    _ 

That  from  Newport  News  and  Fortress  Monroe 

A  nondescript  vessel  was  seen  : 
A  thing  like  a  house- roof,  iron  clad, 
That,  saucily  waving  over  it,  had 
The  flag  of  the  country  gone  to  the  bad 

The  Confederate  colors,  I  mean . 

The  singular  monster  steamed  along, 

Its  iron  roof  glistening,  massive  and  strong, 

While  a  sort  of  defiant  and  ominous  song 

Was  sung  by  its  puffing  steam  ; 
Nor  pausing,  nor  turning,  it  held  its  way 
Where  the  river  widens  into  a  bay, 
And  there  the  blockaders  motionless  lay 

In  the  broad  and  glassy  stream. 

Then  a  row  of  port-holes  suddenly  flew 
Wide  open,  disclosing  quite  plain  to  the  view 
The  cannon,  neither  feeble  nor  few, 

That  grinned  through  the  iron-clad  side  ; 
And  as  vainly  the  Cumberland' s  broadsides  roared, 

And  the  Congress with  scarcely  a  crew  on  board. 

Made  every  gun  ring  out  in  accord, 

The  monster  briskly  replied. 

The  balls  glanced  off  from  her  roof  like  rain, 
As  down  on  the  Cumberland  went  she,  amain. 
And  struck  her  amidships,  again  and  again, 

With  a  prow  of  ponderous  weight ; 
The  tall  ship  rocked  and  her  timbers  crashed  ; 
The  spray  and  foam  on  her  deck  were  dashed  .... 
She  settled. . .  .the  billows  over  her  flashed  .... 

And  she  went  to  the  bottom  straight ! 

Tho  Congress  then  was  the  vessel  doomed 

And  toward  the  spot  where  her  riguing  loomed 

Dim  through  the  smoke  of  her  guns  that  boomed, 

The  nondescript  went,  full  tilt  ; 
The  men  on  board,  as  I  said,  were  few, 
The  strength  of  their  foe  too  well  they  knew, 
So  there  seemed  but  one  thing  left  to  do, 

Lest  blood  should  be  uselessly  spilt. 

She  struck  her  colors. . .  .'twas  sad  to  see 

And  two  Rebel  vessels  that  lay  to  the  lee 
Took  her  officers  captive. . .  .the  men  went  free 

And  burned  her  there  as  she  lay  ; 
The  Minnesota  and  Roanoke  tried 
To  get  to  the  scene,  but  the  lulling  tide 
Left  both  aground  on  the  Newport  side, 

When  the  sun  went  down  that  day. 


What  might  have  happened,  no  one  can  know , 
If  the  monster  had  been  permitted  to  go 
Among  the  blockaders,  to  and  fro, 

When  the  morrow's  sun  shone  forth  ; 
But  Hampton  Roads  "  saw  another  sight," 
When  the  morning  dawned  on  a  second  fight, 
For  behold  !  the  Monitor,  during  the  night, 

Had  come  to  sustain  the  North, 

'1  he  cannon  thundered  from  these  dread  foes  ; 
They  dealt  each  other  the  doughtiest  blows, 
Now  at  long  range,  now  hauled  to  a  close, 

And  bomb-shell  and  round-shot  sang  ; 
A  perfect  tornado  of  iron  and  flame 
From  each  of  the  war-dogs  incessantly  came, 
The  shot  fell  like  rain  on  each  heavy-mailed  frame, 

And  loudly  their  armor  rang. 

The  Monitor  suffered  nothing  at  all  ; 
Impregnable  was  she  to  powder  and  ball ; 
But  the  Merrimac's  pride  got  a  grievous  fall, 

And  her  armor  a  grievous  rent ; 
She  signaled  her  consorts,  their  aid  to  seek, 
For  she  needed  a  tow,  being  badly  aleak, 
And  looking  decidedly  crippled  and  weak, 

Back  to  quarters  at  Norfolk  she  went. 

Then  all  the  spectators  who  watched  far  and  near, 

And  whose  hearts  had  been  balanced  between  hope  and  fear, 

Gave  forth  as  one  man  a  unanimous  cheer, 

That  shook  both  the  earth  and  the  air  ; 
The  battle  was  over,  and  ours  was  the  day, 
The  Rebels  had  hobbled  disabled  away, 
And  if  they're  not  satisfied,  why,  we  can  say, 

"  Just  try  it  again  if  you  dare  !" 


FIENDS    A1ND    GHOULS. 


Every  account  from  the  neighborhood  of  Manassas  brings  with 
it  some  particulars  of  atrocities  perpetrated  by  the  rebels  upon  the 
Union  soldiers  who  were  unlucky  enough  to  fall  into  their  hands. 
The  skulls  of  Fire  Zouaves,  with  classical  quotations  inscribed 
upon  them,  seem  to  have  been  common  among  the  Gorilla  Ghouls 
of  the  C.  S.  A.  Pipes  and  finger-rings,  made  of  bones,  have  been 
discovered  in  the  deserted  camps,  the  midnight  aspect  of  which, 
while  in  occupation  of  the  rebels,  must  have  been  suggestive  of  an 
orgie  of  Vampyres  upon  a  battle  field.  Mutilation  appears  to  have 
been  inculcated  as  part  of  a  soldier's  duty,  and  the  soldiers  were 
apparently  very  dutiful  in  their  performance  of  it.  The  following 
document,  said  to  have  been  discovered  in  a  cartridge-box  taken  at 
Manassas,  throws  some  light  upon  the  subject. 

Head  Quarters,  C.  S.  A.  16  July  1861  . 
Soldiers  ! 

Now  is  your  time.  These  cowardly  Yankees  are  upon  us,  and  it  wilt  he  in- 
tolerable to  stand  before  them — especially  the  Massachusetts  men — on  account 
of  their  vile  Yankee  habit  of  speaking  through  their  noses.  On  this  account 
make  as  few  prisoners  as  possible,  lest  discontent  should  be  spread  through  our 
army  by  the  gratiag  of  the  harsh  Yankee  twang  upon  the  musical  Southern  ear. 
Where  it  is  necessary  to  make  prisoners,  however,  the  following  simple  ex- 
pedient will  prevent  them  from  speaking  through  their  noses.  Bite  their  noses 
off.  Beauregard. 


Our  Harbor  Defences- 


A  correspondent  enquires  of  us  whether  it  would  not  be  possible 
to  forge  a  Magnet  large  enough  to  coax  the  iron-sheathed  Merrimac 
ashore,  supposing  that  she  should  attempt  to  enter  New  York 
Harbor. 

The  project  is  worthy  of  deep  consideration — say  about  four 
fathoms  at  low  water.  For  the  present,  however,  we  can  only  see 
in  it  the  converse  of  the  process  employed  by  Government  with 
regard  to  Charleston  Harbor — the  latter  being  obstructed  by  Stone 
Loading,  while  ours  would  be  secured  by  Load  Stoning. 


From  Bad  to  Worse. 

Irene  was  the  Goddess  of  Peace.  In  course  of  time  her  business 
failed ;  she  became  bankrupt,  and  her  name  was  corrupted  to 
Hiren,  (see  Shakespeare.)  Later,  still,  this  was  changed  to  Hiron, 
and  a  Cockney  hardware  man  was  lately  heard  exclaiming  joyfully 
that  "  Hiron  is  now  the  God  of  War  !" 


A  Dose  for  C.  S.  A.  Patriots 


The  Army  Drafts. 
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Up  with  him. 
Our  old  friend  Floyd  has  been  "sus- 
pended" from  his  command  in  the  Rebel 
army .  As  an  augury  of  his  final  fate  this 
may  be  regarded  as  cheering.  The  next 
time  he  is  "  suspended,"  we  imagine  that 
two  uprights,  a  cross-beam  and  a  slip-noose 
will  be  mentioned  in  connection  with  the 
affair. 


Unreasonable. 

With  whiskey  at  $2  per  pint  in  Richmond, 
The  Examiner  is  foolish  enough  to  anticipate 
resignation  of  Gov.  Letcher.  We  predict 
that  he  will  never  be  a  religious  Governor, 
until  old  Red  Eye,  by  which  we  don't  mean 
the  Red  Eye  of  War,  goes  down  to  something 
less  than  that  frightful  figure. 


Flagrant. 

They  call  their  flag  in  the  Confederate 
Provinces  "the  banner  of  the  stars  and 
bars."  At  the  last  accounts  from  Virginia 
they  were  seeing  more  stars  and  fewer  bars 
than  were  pleasant — a  precious  deal  more 
of  decamping  than  decanting. 


Eccentric  Boston. 

The  Boston  Transcript,  in  recommending 
a  superior  article  of  Maryland  oysters  just 
arrived,  states  that  they  are  sold  at  "  peace 
prices." 

From  this  it  is  to  be  inferred  that  Mary- 
land oysters  are  not  provided  with  Shells. 


Bad  for  the  Darkey. 

The  admirers  of  the  Negro  are  in  a  state 
of  puzzle  about  the  African  Earth  Women 
now  on  exhibition  at  Boston.  It  looks  as  if 
the  negro  wasn't  made  of  the  same  Clay  as 
the" white  man,  after  all. 


A    CASE    OF    REAL    HARDSHIP. 
Swell  Policeman   (to  Magistrate.) — "I  wouldn't  insist  upon  resigning,    sir,    if 

THERE   WAS   A   COMPETENT   HAIR-DRESSER    IN    THE   WARD— BUT   THERE   AIN'T  !" 


From  our  Ornithologist. 
In  view  of  his  numerous  and  rapid  flights, 
it  is  suggested  that  a  notorious  Rebel  Gen- 
eral's name  be  changed  from  Sterling  to 
Starling  Price. 


EFFECTS    OF    THE    WAR. 

The  Tribune  of  the  19th  instant,  reporting  the  late  affray  at 
Brooklyn,  in  which  a  prisoner  was  shot  by  a  policeman,  gives  the 
following  recommendation  of  the  fatal  weapon. 

"  The  revolver  was  one  of  Smith  and  Wesson's  five-shooters.  The  ball  is  very 
small,  but  carries  a  long  distance,  as  proved  in  this  instance. 

So  it  ever  is,  that  the  smell  of  blood  kindles  the  latent  appetite 
of  animals  of  prey.  Previous  to  the  War,  the  Editor  of  the  Tribune 
was  "  mild  as  the  Behemoth  though  large  his  frame,"  if  we  may 
be  allowed  thus  to  misquote  the  words  of  the  poet.  Now  there  is 
no  holding  him,  and  we  may  expect  any  day  to  see  an  article  from 
his  pen  somewhat  in  the  following  strain  : 

"  Get  the  best  ,  buy  your  bowie-knife  from  Blodgers  and  your  brass-knuckles 
from  Sucgi.vs — as  we  do.  Procure  your  shirt  of  mail  from  Shirtlink  &  Co. — as 
we  do.  Obtain  a  ten-pound  slung  shot  from  some  respectable  dealer  in  such 
articles,  and  carry  it  always  in  your  trousers'  pocket — as  we  do.  Put  three 
bullets  in  each  of  the  barrels  of  your  seven-shooter,  and  always  liquor  up  stiff 
before  going  out  at  night,  to  Eteady  your  aim — as  we  do." 


Scientific. 

"  Is  the  adder  oviparous  or  is  it  viviparous  ?"  asked  Pachyderm 
of  Tax  [derm,  as  they  conversed  gaily  together  about  snakes  in 
general. 

"  Viperiferous,"  replied    Taxiderm,  whose   pronunciation  wair 
slightly  affected  by  the  lemonade. 


THE    INDEPENDENT    AT    THE    BAR. 

The  degeneracy  of  modern  days  is,  we  think,  best  exemplified  in 
the  following  adyertisement  which  we  find,  of  course,  in  the  Herald. 

FOR  ADO^TION.-A  HEALTHY,  GOOD    LOOKING  FEMALE  CHILD  A  PEW 
days    old   and   used   to  the    bottle  ;    is  of  intelligent    and    respectable 
parentage,     Address  Doctor.  Station  D.,  New  York. 

That  an  infant  of  tender  days  should  be  "  used  to  the  bottle"  is 
indeed  startling  and  opens  up  to  us  an  entirely  new  view  of  baby, 
hood.  Presently,  we  presume,  the  "  flowing  bowl"  of  Bacchus  will 
be  substituted  for  the  washbowl  of  Hygeia,  baby  bumpers  will 
take  the  place  of  baby  jumpers,  and  cocktails  will  supplant  caudle. 
No  infant  of  "  intelligent  and  respectable  parentage"  will  permit 
its  things  to  be  put  on  until  it  has  been  mollified  with  a  "  brandy 
sour,"  or  consent  to  "show  off"  in  the  parlor  before  visitors,  unless 
stimulated  by  at  least  two  glasses  of  invigorating  tod.  The  un- 
certain tongue  of  childhood,  rendered  thick  by  innumerable 
"  goes,"  will  become  more  incomprehensible  than  ever.  We  can 
imagine  little  Mary  staggering  up  to  her  astonished  Papa  with  an 
addres3  something  in  this  style:  "Pap'  (/lie)  gib  lil'  pet  a  (hie) 
pennv !  Wush  (hie)  goodee  lil'  pappy !  Mammy  shays  (hie)  give 
pet  &  (hie)  penny.     Lil'  pet  wantser  'am  a'n'  (hie)  lasses.     Wu.  !" 

If  to  the  mind  of  "  Doctor,  Station  D.,"  these  lines  convey  a 
glimpse  of  the  horrible  state  of  things  he  has  inaugurated,  we 
phall  not  have  written  in  vain. 


Motto  for  a  Windmill- 


Blow  me  !" 
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Z,t«£e   Johnny  Bull. — I  want   that  Yankee  boy's  ship  I    I  will  have  it,  and  I  dont  care  about  mine, 

BOO  HOO   !    BOO  IIOO  !  " 
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E  all  know  that  from 
time  immemorial  —  say 
from  the  days  of  Mrs. 
Job — the  female  portion 
of  the  human  race  has 
had  a  propensity  to  Rail, 
— a  propensity,  we  are 
sorry  to  say,  en  passant, 
now  shared  in  by  the 
village  Solons  at  Albany 
to  the  eternal  detriment 
of  our  beloved  Broadway. 
Shakespeare  illustrates 
this  point  felicitously  in 
his  merry  comedy  "  The 
Tanning  of  the  Shoe," 
and  as  for  modern  in- 
stances, our  Celtic  friend 
O'Titian  says  that  the 
"Rale  thing"  can  be 
found  in  almost  every 
well  -  regulated  house- 
hold. 

The  debilitating  effects 
of  this  propensity  upon 
the  male  portion  of  the 
human  race  are  well- 
known.  Indigestion  is 
among  the  first  of  these. 
All  manner  of  intestinal 
vicissitudes  follow.  Then, 
his  mind  distracted,  bis 
gastric  juice  a  mockery, 
the  unhappy  victim 
either  lies  down  passively 
at  the  feet  of  the  tor 
mentor,  or  plunges  into 
a  vortex  of  dissipation 
and  comes  home  in  a 
defiant  state  of  drunk 
every  night. 

This  combative  quality  in  Woman  is  necessarily  heightened  in 
time  of  War.  And  this,  to  come  to  the  point,  is  the  reason  why 
the  soldiers  of  our  invading  army  have  our  sincerest  sympathy. 
For  the  females  of  Secessia,  like  our  own  army  wagons,  display 
any  quantity  of  Tongue.  At  every  point  the  Hardee  defenders  of 
the  Union  are  assailed  with  this  powerful  weapon.  Commander 
Rodgers  reporting  to  Flag-officer  Dupont  the  capture  of  St. 
Augustine,  says  :  "There  is  much  violent  and  pestilent  feeling 
among  the  women.  They  seem  to  mistake  treason  for  courage, 
and  have  a  theatrical  desire  to  figure  as  heroines."  In  this 
spirit  these  cantankerous  creatures  stole  forth  in  the  night,  armed 
to  the  teeth  with  bodkins  and  scissors,  and  hacked  away  at  the 
flag-staff  in  front  of  the  barracks  until  they  brought  it  down  ; 
whereupon  they  returned  home  satisfied,  probably,  in  their  own 
minds,  that  no  Stars  and  Stripes  could  ever  be  raised  in  that  town. 
From  Gen.  Banks's  column  we  have  items  of  a  similar  nature  ; 
and  if  you  want  to  know  how  they  act  in  Nashville,  just  read  this 
extract  from  the  letter  of  a  correspondent  there  : 

"  I  have  seen  full-grovm  girls  stick  out  their  tongues  at  passing  soldiers,  I  have 
seen  women  dressed  in  the  height  of  fashion,  deliberately  wheel  about  on  the 
sidewalks,  when  happening  to  meet  troops  marching  through  the  city,  and 
keep  their  backs  turned  until  they  had  moved  past.  On  one  occasion  I  even 
saw  an  infuriated  matron  lift  up  a  young  boy  in  her  arms  and  tell  him  to  spit 
at  the  '  Yankees'  and  hurrah  for  Jefferson  Davis." 

It  must  be  evident,  we  think,  to  the  mind  of  the  most  obtuse 
idiot  that  this  sort  of  thing  won't  do.  The  obstreperous  fair  must 
cease  to  obstrep.  This  is  a  military  necessity.  For  the  dreamy- 
eyed  daughter  of  the  South  who  would  "  stick  out  her  tongue  at 
passing  soldiers"  would  certainly  stick  at  nothing  that  might  aid 
the  rebel  cause.  And  this  same  tongue,  too,  is  what  we  have 
most  to  fear.  It  threatens  to  demoralize  the  best  part  of  our 
army.  Gab  has  proved  a  better  defense  than  gabions  before  now. 
The  soldier  who  charges,  without  a  thought  of  fear,  up  to  the 
very  cannon's  mouth,  falls,  a  shrinking  and  subjected  creature 
before  the  mouth  of  scolding  woman.  Are  we  in  a  position  to 
ignore  these  facts  ?  Can  we  afford  to  have  our  brave  defenders 
talked  into  fits,  or  driven  by  well-directed  volleys  of  vituperation 
to  drunkenness,  suicide,  or  the  perusal  of  the  New  York  Tribune. 
Not  any.  And  although  it  isn't  a  pleasant  thing  to  say  to  "  lovely 
woman"  it  is  certainly  time  that  we  told  these  rebel  Madams  to 
"  hold  their  jaw." 
Should  this  polite   request  not  be  complied  with  the  punish- 


ment to  be  inflicted  readily  suggests  itself,  and  in  a  short  time  no 
General's  library  would  be  complete  without  the  following  code  : 


AGE  OF 

OFFENDER 


Vituperation  in  the  1st  Degree. 


Vituperation  in  the  2d  Degree, 

Assault  and  Flattery. 

Assault  with  intent  to  scratch 

Assault  with  intent  to  pull  hair. 

Assault  with  intent  to  gener 
ally  demolish. 


16—20 


35-45 


16—20 

35—45 
16—25 

40—50 


35—50 
35-50 


PENALTY. 


To  wear  large-figured 
calico  for  six  months, 
and  to  be  deprived  of 
her  Photograph  Al- 
bum. 

To  go  without  "shop- 
ping" for  1  year  and  to 
be  perfectly  silent  two 
hours  per  day.  If  un- 
married, to  mind  her 
own  business  for  6 
months  under  the  heavi- 
est penalties. 

To  have  but  one 
"  gentleman  acquain- 
tance" at  a  time. 

To  wear  her  "  last 
year's  things." 

To  be  deprived  of  a 
female  confidante  for  3 
months. 

To  wear  her  own 
teeth.  If  unmarried, 
to  give  her  correct  age, 
and  prove  her  state- 
ment by  the  Family 
Record. 

To  be  deprived  of  tea 
for  5  years. 

To  be  deprived  of  the 
company  of  the  other 
sex  for  14  days . 


Some  of  the  penalties  enumerated  above  may  be  considered  un- 
necessarily severe,  but  we  think  they  are  w  arranted  by  the  exi- 
gencies of  the  times.  Enforced,  they  would,  without  a  doubt,  put 
an  end  to  the  aggressions  to  which  the  Union  troops  are  now 
everywhere  subject.  We  hereby  call  the  attention  of  the  War 
Department  to  the  matter,  and  leave  to  the  able  hands  of  Secretary 
Stanton  the  furtherance  of  our  scheme. 


AN    EXTRAORDINARY    MATTER. 

In  a  communication  to  the  Times,  headed  "A  New  Atrocity  in 
our  Public  Schools,"  a  person  signing  himself  "  Subscriber  "  com- 
plains of  "  a  new  kink  or  fungus  that  has  appeared  in  Grammar 
School  No.  50.  The  scholars  are  learning  a  new  mode  of  pronun- 
ciation."    He  goes  on  to  write  : — 

Jly  little  girl,  on  asking  for  butter  now,  wishing  me  to  pass  it,  pronounces  it 
as  if  spelt  pars.  I  instinctively  say,  "  Butter  is  a  common  noun,  third  person, 
singular  number,"  &c.  Class  is  now  clars.  Next,  cat  is  cart,  and  I  suppose  I 
burn  gars  instead  of  gas. 

Really,  this  is  too  horrible.  We  demand  particulars  concerning 
the  sanity  of  the  gentleman  who  says  that  his  little  girl  pronounces 
butter  "  as  if  spelt  pars.''  If  he  is  all  right,  of  course  the  Gram- 
mar School  teachers  are  a  monstrous  set  of  idiots — four  horse 
power. 

B-u-t-but  t-e-r-ter— "  Pars !"  Throat  of  a  stickleback!  what 
means  this  astonishing  business  ? 

Does  B-r-e-a-d  spell  wax  or  knitting-needles  ? 

Does  S-u-g-a-r  spell  buttons  or  crimped  hair  ? 

Daes  C-a-k-e  spell  porcelain  vases  or  fare  five  cents  to  Central 
Park  ? 

We  demand  the  entire  facts  in  this  extraordinary  case. 

The  great  rebellion  is  but  a  drop  in  the  bucket  of  importance 
compared  with  this  "  startling-if-tiue"  affair. 

Blood  !  blood  !  Who  dares  pollute  our  noble  tongue  ?  Show 
us  the  perpetrator,  or  the  falsifier— confront  us  with  the  little  girl, 

and  by ha  !  ha  1     We  will !     It  shall  be  !     Ha  !  ha !     Hands 

off!     Ha!  ha!     Revenge!     Ha!  ha! 


Hard. 

The  battle  of  Winchester  has  earned  for  the  Rebel  Gen.  Jackson 
the  soubriquet  of  Stone  Wall  Jackson.  He  certainly  loads  an  army 
of  Stone  Fencibles,  and  we  have  no  doubt  that  if  called  upon  for  an 
explanation  of  his  masterly  defeat,  he  would,  in  the  favorite  dialect 
of  the  South,  state  that  the  fault  lay  wholly  in  "  De  Fence." 


vajsitty  fair. 
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AN    ARDUOUS    POST. 
Rummy  Man. — "Off  wid  me,  is  it? — and  me  a  Government  conthsactor  engaged 

IN    HIS    LAYGAL     CALUN.'     05T    THRANSPORTIN'     THE    MAILS  I" 


Mighty  Throes-! 
We  hear  occasionally  of  the  mighty  throes 
of  the  rebels,  through  the  columns  of  the 
Secession  papers,  hut  we'll  back  Gen.  Shields 
against  them  all,  as  we  were  lately  informed 
by  the  New  York  Herald  that : — 

Gen.  Shields  'went  in  hot  pursuit  of  the  Rebels, 
and  threw  a  bridge  over  a  river.  He  then  threw 
his  whole  army  across,  and  then  threw  out  his 
pickets  for  two  miles. 

If  these  are  not  mighty  throws  we  should 
like  to  know  it. 


A  Striking  Contrast. 

The  Quebec  correspondent  of  a  Western 
paper,  speaking  in  a  descriptive  mood  about 
Lord  Monck,  the  newly  imported  Governor 
of  Canada,  says — "His  Excellency  is  a  very 
pleasant  looking  gentleman,  and  does  not 
shave." 

In  the  latter  respect,  at  least,  His  Excel-  " 
lency  offers  a  marked  contrast  to  His  Ex- 
cellency's ministers,  the  "shaves"  con- 
tinually effected  by  whom  in  Railway  and 
other  matters  make  the  swindles  of  our 
virtuous  Legislators  hereabouts  appear 
"  beautifully  less,"  by  comparison. 


"  Taking  Time  by  the  Forelock" 

The  blockading  force  at  Beaufort,  N.  ft, 
we  are  told,  has  been  doubled  since  the 
escape  of  the  Nashville.  The  Secretary  of 
the  Navy,  it  appears,  is  extremely  disgusted 
with  the  career  of  that  vessel,  and  is  de- 
termined that  she  sj^all  never  go  into  Beaufort 
again.  This  may  seem  harsh,  at  first*  but 
then  this  Rebellion  must  be  put  down. 


Advantage  of  a  Classical  Education. 
Almost  any  man  can  go  Home  ;.  but  he 
only  who  is  acquainted  with  Greek  can  go 
Homer. 


WHAT    HAS    COME    OVER    THE    "PERSONALS?" 

Tke  public  must  have  noticed  that  within  a  fortnight  or  so  there 
has  been  a  sudden  decrease  in  the  number  of  the  Herald's  "  Per- 
sonals," and  that  what  few  do  appear  in  the  accustomed  column 
of  that  sheet  seem  to  have  innocent  aims  and  laudable  purposes. 
A  child  may  be  required  for  adoption,  or  John  may  be  requested 
to  meet  Henry  at  11  o'clock,  but  one  seldom  sees  anything  that 
could  pique  an  unwarrantable  curiosity,  as  has  been  the  case  here- 
tofore. Tbe  Herald  used  to  be  proud  of  its  "Personals,"  but 
pride  necessarily  has  an  occasional  fall.  It  is  a  puzzle  to  most 
folks  to  know  what  has  befallen  the  authors  of  these  once  strange, 
mysterious  advertisements.  Was  old  Bennett  waited  upon  by  a 
committee  of  Prudent  Paterfamiliases  who  demanded  that  the 
morals  and  manners  of  their  sons  and  daughters  should  no  longer 
be  jeopardized  by  these  fascinating  snares  to  entrap  the  foolish, 
the  innocent,  the  reckless-minded  ?  Did  they  threaten  the  old 
sinner  with  legal  retribution  if  he  hesitated  to  refuse  all  unseemly 
advertisements  of  this  nature  ? 

We  are  anxious  to  know  what  ever  caused  the  Editor  and  Pro- 
prietor to  discontinue  such  a  paying  feature  as  the  "Personal" 
column.  Perhaps  Superintendent  Kennedy  had  a  little  to  say  in 
the  matter— if  so  why  cannot  the  public  have  the  interesting  par- 
ticulars ? 

But  that  is  not  all.  What  will  become  of  the  J.  B.  11.  0. 
s>  »  "i  ,  A.  Maria.  Violet  and  Sea  Serpent,  and  others  who  con- 
tributed to  the  P.  C.  in  its  palmy  days?  How  is  the  cool  calcu- 
lating blackleg  now  to  bring  about  a  meeting  with  his  intended 
victim  ?  How  are  the  filthy  fortune-tellers  of  the  Bowery  to  aot 
in  concert  with  their  pals,  steerers  and  trappers  ? 

Verily,  in  shutting  down  on  the  "Personals"  the  Herald  has 
smashed  quite  a  number  of  nimble  fingers. 

-«»■ 

A  Case  of  Self-Respect. 

'  The  rumor  that  Joe  Pentland,  dreariest  of  circus  clowns,  has 
been  elected  a  Member  of  Congress,  proves  to  be  without  founda- 
tion. He  declined  even  being  nominated,  after  reading  the  debate 
on  the  Tax  Bill  in  the  House  last  Tuesday.  There  are  dismal 
depths  to  which  even  Mr.  Pentland  cannot  descend. 


THE    ABOLITION    DEAD    MARCH. 

Not  a  few  of  the  Abolition  papers  are  in  the  habit  of  referring 
to  "  John  Brown's  soul"  as  the  guiding  star  of  this  war,  and  they 
frequently  express  their  great  satisfaction  that  this  soul  "is  march- 
ing on."  They  do  not  tell  us  whither  the  martyr's  soul  is  march- 
ing, nor  how  much  time  must  elapse  before  it  reaches  its  destina- 
tion. A  journey  commenced  so  long  ago  must  now  be  near  its 
end,  though  we  were  not  aware  that  it  was  undertaken  in  connec- 
tion with  the  present  War.  We  know  that  John  Brown  in  the 
flesh  was  of  the  progressive  school,  and  it  does  not  surprise  us  to 
learn  that  his  soul  has  become  a  shooting  star  travelling  through 
space  ;  and  if  a  blunderbuss  was  indispensable  to  his  success  at 
Harper's  Ferry,  it  is  reasonable  to  suppose  that  he  could  not  cross 
the  Styx  without  a  Charon-aid.  Hence  his  present  martial  aspect, 
no  doubt,  and  his  advance  at  "  double  quick." 

The  question  seems  not  so  much  to  be,  whether  his  soul  is 
become  a  guiding  star  to  his  worshippers,  as  that  they  will  follow 
in  his  track  of  fire.  We  are,  indeed,  convinced  that  it  has  already 
found  a  place  in  the  planetary  system,  since  it  has  assuredly  made 
one  Revolution  and  continues  to  follow  the  same  orbit.  It  will 
hereafter  have  Us  place  in  every  English  astronomer's  Horrory. 


Important. 

Mr.  Secretary  Welles  did  not  exclaim,  "  Bless  me !''  when  he 
heard  of  the  escape  of  the  Nashville,  as  some  of  our  contemporaries 
have  seen  fit  to  represent.  His  remark  was  just  such  a  one  as 
might  have  been  expected  from  a  man  of  his  vigor.  He  said, 
"Well!  I  declare!" 


Questions  for  Ship  Tailors. 

Assuming  that  ships  have  "  waists" — as  mariners  say  they  have 
— should  not  an  estimate  for  waist-coats  be  included  in  tenders  for 
clothing  them  with  iron  ? 

What  margin  for  extra  mail  coating  should  be  allowed  to  ships 
that  have  "  doubled  the  Cape  ?" 

Is  it  necessary  that  ships  constructed  of  live  oak  should  be  fur- 
nished with  shrouds  ? 
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VANITY    FAIR. 
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LETTER    FROM    A    DESTITUTE    SWELL. 
Vanity  Fa  yaw, 

Deaw  Saw  : — I  am  pooaw.  I  do  not  considaw  it  a  disgwace  to 
be  pooaw,  because  a  fellah,  may  be  as  wich  as  Quoesus  and  yet  a 
perfect  booaw,  while  anothaw  fellah  may  be  as  pooaw  as  a  wat  and 
yet  an  Admiwable  Qoiton.  But  what  would  eithaw  Qucesus  or 
Quiton  have  been  without  their  woast  mutton  and  beeaw  1  Don't 
know,  I'm  shuaw. 

Pawdon  me  if  I  intwude,  but  I  have  a  pwoposal  to  make.  Pway 
oblige  me  by  pwomulgating  it  without  ehawge,  as  the  sauce  from 
which  I  once  dewived  my  wevenue  is  dwied  up,  leaving  me  like  a 
stwanded  quockodile  upon  the  shaw  of  some  African  wivaw.  You 
are  awayaw  that  gweat  numbaws  of  ouaw  well-dwessed  men  are 
away — aw,  I  mean  that  gweat  numbaws  of  ouaw  well-dwessed  men 
are  absent  with  their  wegiments  at  the  awena  of  waw.  Fwom  this 
awises  a  want.  The  bwilliant  queachaws  but  for  whom  existence 
would  be  destitute  of  chawm  are  depwived  of  their  pwopaw  pwo- 
tectaws,  which  thwows  them  into  danjaw  of  being  stwuck  with  and 
mawying  some  of  those  pwetty  policemen  of  the  Bwoadway  Squad 
who  escawt  them  ovaw  the  quossings.  My  ideatv  is  this.  I  would 
went  a  woom  on  Bwoadway — say  between  Spwing  and  Bwoome — 
and  wig  it  up  as  an  Intelligence  Office  for  Ope  waw  Escawt.  No 
vulgaw  man  would  be  wecommended  as  escawt :  none  without 
unlimited  quedit  from  a  quack  tailaw  should  wope  in  :  wustics 
would  be  excluded,  and  wowdies  should  have  no  place.  Wefew- 
ences  would  have  to  be  exchanged,  so  that  the  deaw  queachaws  who 
applied  would  be  secuaw  fwom  pwoposals,  and  vice  versaw,  as  I 
wemarked  befoaw.  Education,  of  cawee,  would  be  less  wequisite 
in  those  applying  to  be  enwolled  as  Stipendiawy  Escawts  than 
gwaceful  figgaw  and  whiskaws  such  as  "  ladies  love  to  look  upon 
ane  limnaws  love  to  paint."  Pwefewence  would  be  given  to  fellahs 
of  my  own  feachaws  and  addwess,  I  enclose  my  cawte  de  visite—a 
sweet  pickchaw. 


Although  the  awganiaing  of  the  Opewa  Escawt  Bwigade  would 
thwow  gweat  wesponsibility  upon  the  owiginal  of  the  sweet  pick- 
chaw, his  chawges  for  personal  escawt  would  be  modewate  in  pwo- 
pawtion.  In  othaw  wawds  1  would  wegulate  them  accawding  to 
the  chawms  of  the  fayaw  queachaws  entwusting  themselves  to  my 
caw.  For  instance,  I  would  ehawge  the  sweet  blonde  five  dollaws  ; 
while,  as  for  the  lovely  bwunctle — I  adaw  the  lovely  bivunette — 
half-pwicc  would  be  about  the  mawk.  Ten  dollaws  for  cawotty 
winglets,  and  thwee  times  that  for  slwabismus  or  quoss-eye.  No 
applicant  having  quow's  feet  or  any  othaw  winkles  would  be 
tweated  with.     Cawugations  cannot  be  tolewated. 

Mothaws  may  twust  me,  for  I  am  not  a  mawying  man. 

Fawthaws  may  twust  me,  for  I  am  not  a  dwinking  man. 

Bwothaws  may  twust  me,  for  I  am  not  a  weckless  man. 


Tailaws  shall  twust  me,  because  fellahs  must  have  twowsaws  and 
things,  you  know. 

Should  opewaw  take  w  oot  in  Bwooklyn — of  which  there  is  no 
pwesent  pwospect,  howevaw — I  shall  probably  establish  a  bwanch 
there,  to  be  taken  ehawge  of  by  We  v.  Wawd  Beech  aw. 

I  have  made  awangements  with  a  Pwofessaw  of  Micwology  or 
Small  Talk,  to  wead  Woget's  Thesauwus  and  Woostek's  Dictionawy 
with  me  thwee  times  a  week,  for  the  pwetty  expwessions. 
Twuly  Youaw's, 

Lubin  Lavendaw  Kiddes. 


OUT    IN    THE    COLD. 


Sooner  or  later,  all  rogues  must  get 
Their  rightful  dues,  be  they  ever  so  bold 

So  Floyd  and  Pillow  are  both  of  them  set 
Out  in  the  cold. 


We  haven't  forgotten  these  rascals  yet, 

How  they  swindled  and  stole  the  Government  gold, 
And  we  say,  "  I  told  you  so,"  when  they  are  set 

Out  in  the  cold. 


The  C.  S.  A.  is  sorely  in  debt, 

Through  swindling  schemes  of  this  self-same  mould, 
And  'tis  well  for  Jeff,  that  these  fellows  are  set 

Out  in  the  cold. 

IV. 

Two  carrion-buzzards  caught  in  a  net 

Were  they,  when  Donelson's  battle-clouds  rolled  ; 
They  ran and  now  they  are  both  of  them  set 

Out  in  the  cold. 


In  spite  of  the  rant  of  Barnwell  Rhett, 
The  C.  S.  A.  by  its  leaders  is  sold, 

Not  all  so  easily  can  be  set 
Out  in  the  cold. 


Once,  Floyd  was  Davis's  especial  pet, 
And  Pillow  a  mighty  man  was,  of  old, 

Yet  see  how  coolly  they  both  have  been  set 
Out  in  the  cold  ! 


The  rest  of  the  Generals  are  quite  in  a  sweat, 
Not  knowiug  how  soon  their  knell  may  be  tolled, 

How  soon  they,  too,  may  be  judged,  and  set 
Out  in  the  cold. 


For  any  one  had  been  willing  to  bet 

On  these  precious  lambs  being  kept  in  the  fold 
Nobody  thought  that  they  could  have  been  set 

Out  in  the  cold. 


But  Jeff,  has  a  little  authority  yet, 

He  won't  have  his  neck  too  cheaply  sold, 

So  Pillow  and  Floyd  are  both  of  them  set 
Out  in  the  cold. 


The  new  day  dawns,  and  we  need  not  fret, 
For  ere  its  sunset's  purple  and  gold 

The  llebel  rabble  will  all  have  been  set 
Out  in  the  cold  ! 


Give  a  Bird  a  Bad  Name." 


"  What's  that  other  name  they  have  for  the  reed  bird  ?"  asked 
Pachyderm,  addressing  Taxideum— "  Bobolink  or  something,  eh  ?" 

"  Bobolitionlink,"  replied  T.,  who  had  just  kindled  his  pipe 
with  a  leader  of  the  Tribune,  and  had  tight  boots  on,  besides. 
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From  the  Rural  Districts. 

Piscator  and  Venator  met  near  the 
moated  grange— the  latter,  (V.,  not  the  m. 
g.)  having  a  large  fowl  slung  over  his  shoul- 
der. 

Says  P.,  addressing  him — ';  And  what 
manner  of  fowl  may  that  be  ?" 

To  whom,  then,  V.— "  My  friend,  it  is  a 
Balled  Eagle." 

"  Nay,"  rejoined  P.,  "  nary  a  Bald  Eagle, 
for  his  head  is  thickly  clad  with  feathers  of 
a  dark  hue." 

"  But  I  shot  him  with  a  Ball,"  said  V. 

And  a  burst  of  eldrich  laughter  rang 
through  the  barbicans  of  the  moated  grange. 


A  Gem  from  "The  Times." 

The  Daily  Times  has  a  correspondent  who 
signs  himself  "  Gal  way,"  and  who  is  ex- 
ercised about  the  ignorance  of  the  Rebels. 
Here  is  his  last  and  best  suggestion  : 

"  A  few  school-teachers  to  learn  the  heroes 
of  Donelson  the  first  principles  of  orthogra- 
phy, and  a  few  earnest  theologians,  would 
most  materially  increase  their  stock  of  in- 
formation," etc. 

We  don't  quite  know  who  the  school- 
teachers are  to  "  learn"  from,  but  certainly 
not  from  Gal  way. 


THE    LEGAL    TENDER    QUESTION. 
Car  Conductor. — "  0  Mr  ! — if  pennies  is  tender  by  law  I'd  like  to   know  what's 


Noble  Self-Denial. 

We  have  authority  to  state  that  Mr. 
Henry  Jennings,  the  well-known  and  ur- 
bane, besides  gentlemanly  and  enterprising, 
fighting-dog  proprietor  and  rat-exterminator 
of  this  city-  has  refused  a  splendid  offer  of 
fortune  made  to  him  by  the  State  Legisla- 
tors, who  tried  to  secure  his  aid  in  Ratifying 
their  Dog  Tax  Bill. 


V.    F.    TO    J.    D. 

With  the  Compliments  of  the  Season. 

Now  Jefferson  D.,  when  you  come  to  reflect 
Don't  it  strike  you  that  somehow  you've  failed  to  connect? 
Don't  it  seem  to  you  now,  that  events  have  quite  changed 
The  appearance  of  things  since  we  first  were  estranged  ? 
Don't  you  think  you  cried  game  just  a  little  too  fast. 
That  you  played  a  lone  hand  and  got  euchred  at  last  ? 

When  you  first  got  the  lead,  why  you  made  a  good  "  Run" 

And  your  big  game  of  "  Bluff"  appeared  very  good  fun  ; 

Then  you  held  all  the  cards,  but  the  chance  of  the  gamem- 

Has  now  turned  against  you  J.  D.     What  a  shame  ! 

You  thought  your  Fort  Donelson  blocked  our  game  quite, 

That  was  then  your  left  bower — but  we  held  the  right ; 

Then  Columbus  was  sure — but  the  game  was  played  out, 

So  you  "  passed"  on  to  Nashville,  we  turned  you  about. 

But  to  leave  our  simile  drawn  from  a  game, 

(Though  war  and  the  cards  are  so  nearly  the  same, 

Since  success  oft  in  either  depends  upon  luck 

And  on  knowing  the  game, — 'twas  just  there  that  you  stuck,) 

We  would  like  to  advise  you  a  little,  we  would  ; 

And  really  we  mean  it  all  for  your  own  good . 

No  matter  what  happens  you  must  come  to  grief, 

For  success  against  such  odds  is  past  all  belief ; 

Your  rope  is  now  nearly  or  quite  ravelled  out, 

Your  poor  deceived  people  are  looking  about 

And  beginning  to  ponder, — and  when  they  do  that, 

Why  into  the  fire  goes  all  of  your  fat. 

Revolutions  may  spring  at  the  outset  from  brains, 

But  the  passions  must  soon  get  a  hold  on  the  reins  ; 

And  unless  you're  successful,  all  histories  show, 

Your  political  cake  becomes  very  soon  dough. 

Now  Jefferson  D.  you  may  think  it  a  joke 

But  the  coils  'round  your  neck  are  making  you  choke, 

Your  extremities  wriggle  and  twist  somewhat  still, 

And  your  kicking  and  struggling  may  somebody  kill, 


But  the  grasp  at  your  throat  is  the  grasp  of  a  vice, 
And  the  hands  of  McClellan  are  not  over  nice 
When  they  clutch  at  a  traitor,  so  J.  D.  beware 
And  take  the  back  track,  while  there's  yet  time  to  spare. 

Your  lines  are  surrounded,  your  sea-coast  is  ours, 

You've  lost  all  your  prestige  among  foreign  Powers, 

The  noble  old  eagle  stands  ready  to  spring 

With  his  eye  full  of  fire  as  he  poises  his  wing  : 

Beware  when  he  strikes,  for  your  villainous  herd 

Will  fly  terror-stricken  at  sight  of  the  bird  ; 

Leaving  you  and  your  traitorous  compeers  in  shame 

To  reap  the  reward  of  rebellion's  foul  fame. 

Then  bethink  you,  poor  shadow  of  power,  ere  you  fall 

If  it  will  not  be  wiser  your  steps  to  recall ; 

The  crust  of  your  flimsy  Confederate  shell 

Is  broken, — and  heart  there  is  none,  you  know  well  ; 

Then  cast  off  disguise  and  repent  of  your  sins, 

For  hope  lives  again  when  repentance  begins  ; 

Uncle  Sam  may  conclude  to  stretch  only  your  neck, 

And  forgive  all  the  rest  who  don't  sink  with  the  wreck. 


V.  F.  to  the  Secretary  of  the  Navy- 

Sir, — The  American  Public  requests  me  to  inform  you  that  your 
infernally  slow  old  washing-machine,  the   Cambridge,  from  which 
the  pirate  Nashville   slipped  away  so  easily  at  Beaufort,  can  no 
longer  be  considered  upon  the  list  of  the  Fleet. 
Yours  discontentedly, 


laniijj  Mv. 


Mind  the  Dog ! 

Since  a  tax  has  been  imposed  by  the  State  Legislature  upon  dogs, 
may  it  not  be  said  that  he  who  maintains  animals  of  the  kind  will 
henceforth  have  to  "pay  dearly  for  his  whistle?" 


VANITY      FAIR. 
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BOMBASTES  AT' THE  SOUTH. 

Distapm  Wise — Oh,  cruel  man,  where  are  you  going  ? 

Played  out  I  am,  in  spite  of  all  our  Blowing  . 
Bombasles  Davis. — I  go,  I  go,  all  comforts  scorning  ; 

Some  death  i'll  die  before  the  morning. 
Distaffma  Wise. — Heigho,  heigho,  sad  is  the  warning  ; 

Dry  up  old  man,  nor  die  before  the  morning. 
Artaxominous  Letcher. — Give  'm'  whiskey  smash,  cold  wa'r'r  shcor'n'n 
Dar'n  'f  he  sh'l  die  before  er  morn'n  ! 
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RAILWAY    NAPPING. 

None  but  a  man  whose  nervous  system  has  been  abolished  has 
ever  slept  soundly  and  refreshingly  in  a  sleeping-car.  The  owners 
and  lessees  of  this  patented  invention  may  puff  it  as  they  please, 
but  the  fact  remains  unaltered  that  an  Erie  or  Central  Railway 
sleeping-car  is  but  a  trifle  better  for  affording  comfort  and  rest 
than  an  aggravated  case  of  Seventh  Avenue  omnibus  on  cobble- 
stoned  avenues.  Vanity  Fair,  after  varied  experience  in  this 
direction,  would  as  soon  think  of  unrobing  and  retiring  for  the 
evening  when  jolting  down  to  Wallack's  or  "  Nibbleses  " — as 
some  call  it— in  a  Metropolitan  stage,  as  to  engage  a  hard  six  by 
two  stretcher  in  what  is  literally  a  Sleepless  Car.  We  travelled  on 
a  certain  road,  going  to  a  certain  place,  a  certain  time  since.  We 
settled  ourself  to  take  our  usual  quantum  of  peaceful  repose — after 
having  our  cigar  and — and — smeiling-bottle  in  the  smoking-car. 
We  hardly  expected  much  comfort — fifty  cents  seldom  purchases 
the  article  in  its  choicest  form  and  in  masses — but  we  did  look  for 
a  show  of  calm.  Ten  minutes  decided  that  we  had  hoped  against 
hope,  and  lost  the  stakes.  The  lady  over  V.  F,'s  couch  grew  un- 
easy— so  did  her  nursing  infant — whom  she  called  Abeam  McClel- 
lan  Paul  Horner— a  beautiful  series  of  valuable  names.  The 
child  clearly  protested  against  the  Sleepless  Car  business,  and  per- 
formed an  operatic  solo  of  great  and  prolonged  shrillness. 

It  was  surmised  by  the  fond  Mrs.  Horner — we  presume  that 
Horner  was  her  allowance  of  family  name — that  little  Abram 
McClellan  Paul  required  a  spoonful  of  water.  As  it  was  clearly  a 
difficult  task  for  a  lady,  travelling  under  the  escort  of  one  helpless 
child,  to  clamber  out  of  her  second  tier  berth,  it  is  not  surprising 
that  she  should  have  sought  to  rouse  the  occupant  of  the  first  floor 
divan  for  the  purpose  of  exciting  his  remote  sympathies  in  behalf 
of  the  thirsting  cherub  beside  her.  So  we  were  quite  prepared  for 
the  shock  when  it  came.  Mrs.  Horner  leaned  over  the  bulwarks, 
and  awkwardly  poising  a  nine-shilling  umbrella,  inflicted  a  merci- 
less punch  upon  the  occupant  of  the  lower  locker.  It  will  be 
remembered  that  we  occupied  the  lower  locker.  No  man  is  um- 
brella proof  on  all  occasions.  We  replied  to  the  signal  of  distress, 
and  heard  the  tender  appeal  of  the  mother  of  the  Horner.  It  was 
answered.  Quiet  prevailed  for  full  half  a  minute,  when  the 
presence  of  a  band  of  snorers  was  manifested  by  the  overture  to 
their  evening  concert  being  performed.  We  listened,  of  course. 
There  were  eight  bars  or  so  by  the  whole  nasal  orchestra,  followed 
by  a  solo  from  an  asthmatic  instrument.  Then  came  duets,  trios, 
quartets,  and  any  number  of  ets.  Some  of  these  were  very  mas- 
terly efforts,  and  might  have  excited  the  envy  of  Schreiber,  Henry 
Schmitz,  Theodore  Thomas,  Appy,  or  the  Mollenhauers,  who  are 
all  good  performers.  The  concert  was  varied  by  recitations  from  a 
couple  of  elderly  ladies  in  a  state  of  somnambulance.  These  decla- 
mations were  very  fine — especially  in  one  instance,  where  Susannah 
was  implored  not  to  make  such  a  fool  of  herself — shouted  in  a  high 
key,  and  with  admirable  intonation.  The  gifted  old  ladies  mut- 
tered and  drawled  at  intervals  thereafter  between  the  snoring. 

The  number  of  night  mares  that  broke  loose  might  have  been 
forty-seven  in  circular  numbers,  and  of  these,  none  were  to  be 
classed  as  year-old  colts.     No  sir  ! 

Added  to  these  attractions  were  those  afforded  by  the  locomo- 
tive's whistle,  the  banging  of  doors,  the  jolting  of  the  train,  the 
deluge  of  rain  without,  the  loud  conversation  of  the  passing  winds, 
the  smoke  of  a  wood  fire,  the  utter  absence  of  sweetscented,  pure 
air,  the  glare  of  lamps,  and  the  monotonous  dialogue  of  two  young 
attendants,  whose  business  it  was  to  notify  way  passengers  when 
they  had  reached  their  respective  destinations.  An  old  gentleman 
and  his  wife  took  umbrage  at  the  negligence  of  these  Eousers  for 
calling  them  at  Pikeville,  when  they  desired  to  alight  at  Pumpkin 
City,  ninety  miles  from  the  former  metropolis,  and  which  had  been 
passed  three  hours  and  a  half  before.  Words  were  passed  as  a 
consequence  between  them,  and  a  dialogue  of  unusual  sprightliness 
was  furnished. 

Then  came  between  times  the  enticing  doze,  cherished  by  the 
even-timed  rattle  of  the  wheels — and  we  should  have  certainly 
fallen  asleep  had  not  something  occurred  each  time  to  prevent  us. 
Sometimes  we  felt  as  if  we  were  rushing  madly  down  a  bottom- 
less pit,  amid  the  shrieks  of  the  imprisoned  and  tortured — at 
others  the  motion  was  like  flying  through  space  in  a  run- 
away balloon.  Then  we  fell  off  the  mast  of  a  vessel,  and  Mrs. 
Horner  fell  at  the  same  instant  off  from  a  church  steeple  onto  a 
place  where  there  were  few  or  no  carpets,  and  it  looked  as  though 
she  had  probably  hurt  her  head.  Then  we  were  careering  on  top 
of  a  sperm  whale,  who  dived  under  icebergs  and  said  he  had  an 
appointment  to  take  tea  at  the  North  Pole  at  six  o'clock,  and  it 
was  supposed  to  be  five  o'clock  with  a  thousand  miles  to  go.  Then 
we  found  ourselves  suddenly  put  back  with  old  Noah  in  the  Ark, 
and  heard  the  lowing  of  cattle,  the  grunting  of  swine,  the  barking 
of  dogs,  the   crowing  of  cocks,   and   the  tongues  of  the   Misses 


Noah  and  the  pair  of  pet  parrots.  These  sensations  lasted  like 
codfish  on  the  table  of  a  Clinton  Place  boarding-house,  and  were 
just  as  refreshing. 

At  the  end  of  the  trip  we  experienced  all  the  sweetness  of  feel- 
ing that  is  supposed  to  belong  to  a  man  just  emerging  from  an 
attack  of  delirium  tremens.  To  be  buried  in  Greenwood  alive  would 
be  bad — but,  owing  to  the  pervading  quiet,  vastly  preferable  to 
such  a  night-ride  as  ours. 

Tenement  house  arrangements  may  be  objectionable,  but  thos? 
of  sleeping-cars  are  furnished  with  original  and  choicer  horrors. 
A  traveller  might  better  tie  himself  to  a  mad  dog's  tail  and  start 
for  Salt  Lake  City,  than  to  risk  his  health  and  sanity  by  buying 
fifty  cents  worth  of  refined  nightmare  as  supplied  on  our  railways. 


EARL    RUSSELL    ON    THE    BLOCKADE. 
By  our  own  Reporter  :  House  op  Lords. 

The  question  of  the  American  Blockade  now  came  in  order. 

Earl  Russell  said  :  It  is  quite  evident  from  the  documents  now 
in  our  possession  that  the  American  blockade  is  as  effective  as  any 
blockade  has  been  in  former  times.  This  fact  has  come  very 
clearly  to  light  since  the  fall  of  Fort  Donelson.  If  it  had  not,  or 
if  the  recent  federal  victories  were  not  so  brilliant  and  numerous, 
I  think  we  should  have  been  obliged  to  break  the  blockade  even 
at  the  cost  of  a  rupture  of  the  friendly  relations  of  the  two  coun- 
tries. This  would  have  been  contrary  to  the  policy  we  profess,  it  is 
true,  but  it  would  have  been  quite  safe  and  we  should  have  done  it. 
(Hear,  hear.)  It  doesn't  look  so  safe  now  and  we  shan't  do  it.  I 
do  trust  that  within  three  months — perhaps  even  sooner — we  may 
see  the  close  of  this  civil  war  in  America.  We  don't  care  a  straw 
about  America  itself  and  as  a  nation,  but  this  war  damages  our 
trade  and  we  want  it  stopped  on  that  account.  (Hear,  hear.)  It 
will  of  course  be  impossible  for  the  North  and  the  South  ever  to 
come  together  again  in  peace  ;  and  I  trust  that,  however  complete 
the  subjugation  of  the  South  may  be,  the  North  will  at  last  con- 
sent to  a  peaceable  separation.  A  peaceable  separation  is  all  that 
the  South  wants,  and  as  the  South  supplies  us  with  cotton,  we 
think  it  ought  to  have  it.  We  should  have  been  justly  indignant, 
of  course,  if  the  United  States  Government  had  advanced  any 
such  views  of  neutrality  at  the  time  of  our  Canada  rebellion,  but 
that  is  a  different  thing.  The  policy  of  England,  being  founded 
solely  on  self-interest,  changes  ever  with  circumstances.  (Hear, 
hear.)  In  conclusion  I  would  urge  that  we  do  nothing  to  aggra- 
vate the  North.  There  can  be  no  doubt,  now,  that  the  North  is 
the  stronger  of  the  two  sections. 

The  noble  Lord  here  took  his  seat,  and  after  further  debate  the 
motion  to  raise  the  blockade  was  voted  down. 


OUR    BOOK    REVIEW. 


Train's    Union    Speeches. 
New  York:  Frederic  A.  Brady. 

These  speeches  of  the  go-head  representative  of  Young  America, 
by  whom  horse-railways  and  other  smart  Yankee  notions  have 
been  introduced  into  England,  were  delivered  by  him  to  John 
Bull  in  the  aggregate,  without  fear  or  favor.  They  have  been  re- 
published in  their  present  form  with  a  view  to  aid  the  establish- 
ment of  Mr.  John  Adams  Kntoht's  journal,  the  "  London  Ameri- 
can," a  journal  as  necessary  as  the  ante-prandial  cocktail  to  the 
comfort  of  the  American  in  London. 

The  Rebellion  Record:     Monthly  Edition:   Part  XIV.     New   York: 
G.  P.  Putnam. 

This  number  of  the  "Rebellion  Record"  is  embellished  with 
excellent  portraits  of  Major  General  IIalleck  and  the  late  Major 
Theodore  Winthrop.  In  these  days  of  hardware  jewelry,  it  is 
graceful  and  appropriate  of  Mr.  Putnam  to  fortify  his  "  Record" 
with  steel  plates. 


Con  ;  for  Young  Geographers. 


Q. — Why  is  the  Monitor  like  a  man  who  is  going  by  water  from 
Lowell  to  Newburyport  ? 

A. — Because  she  will  probably  Run  Down  the  Merrhnac. 


Personal. 

We  are  requested  to  state  that  Mr.  Morgan,  the  $70,000  man,  is 
in  perfect  health.  This  entirely  disproves  the  scandalous  story,  set 
on  foot  by  his  enemies,  intiraating  that  he  is  troubled  with  inverted 
bunions. 
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A  PROSPECTIVE  PROSPECT. 

H.   G. — "  If    there's    ant  gratitude   in  free    niggers,    now, 
they'll  insurrect  and  take  me  out  !" 


THE    LIGHT    OF    THE    HAREM. 

Quite  a  nutter  has  been  created  among  the  Paris-ites  of  the 
salons  of  the  French  Metropolis  by  a  novel  headdress  introduced 
by  the  Empress  Eugenie.  It  is  a  crown  formed  by  globules  of 
glass  illuminated  by  electric  light,  and  set  with  brilliants.  It 
emits  such  an  effulgence,  we  are  told,  as  to  light  up  a  dark  room. 

Fashion  is  constantly  adding  new  lustre  to  the  adornments  of 
modern  society.  It  once  made  taper  waists  the  ne  plus  ultra  of 
elegance,  and  now  it  bestows  upon  its  devotees  coiffures  en  chande- 
lier. Henceforth  every  lady  of  the  beau  monde  will  be  her  own 
Fresnel.  Those  who  have  heretofore  considered  it  no  compliment 
to  be  called  giddy,  will  now  deem  it  a  credit  rather  than  a  reproach 
to  be  esteemed  light-headed.  Such  changes  does  Fashion  work  in 
a  single  day !  Flitting,  flashing,  mingling  in  the  mazes  of  the 
dance,  the  fair  sex  will  excite  the  envy  of  "  lightning-bugs"  and 
eclipse  the  splendor  of  the  fire-flies  of  Cuba.  Apart  from  the 
economical  substitute  for  gas  with  which  this  new  light  of  the 
countenance  will  supply  the  drawing-room  and  coterie,  it  offers 
more  substantial  benefits.  Not  only  will  it  enhance  the  belle's 
own  beauty,  but  its  magnetic  influence  will  kindle  love  and  in- 
flame the  heart ;  and  if,  when  weeping  in  the  sorrow  of  disap- 
pointed love,  this  light  shall  chance  to  gleam  upon  the  falling 
tear-drops,  it  will  create  before  her  eyes  a  Beau  of  promise.  Yet 
it  may  happen  that,  in  consequence  of  this  electric  light  constant- 
ly throwing  off  the  "sparks,"  she  cannot  succeed  in  even  lighting 
up  a  match.  A  coquette's  heart  of  steel  might  thus  become  a 
Leyden  jar.  One  other  disadvantage  may  the  adoption  of  this 
new  innovation  bring  with  it.  Suspecting  men  may  imagine  it  a 
sort  of  Jack-o'-lantern,  to  lure  them  into  pitfalls  and  the  mias- 
matic marshes  of  matrimony — in  which  event  "  the  game  would 
not  be  worth  the  candle,"  nor  the  candle  "  worth  a  rush." 

But  we  are  disposed  to  look  upon  this  dazzling  coiffure  in  its 
most  favorable  light.  We  would  see  revived  the  beautiful  custom 
of  the  ancient  Greeks,  who,  when  lamps  were  brought  at  evening, 
were  accustomed  to  salute  them  with  the  words  :  "  Welcome, 
friendly  light !"  So  would  we  hail  these  electric  lights  with  a 
blessing — salute  them  with  a  kiss,  if  might  be — and  welcome  them 
to  cheer  the  gloomy  soul  of  man.  And  if  it  be  true  that  the 
Aurora  Borealis  is  but  the  scintillation  of  electric  light,  we  shall 
hereafter  ever  seek  among  the  lambent  flames  of  the  Northern  sky 
for  the  fairy  forms  beneath  its  coronal,  and  render  our  humble 
thanks  to  the  Empress  Eugenie  for  this  undreamed  of  pleasure. 


SUPPRESSION      OF      TELEGRAPHIC      DESPATCHES     TO 
VANITY    FAIR. 

Talk  about  Russia  !  Talk  about  Parisian  Censorship  of  the 
Press  !     Talk  about  Austrian  Despotism  ! 

It  is  our  solemn  duty  to  announce  with  tears  in  our  eyes,  and  a 
pen  in  our  trembling  fingers,  that  the  Freedom  of  the  American 
Press  is  gone  forever  ! — if  not  for  even  a  longer  period  of  time. 

This  includes  Vanity  Fair  and  the  World. 

By  the  report  of  the  Investigating  Committee,  it  appears  that 
the  following  despatches  to  Vanity  Fair  were  suppressed  with  a 
frigidly  sanguinary  remorselessness  by  the  Government  Censor  in 
Washington. 

1.  January  1,  1862.  Private  Stubbs,  of  the  28th  Regiment  N. 
Y.  M.,  this  day  received  a  severe  wigging  from  his  drill-sergeant 
for  chewing  fine-cut  on  parade.  A  revolt  of  the  regiment  is  not 
anticipated. 

2.  January  6,  1862.  Lacerating  rumors  involving  connection 
with  the  highest  kind  of  authority  in  the  matter  of  pork  contracts 
which  were  in  circulation  about  nine  weeks  ago,  have  now  alto- 
gether subsided  ;  fresh  ones,  involving  beef,  having  taken  their 
places.     More  anon.     Saddles  are  not  mentioned. 

3.  January  13th,  1862.  Jones  will  not  have  it  unless  S — th 
caves  in  :   in  which  case  look  out  for . 

4.  January  20th,  1862.     Russell—  Times— Trent— Lord  Palmer- 
1.  2.  3.     0.  R. 
Buy  short.     Seward  is  shaky.     Wide 


ston — Gregory — Seward 

5.  January  27th,    1862 
awake ! 

6.  February  9th,  1862. 


Send  on  the  breeches  ! 


All  these  most  important  despatches,  we  say,  were  suppressed  by 
the  Censorious  Gentleman  who  castigates  the  Washington  Wires. 
If  the  thing  is  to  go  on,  we  can't.     We  are  off  for  Russia  at  once. 


A    SOUTHERN     BARCAROLLE. 

It  appears  that  the  Rebels  are  not  satisfied  with  the  flag  which 
they  originally  chose  as  the  emblem  of  the  Southern  Confederacy, 
but  propose  to  substitute  another.  The  reason  is  obvious.  When 
they  refused  to  longer  "  march  to  the  music  of  the  Union," 
having  always  "  an  eye  to  the  main  chants,"  they  chose  a  compo- 
sition of  their  own  in  quick  time,  which  they  designated  the 
"  Stars  and  Bars ."  This  standard  piece  was  for  a  long  time  there- 
after the  occasion  to  them  of  much  Flag-elation  ;  but  they  have 
discovered  that  there  were  too  many  Beats  to  a  Measure,  and 
hence  their  desire  for  a  change. 

The  Charleston  Mercury  suggests  a  design  in  black  and  white, 
the  chief  merit  of  which  it  says,  is  that  it  ' '  can  be  seen  at  a  great  dis- 
tance." This  is  certainly  a  great  desideratum,  but  hardly  an  im- 
provement upon  their  present  flag,  which  has  almost  invariably 
been  visible  afar  off.  As  to  the  colors  substituted,  (if  black  and 
white  can  be  called  colors,)  we  apprehend  that  while  their  red, 
white  and  blue  have  ever  proved  Fast  colors,  these  will  run  all- 
together.  However,  they  themselves  claim  to  have  no  fear  of  the 
Blacks,  whatever  they  may  think  of  the  Whites. 


A  Question  of  Time. 


"So  then,  the  hours  of  this  Southern  Confederacy  are  num- 
bered !"  said  the  Younger,  in  a  soft  but  solemn  tone,  as  if  to  him- 
self. 

"Ha!  says't  thou?"  cried  the  Elder,  startled  out  of  his  list- 
lessness,  and  observing  the  eyes  of  his  companion  still  fixedly  bent 
on  the  Herald's  last  map, — "  their  hours  numbered,  say'st  thou  ? 
how  ?  how,  I  pray  thee  ?" 

The  Younger  took  his  eyes  from  the  map,  and  throwing  them 
softly  upon  the  excited  veteran,  replied ;  "  Truly  sir,  they  are 
numbered— from  one  to  twelve,  inclusively,  there  being  sixty 
min " 

There  was  a  sudden  silence,  during  which  the  footstool  of  the 
Elder  followed  the  last  speaker  to  the  door  of  the  apartmentj}but 
was  unable  to  overtake  him . 


Color  Blind. 

Jenks  respectfully  suggests  to  Senator  Sumner,  that  his  zeal  for 
the  "  oppressed  race"  has  blinded  him  to  the  fact  that,  in  his 
motion  with '  regard  to  the  carrying  of  postal  matter  by  colored 
persons,  he  is  really  recommending  a  revival  of  the  "  black  mail" 
system. 

Music  on  the  Triangle  1 

"  German  Poetry  is  a  problem,"  said  the  Poet. 
"  Yes,"  replied  X.,  "  it  may  be  considered  rather  in  the  line  of 
a  Lager- rhythm." 
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A  BLAST  FROM  THE  GOLDEN  HORN. 

VERYTHING 
is  looking  bul- 
ly. Bishmil- 
lah!  be  thank- 
ful for  that 
same. 

The  bul  bul 
appears  in  her 
new  spring 
bonnet,  and 
the  sweet- 
voiced  muez- 
zin upon  the 
housetop  sings 
High  Cockalo- 
rum and  Pop 
goes  the  wea- 
zel. 

Borne  upon 
the  bezoar- 
perfumed  si- 
moom, the 
warbling  o  f 
the  go  1  d  e  n- 
crested  dar- 
bouka'  comes 
thrilling  from 
amid  the 
branches  o  f 
the  lotus-tree, 
while  the  fair 

yataghan  joins  hands  in  the  dance  with  the  courtly  lentsk,  to  the 
music  of  the  loubane. 

The  guzla  drinks  large  draughts  of  scrated  sherbet  and  old 
Bourbon  from  a  silver-rimmed  fedjir,  while  a  narghileh  in  livery 
stands  by  with  a  golden  djembie  containing  a  bottle  of  fine  old 
crusty  Ottoman  Port. 

Everything  out  of  doors  presents  a  remarkablv  luscious  appear- 
ance, owiog  to  the  circumstance  that  it  has  been  raining  golden 
grass -hoppers  for  about  thirteen  hours. 

The  oranges  upon  the  street-corner  fruit  stands  mingle  their 
fragrance  with  that  of  the  fresh  dates  upon  the  newspaper-office 
bulletin-boards,  'round  which  crowd  numbers  of  respectably- 
dressed  hadjis,  with  embroidered  caftans  upon  their  small  and 
elegantly  formed  feet. 

These  are  the  newsboys  ;  and  one  of  them,  addressing  us,  cries, 
"  Ana  maboul !  blow  my  eyes  !  'eres  a  chance  for  old  Greeley, 
now,  to  get  the  black  out  of  his  pores  !" 

Acting  "  as  if  we  had  heard  very  good  news,"  we  snatched  an 
Evening  Post  from  the  feculent  urchin.  It  was  chiefly  occupied 
with  one  advertisement,  which  we  endeavor  to  condense  as  fol- 
lows : — 

Sidi  Oscanyan  sat  in  Stamboul  upon  his  chibouk,  smoking  a 
flexible-stemed  divan  filled  with  aromatic  pot-herbs.  The  tran- 
quility of  mind  obtained  by  this  process  induced  him  to  contem- 
plate carefully  an  American  gentleman,  who  was  doing  exactly  the 
same  thing  at  a  little  distance,  with  the  adaptability  to  circum- 
stances characteristic  of  his  race. 

"  Be  shemeth !"  cried  Sidi  Oscantan,  be  shemeth  ! — throw  bitu- 
men upon  my  beard  and  set  a  match  to  it,  if  these   Americans  are 
not  a  queer  set  of  fellows.     I'll  bet  a  rack  of  lupees  not  one  of  'em 
ever  had  a  Turkish   bath  !     We  must  undertake  to   clean    their 
cuticles  for  them  thoroughly  by  contract. 
That  day  fortnight  Sidi  Oscanyan  arrived  in  New  York. 
It  was  on  this   account   that  the   bnl-bul,  etcetera,  etcetera,  as 
mentioned  >n  previous  paragraphs,    "  acted   as  if  they  had    heard 
very  good  news,"  and  things  in  general  assumed  an  oriental  flavor. 
And  well  they  might.     For  Sidi  Oscanyan  is  building  a  Turkish 
Bath,  and  ere  long  will   his  nimble-fingered   iellaks  be  ready  to 
shampoo  the  dreggy  hides  of  the  rank  and  fashion  of  New  York. 
Bishmillah  !— Let  us  be  thankful  for  that  same. 


OUR    WAR    CORRESPONDENCE. 
Letter  from  Mc  Arone. 

Neuse  River,  March  27. 

Dear  Vanity  :■ — Notwithstanding  the  quietude  and  obscurity  of 
my  sojourn  on  the  rural  shores  of  this  beautiful  river,  it  stands  to 
reason  that  I  can  easily  keep  the  run  of  the  Neuse .... 

This  is  not  a  joke. 

Have  you  wearied  of  Newbern  ? 

I  can  give  you  some  right  stirring  histories  of  the  combat 
there 

As  heretofore,  the  finest  deeds  of  daring  and  the  noblest  self- 
abnegation  were  exhibited  by  myself 


It  is  a  way  I  have. 

It  is  useless  for  me  to  describe  the  fight  "  synthetically"  as 
Edmund  Clarence  would  say.  The  common  newspaper  men  have 
done  that. 

But  to  relate  episodes  and  incidents  of  my  prowess what  pen 

so  able  as  mine,  to  record  deeds  which  I  alone  may  dare  ? 

Selah ! 

It  was  a  bully  muss,  that  at  Newbern.  The  back-bone  of 
Rebellion  is  broken  in  North  Carolina.  The  troops. . .  .our  troops 
. . .  .fought  like  heroes.     Particularly  me. 

Let  me  give  an  anecdote. 

At  a  moment  of  indecision,  when  it  required  but  another  volley 
to  repulse  the  Federals  from  before  a  battery  on  the  right,  or  a 
vigorous  example  to  encourage  them  to  charge  and  take  the  bat- 
tery, an  officer  of  high  position  and  undaunted  bravery  resolved 
to  sacrifice  himself,  if  necessary,  in  order  to  set  the  soldiers  an 
example. 

He  seized  the  opportunity  when  a  heavy  shell  was  about  to  be 
fired  from  a  mortar  of  one  of  the  Rhode  Island  batteries,  and 
seated  himself  astride  of  the  muzzle.  These  large  shells  move 
very  slowly.  As  the  ponderous  projectile  exuded  from  the  enor- 
mous engine,  the  officer  clasped  his  knees  around  it,  and  with  his 
sword  in  one  hand  and  revolver  in  the  other,  sailed,  triumphant 
and  transfigured,  over  into  the  midst  of  the  enemy,  cheering  and 
swearing  alternately. 

The  effect  was  magical. 

The  shell  struck  among  a  cavalry  company.  The  gallant  officer 
assailed  a  hundred  foes,  and  in  a  moment  had  surrounded  himself 
with  such  a  barricade  of  dead  horses  and  riders  that  the  explosion 
of  the  missile  harmed  him  not. 

The  troops  who  witnessed  this  feat  were  at  once"ablaze  with  en- 
thusiasm. They  charged  like  devils,  and  captured  the  Rebel 
works  at  the  point  of  death  : 


Do  you  see  the  Point  ? 

The  officer  who  did  this  should  be  rewarded  by  a  nation's  grati- 
tude. He  deserves  all  praise  and  glory,  and  ought  to  receive  the 
highest  position  in  the  gift  of  the  American  people. . . . 

Personal  modesty  alone  prevents  me  from  mentioning  his  name. 
When  the  Rebels  retreated,  they  not  only  fired  their  cannon, 
but  the  city  and  railroad-bridge  also.     They  tried  to  destroy  New- 
bern, but   the   attempt  fell  through.     They  then  consumed   the 
bridge,  and  that  fell  through.     This  bridge  was  spiled. 

One  of  my  staff-officers,  a  young  lieutenant  of  Light  Quadroons, 
was  led  by  his  impetuosity  into  the  enemy's  stronghold,  and  found 
himself  surrounded  by  a  regiment  of  Mississippi  Ripsnorters.  I 
immediately  rode  forward,  under  a  perfect  storm  of  shot  and 
shell,  and  raising  myself  in  my  stirrups,  made  faces  at  the  foe. 
Terrified,  they  dropped  their  arms  and  fled.  The  lieutenant  and  I 
returned  uninjured,  laden  with  scalps  and  trophies. 

I  captured  several  handsome  flags.  One  is  a  large  silk  banner, 
with  the  following  characteristic  inscription,  in  white  letters,  on  a 
white  ground  : 

"Strike  for  Southern  Wrights  &  Olmitey  Truth." 
Another,  which  I  took  with  my  own  hands,  after  wringing  the 
color-sergeant's  neck,  is  the  guidon  of  a  company  called  Colonel 
Appel's  Sharp-shooters.     It  bears  this   inscription,  which  has  a 
pomological  air  : 

"  Ar-PELS. 
"Sound  in  the  Cores." 
"Cause,"   is  doubtless  the   word   intended;  but  I  observe   that 
Southern  orthography  is  peculiar. 

One  troop  of  Rebel  horse  is  reported  to  have  carried  a  black 
color,  but  I  think  this  is  an  error.  At  least,  I  saw  but  one 
cavalry-regiment,  and  they  were  horse  of  another  color. 

After  the  battle,  I  took  up  my  quarters  in  a  farmhouse  on  the 
bank  of  the  Neuse,  whence  I  now  write.  What  I  need,  is  rest  and 
recreation .... 

There  are  three  pretty  girls  here. . . . 
I  am  in  no  hurry  to  move  before  the  first  of  May. 
I  have  sent  on  my  army,  however,  toward  Richmond. 
Later. — Richmond  is  Ours  ! 

Still  Later. — Richmond  is  not  yet  ours,  but  will  be,  as  soon  as 
we  take  it. 

The  father  and  brothers  of  the  three  pretty  girls  have  come 
home.     They  are  soldiers.     I  shall  not  stay  here  much  longer. 

McArone. 
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LATEST    SOUTHERN    SPORTING    INTELLIGENCE. 
2.40.  on  a  Shell  Road. 


Stumbles  among  "Words. 

A  certain  Rev.  Dr.  Moore  has  been  holding 
forth  at  Richmond,  in  Rebellia,  on  the  fruit- 
ful theme  of  words  and  proper  names.  By 
some  extraordinary  process  unknown  to 
mere  average  men,  this  astute  philologist  has 
discovered  that  the  name  Lincoln  means 
"  on  the  verge  of  a  precipice  :"  but  let  not 
the  Rev.  Moore  suppose  that  he  has  it  all 
to  himself  in  this  little  game  of  dislocation. 
For  instance,  it  was  communicated  to  our 
washerwoman  in  a  dream,  lately,  that  Jeff 
Davis  means  "at  the  foot  of  the  gallows  ;'" 
and  anybody  who  takes  the  trouble  to 
consult  a  dictionary  will  see  that  Moor,  or 
Moore  as  it  is  sometimes  written,  means 
"  a  low,  barren  tract,  unsusceptible  of  culti- 
vation and  good  for  nothing  but  grazing 
geese  and  donkeys." 


"  Learning  is  but  an  Ajunct  to  Ourself."— 
(Shakespeare.) 

To  the  various  historical,  geographical, 
statistical,  and  other  items  given^by  the 
journals,  concerning  the  scene  of  General 
Burnsides  victory  in  N.  Carolina,  the  great 
store  of  archaeological  research  at  the  com- 
mand of  Vanity  Fair,  enables  us  to 
add  the  interesting  fact  that  Newburn,  as 
the  name  should  be  properly  written,  was 
originally  settled  by  the  descendants  of  the 
ancient  Skalds. 


Reflection    by  our  Moral  Contributor. 

Is  it  not  shocking  to  think  that  an  ap- 
parently respectable  old  man  like  the  Secre- 
tary of  the  Navy  should  be  always  "  after 
the  Fair"? 


"POUR    ENCOURAGER    LES    AUTRES." 

The  above  words  were  made  use  of  by  a  wicked  wit  named  Vol- 
taire, with  reference  to  the  execution  of  the  British  Admiral 
Byng.  "They  shoot  an  Admiral  in  England,  now  and  then," 
said  V.,  "just  by  way  of  encouragement  to  the  others."  Our 
Senate  Naval  Committee  does  worse  than  this — our  wise,  far- 
sighted  Senate  Naval  Committee,  but  for  whose  wisdom  and  far- 
sightedness we  should  ere  now  have  been  encumbered  with  a  fleet 
of  iron-plated  ships.  When  the  wooden  sloop-of-war  Cumberland 
went  bodily  down  in  Hampton  Roads,  mangled  by  the  harpoon  of 
the  Merrimac,  the  gallant  tars  by  whom  she  was  manned  lost 
everything  belonging  to  them — everything  but  what  may  literally 
be  called  the  "bare  life."  Humane,  though  feeble-minded  persons 
would  naturally  suppose  that  the  first  thing  to  be  done  by  the 
"proper  authorities,"  under  the  circumstances,  would  be  to  com- 
pensate these  poor  fellows  for  their  loss,  with  good,  round,  hard 
dollars,  to  an  amount  rather  over  than  under  the  value  of  the 
submerged  "togs."  Such  compensation  was  proposed  in  the 
Senate — a  compensation  of  sixty  dollars  to  each  sailor,  to  enable 
him  to  replace  the  necessary  clothing  lost  by  him  in  the  service  of 
his  grateful  country.  Humane,  but  feeble-minded  persons  would 
naturally  suppose  that  such  resolution  was  immediately  passed, 
with  the  amendment  that  seventy  instead  of  sixty  dollars  per  man 
be  the  amount  granted.  Quite  the  reverse,  0 !  humane,  but 
feeble-minded  persons  !  The  Senate  Naval  Committee — our  own 
wise,  far-sighted  Senate  Naval  Committee — reported  against  the 
resolution  in  toio,  and  the  brave  tars  of  the  Cumberland  are  left 
cruelly  "  out  in  the  cold,"  pour  encourager  les  autres. 

How  is  this,  good  philosophers  and  political  economists  ?  Is  it 
that  republics,  as  a  certain  dictum  tells  us,  are  ungrateful  ? 

Pausing  for  a  reply  would  not  suit  our  arrangements  in  these 
days  of  rapid  incident ;  on  which  account  we  will  answer  unto  our- 
selves make,  that  if  republics  are  sometimes  ungrateful,  so  likewise 
are  Senate  Naval  Committees  often  incompetent. 


Marshall  Movements. 

A  Southern  paper  says  that  "  a  large  body  was  seen  yesterday 
coming  over  the  Boston  Mountains." 

This  we  suppose,  must  have  been  Humphrey  Marshall,  who 
weighs  312  pounds,  and  is  always  crossing  over  mountains,  or 
something,  to  get  out  somebody's  way. 


White,  Black,  and  Red. 


Minstrels  of  Modern  Feudalism. 


Minie  Singers. 


The  Herald,  of  Friday  last,  has  an  article  upon  "Newspaper 
lying,"  which,  coming  as  it  does  from  so  able  an  authority  on 
that  particular  subject  ought  to  be  entitled  to  consideration.  In 
its  classification  of  lies,  however,  we  think  the  Herald  falls  short  of 
the  mark.  The  Herald  acknowledges  but  two  varieties  of  lies,  the 
white  and  the  black  ;  while  it  has  long  been  a  matter  of  notoriety 
as  well  as  of  regret  that  the  Herald's  own  numerous  productions  in 
that  line  are  dirt-colored  and  Read. 


The  Hospitalities  of  Cincinnati. 

How  fitting  and  beautiful  it  was  that  Cincinnati,  the  City  of 
Pork,  should  offer  a  tribute  of  eggs  to  Wendell  Phillips,  the 
Advocate  of  Ham,  or  at  least,  of  the  descendants  of  Ham  ! 


Advertisement. 


«Mj  RAN  AWAY  FROM  THE  SUBSCRIBER,  EVER  SINCE 
j&k  the  taking  of  Fort  Sumter.  A  Likely  lot  of  Rebels,  of 
JBfei  various  ages  and  Political  Opinions,  mostly  branded  as 
thieves,  etc.  All  persons  are  forbidden  to  harbor  or  trust  them  on 
any  account.  Uncle  Sam. 


Progress  of  Gunnery- 
Projectiles  thrown  from  a  Mortar  are  now    termed    Plaster 
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COOPERATION. 

A.  L. — "Good  Boy  !     I  guess  wb'll  make  a  Tub  of  it  that'll  stand  on  its  own  bottom,  yet." 


ntered/according  to  Act  of  Congress  in  the  yearl802    by  LOOTS  H.  Simre.NS    in  the  cierkV  OtU^e   of  tbelhhtrict  Court  of  the  United  States  for  the  Southern  District  ot  N«w  York 
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JOSEPH  GILLOT'S 

STEEL  PEr¥§, 

OF  THE  OLD  STANDARD  QUALITY 

For  sale  by  all  Stationers  throughout  the 
United  States,  and  to  the  Trade  at  the  man- 
ufacturer's warehouse, 

91  JOHN  STREET.  NEW  YORK. 
Henry  Owen,  .A^ent. 


THE  PARLOK  GARDENER. 

The  Boston  Transcript  says :  "  This  is  one 
of  the  most  valuable  little  guides  ever  is- 
sued.    To   those    of   our   friends   who    find 
that  their  plants   '  never  bloom'— the  buds 
J  dropping  off  just  as  the  flower  is  expected— 
and  to  all  who  need  hints  to  the  cultivation 
of  flowers,  tbis  little  book  is  invaluable.     It 
is  highly  recommended  by  the  leading  horti- 
culturists and  florists." 
Beautifully  illustrated.     Price  60  cents- 
Sold  by  principal  booksellers  and  seeds- 
men, and  sent  by  mail  by  the  publishers. 

J.   E.    TILTON   &   CO.,   Boston. 


BOKER'S  BITTERS. 

THE  BEST  TO^IC  AND  MEDICINE  In  all 
cases    of    complaints    connected    with    the 
stomach  or  the  nervous  system— 
THE  MOST  PLEASANT  CORDIAL  OF  ITS 

KIND 
and  since  more  than  thirty  years  acknowl- 
edged to  be 

THE  BEST  STOMACH  BITTERS   EVER  IN- 
TRODUCED. 
For  sale  by  Grocers  and  Druggists  gener- 
ally, and  with  a  liberal  discount  to  the  trade, 
by  the  Agent,  L.  FUME,  JR., 


06  Liberty  Street,  New  York. 


American    §feel 


$1,0©  WILL  PAY  FOR  A 

gross  of  the  BEST   PENS   EVER  MADE, 
and  pay  the  Postage  to  your  Address. 
J.  P.  SNOW, 

335  Broadway,,  New  York. 

Ts  it  possible  that  any 

X  SOLDIER  can  be  so  foolish  as  to  leave 
the  city  without  a  supply  of  HOLLOWAY'S 
OINTMENT  &.  PILLS  ?  Whoever  does  so 
will  deeply  regret  it.  These  medicines  are 
the  only  certain  cure  for  Bowel  Complaints, 
Fevers,  Sores  and  Scurvy.  Only  25  cents 
per  Box  or  Pot- 


WAK»  &  PARRY,  PUB- 
LISHERS,   BOOKSELLERS 

and  Importers,  (Successors  to  H.  W.  Derby.) 
625  Broadway.  Are  selling  their  own  Pub- 
lications, together  with  all  the  current  mis- 
cellaneous issues  of  the  day  afrgreatly  re- 
duced prices. 

They  publish  the  following  : 
POPULAR  BOOKS  OF    WIT  AND  HUMOR, 
The  Widow  Bedott  Papers,  12mo., 

cloth,  1  00  60 

Mrs.  Partington,  by  B.  P.  Shillaber,  1  00  60 
The  Sparrowgrass  Papers,  1  00  60 

Eiley's  Humors  of  the  West,  1  00  60 

Brougham's  Humorous  Irish  Stories,  1  00  60 
Miss  Slimmens'  Wimdow,  1  00  60 

Prentice's  Wit  and  Humor,  1  00  60 

Letters  of  Jack  Downing,  12mo.,  1  00  60 
Jack  Downing's  Yankee  Stories,  1  00  GO 


s 


TEAM    JOB    PRINT- 
ING ESTABLISHMENT, 

44   ANN   STREET. 


CHAPIN  &  McKAY, 

'VANITY   FAIR"   PRINTERS, 

Newspaper,  Book,  Job  and  Card  Printing 
neatly  executed,  on  the  most  reasonable 
terms,  and  with  dispatch. 


CORNER    OF     8th   AYENUE   AND    14 th   STREET, 

WILL  BE  OPENED 

Wednesday,  April  9th,  1882. 


DONE  GONE  !     DONE  GONE  ! 

AND   THE 

GLE€TEB     PICTUKE!! 


Card  Photographs  of  the  Remarkable  Paintings  published  by 

E.    ANTHONY,    501    BROADWAY, 

No  loyal  album  should  be  without  them.     Price  25  cents  each,  with  printed  description,     Remittan- 
ces may  be  in  postage  stamps,  and  the  pictures  will  be  sent  by  mail,  prepaid. 


"  NO    RECENT  WRITER 
Has    so   Arrested   the  Attention  of  the      Thoughtful." 


THE  VIGOROUS    AND    ORIGINAL    NOVEL, 

MARGBET    HO^V^TH 

A    STORY    OF    TO-DAY, 
Has  now  passed  to  its 

THIRD    EDITION.     PRICE    75    Cents. 
Editors    lEirotigfiifiuit    the    Country 

Who  have  received  this  paper  for  ONE  YEAR,  will  please  insert  the  following— NOTICE  AND 
TERMS— THREE  TIMES  in  their  advertising  columns,  and  send  marked  copies  of  the  papers  con- 
taining the  same  to  this  office.  The  paper  will  not  be  sent  to  such  as  do  not  comply  with  our  terms, 
as  our  exchange  list  is  an  unusually  large  one. 


s. 


WE    OFFER    AS   A    PREMIUM    TO 

EVERY   THREE  DOLLAR  SUBSCRIBER    TO   VANITY   FAIR 

A    COPY   OF 

ARTEMUS    "W-AJE£X>     HIS    BOOK, 

To  be  shortly  issued  by  CARLETON  Publisher,  of  this  city.     Price,  $1  00. 
We  will  send  any  other  ONE  DOLLAR  Publication  which  may  be  preferred. 
We  do  not  prepay  the  paper  to  Premium  Subscribers,  but  the 

BOOK   WILL   BE   SENT   POSTAGE  FREE. 

TEI^IMS     OF    SUBSCRIPTION. 

TO     VANITY    FAIR. 

One  Copy  one  year Postage  unpaid $2  50 

"  "        and  "  Artemus  Ward  Letters "         unpaid, 3  00 

"  "        "  paid 3  00 

Two  Copies  one  year  (to  one  address) "  paid 5  00 

Five  Copies  one  year  (to  one  address) "        unpaid 10  00 

One  Copy  one  year  and  Worcester's  Ills  d  Q'rto  Dictionary      "        unpaid 6  00 

Three  Copies  one  year  and  Worcester's  Ills'd  Quarto  Dictionary, 9  00 

BOUND    VOLUMES. 

Single  Volume Postage  paid $2  00 

Three  Volumes  and  copy  of  paper  one  year,  books  prepaid  only 7  00 

Four  Volumes  and  Copy  of  Paper,  one  year,  books  prepaid  only, 8  00 

Three  Volumes        "  "  "  (to  California)  books  prepaid  only 8  00 

Four  Volumes         "  "  "  "  "  "  9  00 

Remittances  must  be  made  in  Gold,  New  York  or  Eastern  Currency,  or  other  Currency  at  New 
York  par.     Seal  all  letters  securely,  and  address  plainly  to 

LOUIS  H.  STEPHENS,  Publisher  for  Proprietors, 

No   11G  Nassau  street,  N.  Y, 


IMPROVED 
Gutta     Percha 

CEMENT 

ROOFING 

It  is  water-proof, 
and 

Costs  only  about 

one  -  third    as 

much    as 

Tin, 

AND    IS     TWICE 
AS  DURABLE. 
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CHEAPEST  and\ 
most   DURABLE 


ROOFING 
Fire  and  Water 
Proof.  Applied 
to  New  and  Old 
Roofs  of  all  kind" 
and  sent  to  all 
parts  of  the  coun- 
try with    full  di- 


>^SMS^^SK\J^ 


otio 


i  fori 


Send  for  a  Circular 


JOHNS  &  CR0SLEY, 

SOLE   MANUFACTURERS. 

78  WILLIAM  ST., 

(COn.    LIBERTY   ST.), 

NEW    YORK. 


GUTTA  PERCHA 
CEMENT, 

FOR  preserving 
new  and  repairing 
LEAKY  METAL 
ROOFS  of  every 
description;     Will 

NOT  CRACK  IN  COLD 
OR  RUN  IN  WARM 
WEATHER. 

Agents  Wanted. 

Icrms  Cash  ! 


JOHNS    <&    CROSUEY'S  AMERICAN    CEMENT  CLUE.  FOE 

J    CEMENTING  WOOD,    LEATHER,  GLASS,    IVORY,    CHINA,     MARBLE 

PORCELAIN,  ALABASTER,  BONE,  CORAL,  &c,  &.-...  the  only  article  of  the  kind  ever  produced 
which  will  withstand  water.     Liberal  terms  to  Wholesale  Jjalers. 

PRICE    TWENTY  -  FIVE    CENTS. 

JOHNS  &  CROSLEY,  Sole  Manufacturers, 

Wholesale  Warehouse,  87  William  st.,  cor.  Liberty. 


WORKING  FARMER  AND 
U.  S.  JOURNAL. 

The  Proprietors,  desirous  of  increasing  the 
Circulation  and  influence  of  their  Paper, 
now  commencing  its  Fourteenth  Volume, 
offer  the  following' 

VERY  LIBERAL   INDUCEMENTS. 
By  remitting  One  Dollar  you  will  receive 
the  "Working  Farmer  and   U.   S.  Jour- 
nal," for  one  year,  and  in  addition  either  of 
the  Elegant  Steel  Plate  Engravings, 
''  MERRY   MAKING   IN    THE 

OLDEN    TIME," 
a  spirited  English  Engraving  of  the  highest 
artistic  merit,  sheet  24  x  30  inches,  or  the 
beautiful  Engraving 

"SPARKING," 
from  the  celebrated  picture  of  F.  W.  Ed- 
monds, N.  A.  Each  Subscriber  must  remit 
nine  cents  in  postage  stampe,  for  postage  on 
Engraving,  which  will  be  sent  by  mail  in  a 
pasteboard  case. 

Any  one  sending  us  a, club  of 

Three  Subscribeks,  and  enclosing  three 
dollars,  and  twenty-seven  cents  in  stamps 
for    postage   on    Engravings,    will    receive 
three  Engravings  for  the  Subscribers,  and  a 
Silver  Pencil  Case  and  Gold  Pen. 
A    PREMIUM   FOR    TEN    SUB- 
SCRIBERS, 
with  an  engraving  to  each, 
A\  HANDSOME  MAHOGANY    STEREO- 
SCOPE 
with  twelve  beautiful  Stereoscopic"  Views, 
which  with  the  Engraving  will  be  sent  by 
express 

Further  Inducements, 

Those  who  prefer  other  papers  to  the  pre- 
miums we  have  offered,  may  avail  them- 
selves of  the  following,  viz: 

We  will  furnish  any  of  the  TWO  DOL- 
LAR WEEKLIES,  ,and  the  WORKING 
FARMER  and  U.  S.  JOURNAL  for  the 
price  of  the  weekly  alone. 

We  will  furnish  any  of  the  MONTHLY 
MAGAZINES,  for  which  S3  or  more  is 
charged,  with  the  WORKING  FARMER 
and  U.  S.  JOURNAL,  for  les«  than  the 
price  of  the  Magazine  alone. 

$2.00  will  pay  for  one  year's  subscription 
to  the  WORKING  FARMER  and  U.  S. 
JOURNAL  and  either  of  the  following 
TWO  DOLLAR  Publications  : 

THE    METHODIST,  one  of 

the  best  Religious  Papers  in  the  country. 

The  N.  Y.  WEEKLY  TIMES, 

The  N.  Y.  WEEKLY  JRIBUNE, 

The  HOME  JOURNAL. 

PHILA.  SATURDAY  EV'G  POST, 

ARTHUR'S  HOME  MAGAZINE, 

N.  Y  WEEKLY  WORLD, 

NEW  YORK  LEDGER, 

NEW  YORK  MERCURY, 

PETERSON'S  LADIES  NATIONAL 
MAGAZINE, 

CHRISTIAN  INTELLIGENCER, 

FORNEY'S  WAR  PRESS, 

N.  Y.  ARGUS. 
$2.50  will  pay  for  one  year's  subscription 
to    the    WORKI.NG    FARMER   and    U.    S. 
JOURNAL  and   either   of    the    following 
THREE  DOLLAR  Publications  : 

HARPER'S  MAGAZINE. 

KNICKERBOCKER  MAGAZINE. 
$2.50  for  for  HARPER'S  WEEKLY  and 
the  WORKING  FARMER  and  U.S.  JOUR- 
NAL for  one  year. 

$2.75  will  pay  for  one  year's  subscrip- 
tion to  the  WORKING  FAKMER  and  U.  S. 
JOURNAL  and 

The  ATLANTIC  MONTHLY,  or 

GODEV'S  LADY'S  BOOK. 

It  is  well  known  that  all  Magazines  and 
Weekly  Papers  are  obtained  at  very  low 
rates  by  News  Dealers  and  those  taking 
large  quantities,  which  accounts  for  our 
ability  to  furnish  them  on  the  terms  named 
named  above, 


GK^AT    MUSICAL,   BOX 
DEPOT.     M.  J.    PAILLARD, 

Importer,  21  Maiden  Lane,  N.  Y.  Has  for 
sale  the  most  extensive  assortment  in  the 
country,  at  prices  varying  at  Two  t<  T^o 
Hundred  and  Fifty  Dollars,  each  playina  I, 
2,  3  4,  6,  8,  10,  12,  10  and  24  airs. 

BEAUTIFUL  TOY  BOXES  FOR  CHILDREN. 
BOXES  TO  SUIT  ALL  AGSS  AND  TASTES  . 
Call  and  examine  them  I 

Fine  Gold  and  Silver   Watches  Cheap  for 
Cash. 

MUSICAL  BOXES  REPAIRED. 


Advertising  Bates  of  Vanity  Fair. 

Title  Page,  50  cents  per  line,  occupying  I-3 
the  space  across  the  page. 
Title  Page,  $1.50  per  line,  across  the  page. 
Second  Paite,  25  cents,  wide  column. 
"        "      10  cents,  narrow  column. 
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OUR    WAR    CORRESPONDENCE. 
Letter  from  Mc  Arone. 

Winchester,  April  3d. 

itsome  Vanity  : — 
Here,  at  the  scene 
of  my  latest  vic- 
tory, I  sit  down  to 
record  the  doings 
of  my  brave  sol- 
diers and  their  no- 
ble -  souled  com- 
mander. 

I  did  not  dally 
long  in  flippant 
pleasures  at  the 
rose-em  bo  wered 
cottage  on  the 
margin  of  the 
Neuse  river.  As 
I  indicated  in  my 
last,  the  male  por- 
tion of  the  family 
unexpectedly  arri- 
ved ;  and  a  little 
difficulty  arose, 
which  resulted  in 
the    removal  of  a 

head  from  the  shoulders  of  a  young   person a  brother  of   the 

three  pretty  girls. .. . 

It  was  a  military  necessity. 

My  popularity  lessening,  in  consequence,  I  took  a  guard  of  three 
hundred  thousand  men,  and  started  on  a  reconnoissance  in  force  to 
Mexico. 

Passing  over  the  Erie  Railroad  to  New  London,  I  took  the 
Morris  Canal  for  Philadelphia,  but  in  the  valley  of  the  Shenan- 
doah, was  attacked  by  the  left  wing  of  Jackson's  Rebel  army, 
then  in  retreat  to  Manassas. 

Jackson  said,  "if  he  had  been  making  a  forward  movement,  he 
would  have  let  me  alone  and  run  away  ;  but  he  wouldn't  let  any 
man  interfere  with  him  when  he  was  on  the  run  already.     It  was 
too  dear  a  privilege,  and  no  Southern  soldier  would  give  it  up." 
I  replied,  "  Come  on,  dern  yer  !" 
He  came  on. 

The  cannon  thundered  like  blazes,  and  the  musketry  blazed 
like  thunder.  My  undaunted  soldiery  marched  into  battle  chant- 
ing their  wild  war-song  : 

"  Intery,  mintery,  cutery,  corn  ; 
Apple-seed  and  apple  thorn  ; 
Wire,  briar,  limber  lock, 
Five  geese  in  a  flock,  etc." 

The  effect  was  terrific,  but  sublime 

General  Jackson  was  seized  with  a  bilious  complaint. 

A  young  lieutenant  of  Light  Quadroons,  a  member  of  my  staff, 
performed  prodigies  of  valor. . . . 

Most  people  do,  in  battle. 

I  did. 

Once,  a  large  shell  fell  close  by  me.  My  staff-officers  were 
grouped  in  picturesque  attitudes  about  me.  If  the  murderous 
missile  had  exploded  then  and  there,  we  should  have  been  candi- 
dates for  mahogany  overcoats  with  silver-headed  buttons 

But  you  can't  scare  a  Mc  Arone  with  a  mere  bomb-shell. . . . 

Quick  as  thought maybe  quicker 1  drew  forth  my  deli- 
cate, perfumed,  lace-edged  linen-cambric  handkerchief. ...  I  have 
eight  dozen  such.... and  wrapping  it  tightly  around  the  shell, 
held  it  secure  while  it  burst. 

The  pieces,  of  course,  being  contained  in  the  mouchoir,  could  not 
fly,  and  not  only  my  brave  companions,  but. . .  .what  was  much 
more  important. . .  .myself  escaped  injury. 

Such  is  genius ! 

Still,  I  do  not  boast. 

Like  Governor  Pickens,  of  South  Carolina,  I  "  was  born  insensi- 
ble to  fear." 

Unlike  him,  however,  I  am  not  insensible  to  common  decency. 

The  Rebels  evinced  less  desperation  than  my  own  men,  but  far 
more  discretion. 

They  ran  away. 

By  this  means,  great  loss  of  life  was  saved. 

As  about  one-half  of  their  number  was  killed,  wounded,  and 
captured,  I  was  in  favor  of  letting  the  balance  slide.  My  com- 
rades, however,  insisted  on  pursuing  them. 

"Gentlemen,"  said  I ;  "let  us  be  humane.  Don't  let's  crowd 
the  mourners." 


"Sire,"  said  my  young  lieutenant,  "the  arch-Rebel,  Jackson, 
has  made  a  spittoon  out  of  the  skull  of  my  grand-uncle,  killed  at 
Bull  Run.     I  ask  permission  oidy  to  avenge  my  relative." 

"  What  woulds't  thou,  brave  swell  ?"  I  asked. 

"  I  desire  but  to  sup  on  Jackson  !" 

I  could  not  refuse. 

The  enemy  were  pursued  by  a  detachment  of  brass-mounted 
dragoons,  led  by  the  lieutenant. 

But  it  is  of  no  use  to  try. . .  .you  can't  outrun  Rebels. 

My  lieutenant,  however,  caught  a  platoon  of  twenty  men  who 
were  ambushed,  and  wrung  their  necks. 

He  felt  better,  then. 

Desiring  to  retaliate  a  little  further,  he  took  the  skull  of  one  of 
the  Confederate  officers,  found  dead  on  the  field,  to  make  a 
tobacco-box  of. 

On  sawing  off  the  top,  he  found  it  all  ready  for  the  reception  of 
the  hne-eut. . . . 

It  was  entirely  empty. 

I  believe  I  said  that  it  was  the  skull  of  a  Confederate. 

And  I  am 

McArone. 


"TRULY    RURAL." 

The  fact  is  not  generally  known,  and  would  not  be  generally 
credited  without  irrefragable  testimony,  but  it  is  no  less  a  fact  that 
there  is  an  exquisite  and  daintily-organised  Arcadian  shepherd  on 
the  editorial  staff  of  the  Tribune.  This  flowery  personage  lounges 
and  languishes  habitually  among  the  rarest  hot-house  sentences. 
He  is  so  full  of  perfumes  and  tints,  that,  in  token  of  the  latter 
quality,  he  might  with  great  propriety  be  called  "a  respectable 
colored  person" — that  is,  if  his  color  were  respectable,  but  it  isn't, 
he  lays  it  on  so  heavily.  A  column  of  matter  from  the  monopeta- 
lous  pen  of  this  gentleman — whom  we  take  the  liberty  of  naming 
Sirephon — is  streaked  with  such  gracious  and  seductive  hues,  as  to 
entirely  eclipse  the  chromatic  emblems  usually  seen  in  front  of 
tonsorial  emporia.  (We  think  we  have  caught  his  style.)  From 
one  of  his  fragile  and  airy  creations,  we  venture  to  pluck  the  sub- 
joined pensile  flowers  of  rhetoric,  which  we  find  blossoming  at  the 
top  of  an  article  rather  unpromisingly  entitled  "  Spring  Famous 
for  1862" — we  don't  know  the  botanical  name  : 

"  As  in  the  woodlands  from  between  dreary  ridges  in  the  yet  brown  earth 
peer  the  tender  crocuses,  the  pensive  primroses,  and  pale  blue  violets — those 
faintly  throbbing  pulses  of  the  new  Spring  life — so  all  at  once  has  there  burst 
forth  in  the  windows  of  Broadway,  rows  of  soft-hued  muslins,  dainty  cambrics, 
and  delicate  silks  ;  while  guarded  from  the  fitful  blasts  of  March  by  protecting 
plate  glass,  gossamer  hats  herald  to  the  throng  of  passers-by  the  speedy  advent 
of  the  sweet  season  of  "  ethereal  mildness."  To  metropolitan  minds  these  are 
the  harbingers  ol  Spring,  as  plainly  outspoken  as  are  the  silent  floral  messen- 
gers to  the  eager  child  of  nature  who  interprets  that  universal  mother  through 
the  most  touching  tracings  of  her  beneficent  hand." 

This  "eager  child  of  nature" — the  said  Strephon — goes  on  to 
say 

"One  soft  March  day  to  the  recognition  of  Faith  comes  freighted  with 
messages  from  balmy  May  and  the  "perfect  days"  of  sunny  June  ;  a  breath  of 
Spring  steals  in,  greeting  one  beside  the  glowing  anthracite,  and  bears  with  it 
so  subtle  a  power  that  one  feels  a  longing  for  a  wider  expanse  of  sky,  for  green 
carpeted  meadows,  and  the  tremulous  fragrance  of  early  Spring-time  blooms." 

A  certain  vague  impression  that  we  (with  Strephon's  assistance) 
may  possibly  be  boring  the  reader,  induces  us  to  cull  but  one  more 
exotic  ; 

"  The  Spring  of  18G2  demands  delicate  hues,  shades  tender  as  the  thought  of 
a  May-day  reverie  ;  summons  azures  hazy  as  sky  tints  when 

"  Heaven  puts  on  the  blue  of  May." 
dreamy  greens  liquid  and  lustreless,  pensive  leaf  colors  as  the   foundation  for 
cheerful   enlivenment  ;  thoughtful  mode,  dovelike  aud  lovely  ;  buffs  like  Spring 
sunshine   filte'ed  through   refining  crystals,  and  above  all  pure  white,  whose 
modest  claims  have  of  late  been  too  much  disregarded." 

Yes,  we  think  "  the  whiks"  have  been  disregarded  altogether 
too  much  in  this  country,  while  "  the  blacks"  have  been  altogether 
too  fashionable.  We  trust  the  Spring  Fashions  of  1862  will  bring 
about  a  reform  in  these  matters.  In  the  meanwhile,  dear 
Strephon, treat  us  to  a  neat  thing— occasionally.  It  is  entertain- 
ing to  have  nature  written  about  in  counter-jumper  style. 


Right  by  Accident- 
A  French  engineer,  discussing  in  French  English  the  subject  of 
the  new  floating  battery,  or  steam  ram,  spoke  of  it  as  "  von  great 
Mail  Sheep." 
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IN    SPITE    OF    THE   TAX    BILL. 
Reckless  Lover. — "Dearest  Sapphira,   notwithstanding  the    increased    taxation 

UPON  DRESSES,  JEWELRY,  WATCHES,  WILL  YOTJ,  0,  WILL   YOU  BE  MINE." 


What  Yancey  Brought. 

Miss  Yancey,  who  really  did  get  to  New 
Orleans  after  all,  made  a  speech  there  the 
other  day,  from  the  balcony  of  the  St. 
Charles  Hotel,  in  which  he  informed  his 
hearers  that,  so  far  as  European  intervention 
was  concerned,  the  goose  of  the  C.  S.  A. 
was  certainly  cooked,  and  the  geese  of  the 
same  distinctly  dished.  The  causes  assigned 
by  Miss  Yancey  for  this  very  melancholy 
state  of  things  are  certainly  peculiar.  Here 
they  are  : 

"  England  was  too  thoroughly  abolitionized,  and 
France  feared  the  great  Davis  as  a  dangerous  rival.''' 

In  addition  to  the  above  valuable  bit  of 
information,  it  may  not  be  uninteresting  to 
state  that  Barnum's  hippopotamus  is  mighti- 
ly afraid  of  a  stickleback  in  one  of  the 
Aquaria,  and  trembles  violently  all  over 
whenever  the  Dame  of  his  "  dangerous  rival" 
is  mentioned  in  his  presence. 

"Don't  See  It." 

The  Home  Journal  is  publishing  a  story 
not  a  line  in  which,  it  says,  "  will  vibrate 
unpleasantly  upon  the  ear  of  the  most  sensi- 
tive daughter  of  Eve."  The  sweet  tale,  we 
are  further  told,  is  "an  airy  gem  of  spoken 
flowers,"  whatever  that  may  be. 

We  asked  our  Book  Reviewer,  who  is 
reading  the  story,  whether  he  has  yet  dis- 
covered the  "  airy  gem." 

"  Nary  gem  !"  said  that  sarcastic  person, 
dipping  his  pen  afresh  in  the  gall  jyhich  he 
is  accustomed  to  use  as  a  writing-fluid. 


A  Fillip  for  Phillips. 

Although  Wendell  Phillips  has  been  lec- 
turing for  years  against  slavery,  he  says  he 
was  never  so  disgusted  with  the  yolk  as 
when  that  last  egg  hit  him  at  Cincinnati. 


A    DESPERATE    CHARACTER. 

As  the  following  account  has  appeared  in  almost  every  daily  and 
weekly  paper  for  the  last  month,  it  is  probably  destitute  of  founda- 
tion in  fact ;  but  we  see  fit  to  reproduce  it  in  Vanity  Fair  on 
account  of  certain  suggestions  contained  in  it  : — ■ 

A  remarkable  individual  lives  in  the  town  of  Solon,  Maine.  His  head  is  ap- 
parently destitute  of  the  reasoning  and  moral  faculties.  His  countenance  is 
utterly  expressionless,  and  yet  he  has  an  astonishing  memory.  He  can  relate 
with  marvellous  accuracy  all  sorts  of  incidents  of  his  experience,  never  forgets 
anything,  and  can  repeat  whole  pages  after  one  or  two  hearings.  Still  he  is  as 
simple  as  an  utter  fool  in  nearly  every  respect. 

We  deny  that  the  individual  above  described  is  "remarkable" 
on  account  of  his  possessing  a  head  "  apparently  destitute  of  the 
reasoning  and  moral  faculties,"  and  a  "countenance  utterly  ex- 
pressionless." Go  to  any  church,  to  any  theatre,  to  the  opera,  to  a 
lecture  at  Clinton  Hall,  to  a  euphemism  of  the  savory  Ethiop  at  the 
Cooper  Institute,  to  Barnum's  Museum  on  a  Thanksgiving  Day, 
and  you  will  see  hundreds  of  persons  with  heads  and  features 
exactly  answering  to  those  attributed  to  the  Solon  man,  and  who, 
yet,  have  never  been  published  to  the  world  as  remarkable  indi- 
viduals." We  reject  the  idea  of  the  Solon  man  being  "remarka- 
ble" because  he  "can  relate  with  marvellous  accuracy  all  sorts  of 
incidents  of  his  experience,  and  repeat  whole  pages  after  one  or 
two  hearings."  Thousands  of  persons  belonging  to  the  terrific 
guild  of  Bores  do  all  this,  and  more  too,  every  day  of  their  unde- 
sirable existence,  and  most  of  the  nights,  and  that  without  being 
looked  upon  as  "  remarkable,"  but  rather  the  reverse.  We  laugh 
to  scorn  the  supposition  that  because  the  Solon  man  is  "as  simple 
as  an  utter  fool  in  nearly  every  respect,"  he  should  therefore  be 
entitled  to  the  benefits  accruing  to  an  individual  from  the  applica- 
tion of  the  adjective  "remarkable."  There  are  utter  fools — ay, 
and  uttering  fools  enough  in  our  community,  Goodness  knows  !  as 
the  girls  say,  and  certainly  we  do  not  remember  having  ever  heard 
them  characterized  as  "  remarkable"  on  that  account.  Of  course 
there  are  exceptions  to  this,  as  to  other  general  rules.  The  Editor 
of  the  Tribune,  for  instance,  has,  we  believe,  found  a  niche  in  some 


paper  temple  or  other  dedicated  to  the  "  remarkable  "  men  of  the 
day,  while,  although  by  no  manner  of  means  a  Solon  man,  he  is 
considered  by  a  good  many  competent  authorities  to  be  "as  simple 
as  an  utter  fool  in  nearly  every  respect."  Finally,  although  we 
decline  to  admit  that  the  addle-headed  idiot  and  bore  who  resides 
in  the  "  town  of  Solon,  Maine,"  is  a  bit  less  desirable  as  a  com- 
panion than  dozens  who  don't,  we  must  express  our  surprise  that 
Solon,  who  has  generally  beeD  looked  upon  as  a  smart  man,  can 
tolerate  the  presence  of  that  individual  upon  his  premises. 

ABO    BO    LITION. 

Abo  Bo  Lition  (may  his  tribe  decrease  !) 

Awoke  one  night  not  very  well  at  ease, 

And  saw  within  the  shadow  of  his  room, 

Making  it  mean,  and  like  a  stink- weed  in  bloom, 

A  devil  writing  in  a  book  of  brass  : 

Exceeding  cant  had  made  Bo  Lition  an  ass 

And  to  the  shadow  he  said,  a  little  pale, 

"What  scribblest  thou  ?"    The  phantom  raised  its  tail, 

And  answered  with  a  leer  of  sour  discord, 

"  The  names  of  those  who  own  Jeff  Davis  Lord." 

"  And  is  mine  one  ?"  said  Abo.     "  Not  quite  so," 

Replied  the  devil.     Abo  spoke  more  low 

But  cheerly  still,  aching  to  grasp  his  pen, 

"  Write  me  as  one  who  hates  the  Union  then." 

The  devil  wrote  and  vamosed.     The  next  night 
He  came  again — this  time  a  little  tight — 
And  showed  the  names  who  served  Jeff  Davis  best, 
And  lo !  Bo  Lition's  name  led  all  the  rest. 


Literary. 
We  look  anxiously  for  the  appearance  of  a  forthcoming  work  by 
Victor  Hugo,  entitled  "  Les  Miserables."     What  can   it  be  all 
about?  we  wonder— can  it  be  a  series  of  biographs  of  the  leaders 
of  rebellion  in  the  Uriited  States  ? 
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OUR    RELATIONS    WITH    FRANCE. 

The  cold-blooded  atrocities  committed  by  French  writers  upon 
the  English  language  have  long  been  porcupine  quills  and  thorns 
in  the  sensitive  cuticles  of  English  and  American  writers.  The  im- 
mortal Shakespeare,  for  instance,  is  always  quoted  by  French 
critics  as  one  "  Williams,"  while  our  excellent  friend  of  boyhood's 
brightsome  clays,  R.  Crusoe,  is  usually  referred  to  by  the  same  in- 
versive  writers  under  the  patronymic  of  "  Romnson.''  This  is  hard 
to  bear  :  this  is  one  of  the  trials  to  which  poor,  weak  humanity  is 
more  or  less  subject  in  its  driftings  down  the  river  of  tears  by  the 
feeble-minded  infelicitously  termed  "Life."  But  "this"  is  Hy- 
bloean  honey-drops  and  sweet  cider  in  comparison  with  the  calf's 

head  hash  served  up  to  us 
by  a  sprightly  young  con- 
tributor to  one  of  the  Pa- 
risian serious  almanacks. 
That  sprightly  young  bel- 
esprit  —  he  must  be  very 
young — goes  a  short  way 
into  American  literature, 
during  his  flounders  in 
which  he  makes  the  cu- 
rious discovery  that 
"Horse-Shoe  Robinson"  is 
so  called  after  the  cele- 
brated solitaire  of  Juan 
Fernandez,  one  of  whose 
remarkable  adventures  was 
the  startling  apparition 
of  the  "  horse-shoe  track 
upon  the  sand !'' 


The  Cockney  upon  Snow-Shoes. 

The  London  Illustrated  News  has  always  been  particularly  strong 
upon  American  people,  manners  and  things  ;  but  one  of  the  best 
specimens  of  its  information  in  this  direction  that  we  have  yet 
seen  is  the  description  lately  furnished  by  it  of  the  well-known 
snow-shoe  of  the  Nuth.  "  Snow-shoes,"  says  the  cockney  writer, 
"  are  cane  pattens  to  prevent  the  feet  sinking  in  the  snow." 

"Cane  pattens!"  Shades  of  several  generations  of  aboriginal 
grandmothers  ! 

We  must  not  be  surprised  should  the  same  brilliant  writer  at 
any  time  state  that  "  the  canoe  of  the  Indian  is  constructed  of  the 
bark  of  the  Esquimaux  Dog" — although  any  American  four-year- 
old  could  inform  him  that  the  Esquimaux  dog  has  no  bark. 


An  Immense  Success  off  Charleston. 

The  United  States  War  Steamer  Florida,  one  of  the  Charleston 
Blockading  Squadron,  was  fortunate  enough  to  overhaul  the  U.  S. 
transport  Oriental,  bound  from  Port  Royal  to  New  York,  last  week. 
As  this  is  the  first  prize  made  off  Charleston  harbor,  (notwith- 
standing the  fact  that  a  line  of  rebel  steamers  runs  regularly 
between  that  port  and  Nassau  N.  P.,)  Secretary  Welles  is  propor- 
tionally elated.  By  firing  into  our  own  vessels  now  and  then  the 
blockade  captains  will  at  least  prove  that  they  are  not  asleep. 


Sentiment:  by  "A  Constant  Reader." 

The  counties  of  Carteret  and  Craven,  in  North  Carolina,  are 
like  newspaper  correspondents. ..  .at  least,  they  Lie  About  the 
Neuse  ! 


Ar^x-n-R  C-MM-ns. 
Khali  be  forgiven. 


Personal. 
Return  the  $140,000  to  your  heart-broken  Uncle,  and  all 

Dawks. 


THE      FOGIE    OLD. 
An  Old  Fogie  dozed  in  his  office  chair 
He  was  one  of  the  genus  that  "  runs  to  hair  :" 
Grave  and  solemn  of  mien  was  he 
White  his  beard  as  a  beard  could  be, 
While  his  top-knot  grey  as  an  ancient  seer's 
Was  a  caution  to  barbers  and  perruquiers, 
And  the  thing  he  looked  most  like  beneath  the  moon, 
Was  a  used  up,  unfunny  Pantaloon 

0  !  this  Fogie  Old. 

Now  this  ancient  person  had  ships  in  charge, 
Qnantities  of  them  both  small  and  large, 
And  they  came,  or  went,  or  staid,  at  his  nod 
As  they  might  at  the  wink  of  a  demigod. 
Slow  was  he  both  of  thought  and  deed, 
"  Go-ahead"  was  no  part  of  his  creed  ; 
Things  to  be  done  right  off  in  a  week, 
Were  but  half  begun  by  this  verd  antique, 

0  !  this  Fogie  Old. 

As  a  postmaster  once  in  an  inland  town, 
He  had  won,  it  was  said,  some  small  renown, 
And  his  land  mail  practice,  his  only  boast, 
Was  the  reason  they  gave  him  a  naval  post. 
It  was  apropos,  for  the  roads  on  land 
Are  so  like  the  roads  that  our  fleets  command, 
And  shipping  the  mail  on  its  inland  trips, 
Gives  a  man  such  a  knowledge  of  maile'd  ships  ! 
0  !  this  Fogie  Old. 

Now  some  rascals  a  monster  of  iron  mould 
Built  to  tackle  the  craft  of  this  Fogie  Old, 
Who  supposing  the  matter  a  myth  or  joke 
Still  relied  on  his  vessels  of  worm-worn  oak  ! 
"  They  are  old  and  tough,"  he  exclaimed  "  like  me," 
So  he  went  it  blind,  and  they  went  to  sea. 
On  the  strength  of  the  adage— you've  heard  the  tale- 
He  cast  his  tubs  to  the  iron  whale, 

0!  this  Fogie  Old. 

When  the  monster  came,  as  the  Fogie  should 
Have  suspected  before,  it  swamped  the  wood, 
But  the  Salt  of  the  Earth — from  a  town  inland — 
Till  the  thing  was  Hone  couldn't  understand. 
And  of  chartering  iron  he  never  spoke, 
Having  always  believed  in  the  Charter  Oak, 
And  that  boughs  of  wood  in  a  vessel's  keel, 
Were  a  blamed  sight  better  than  bows  of  steel  ; 
O  !  this  Fogie  Old. 

When  a  privateer  one  of  our  ports  got  in, 

As  she  lay  like  a  bottle  inside  a  bin, 

He  remarked  to  himself,  "  Well  we  have  her  now 

She  will  never  get  out  again,  any  how  ; 

'Twas  a  good  strategic  move  I'll  swear. 

Thus  to  let  her  slip  past  us,  unaware  ;" 

Then  to  pass  the  time  till  the  next  great  news, 

He  turned  in  for  a  Kip  Van  Winkle  snooze, 

O  !  this  Fogie  Old. 
But  to  do  him  justice,  before  he  slept 
He  proposed  a  look  out  should  be  duly  kept 
For  the  pirate  craft,  and  to  watch  her  sails 
He  selected  a  couple  of  Naval  snails 
That  a  mile  couldn't  run  to  the  pirates  three  ; 
"  But  two  ships  to  one  is  great  odds,"  said  he, 
As  he  drew  his  cap  o'er  his  white  toupee 
And  began  to  slumber  this  "  old  man  gray" — 

0  !  this  Fogie  Old. 
The  vile  privateer,  an  accursed  thiDg, 
That  among  our  commerce  had  had  her  swing, 
Escaped  out  of  port  like  a  racer  spry 
While  the  tubs,  like  two  hippopotami 
Floundered  along  in  her  wake — ho  !  ho  ! 
How  her  skipper  laughed  at  those  coaches  slow. 
But  the  man  with  the  beard  so  large  and  white, 
Didn't  sleep  any  worse  let  us  hope,  that  night ! 

0  !  the  Fogie  Old. 
And  the  Fogie  old  still  his  place  retains, 
(For  Court  influence  farther  goes  than  brains,) 
And  he'll  care  no  more  for  this  skreed  of  verse, 
Than  his  brother-in-law  for  the  public  purse. 
But  if  ever  he  quits  (which  he  won't)  his  post, 
V.  F.  knows  the  one  which  would  suit  him  most. 
Let  the  slowest  of  all  slow  State  machines 
Be  made  Flag  Commodore  of  the  horse  marines  I 

O  !  the  Fogie  Old. 
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THE  MARCH  OF  METAL. 

Party  with  Umbrella. — "  Where's  tour  umbrella,   Jack  ?    You'll  get  -wet  to   the 
skin.'' 

Other  Party. — " Not  if  I  know  it .     I  wear  iron  next  to  the  skin,  now;  an  iron 

UNDER-SHIRT,  IRON'  DRAWERS,  AND  MY  SOCKS  ARE   COPPER-BOTTOMED    AND   FASTENED." 


More  Truth  than  Poetry. 

In  an  article  upon  education,  the   Daily 

Times  says  : 

"It  is  not  merely  in  nurseries,  but  in  hot-beds 
that  we  compel  the  young  idea  to  shoot." 

Both  the  hot-beds  and  the  shooting  may 
be  applied  to  the  self-education  of  New 
York,  in  another  sense  than  that  in  which 
the  Times  applies  it  to  our  Public  Schools. 
Such  hot-beds  as  the  Concert  Saloons  are 
stirred  up  and  fostered  into  fester  by  such 
vice  cultivators  as  the  Herald,  for  instance, 
and  the  sprouts  that  shoot  up  from  them  do 
their  shooting  very  effectually  sometimes, 
as  in  the  case  of  the  waiter-girl  shot  at  by  a 
ruffian  one  night  last  week. 


Fashionable   Intelligence. 

One  of  our  up-town  hotels  was  fortunate 
enough  to  bag  three  lords  last  week — Lord 
Edward  P.  Clinton,  Lord  Edward  Caven- 
dish and  Lord  A.  Cecil.  It  is  hoped  that 
the  lords  were  satisfied  with  the  landlord's 
commons.  The  well-known  American  Piers, 
No.  1,  2,  and  3  North  River  have  been 
much  visited  by  the  ton  of  late. 


A  Fish  Story. 

"  I'm  a  soused  Garnet,"  gasped  the  rebel 
colonel  of  that  name,  to  his  confrere  General 
Jackson,  thus  misquoting  Shakespeare  as 
they  ran  through  Strasburgh.  ''Well," 
sputtered  Jackson,  looking  askance  at  his 
dusty  and  perspiring  fellow  runaway,  "  you 
are  certainly  in  a  pickle. "„ 


How  to  Reduce  "  Ten. 
Bring  it  into  decimal  fractions. 


THE     COMIC    STATESMA.N- 

Sj  long  as  we  do  not  stand  still  we  progress.  We  may  go  for- 
ward, backward,  or  to  the  right  or  left,  still  we  progress.  Some- 
body has  ventured  the  opinion  that  the  world  progresses.  America 
is  beyond  a  doubt  a  veritable  progresser.  Its  progress  has  com- 
pletely thrown  in  the  shade  that  of  Bunyan's  celebrated  Pilgrim. 
The  statesmen  of  our  day  have  stepped  a  little  to  one  side  of  the 
substantial  path  to  fame  marked  out  by  the  founders  of  the 
Republic  and  trodden  steadily  by  their  successors  until  now.  We 
do  not  believe  that  any  school-boy  imagines  that  the  venerated 
members  of  the  first  Congress  whiled  away  the  hours  of  their 
sessions  by  proposing  conundrums  to  one  another,  or  dispensing 
comic  ideas  after  the  manner  of  Daniel  Rice,  or  Joseph  Pentland. 
They  may  have  done  so — everything  almost  is  possible— still  we 
aver  a£jain  that  no  pure-minded  district  scholar  associates  any 
such  doings  as  these  in  his  mind  when  reading  of  their  proceed- 
ings on  several  momentous  occasions.  The  Johnnies  and  Tommies 
of  1875,  however,  will  have  to  look  upon  the  Congressmen  of  to- 
day— the  blood-sunned  day  of  the  nation — as  not  only  upright, 
energetic,  patriotic,  but  also  comic  statesmen.  Some  of  the  mem- 
bers of  the  House,  if  reports  be  true,  need  only  the  clown's  cap 
and  bells  to  become  eminent  as  Public  Jesters.  To  be  funny  is 
the  ambition  of  many  representatives  at  Washington — to  do  a  bit 
of  buffoonery  is  in  their  esteem  an  exceedingly  large  thing.  The 
common-place  drolleries  occasioned  by  the  recent  debate  on  the 
proposed  Tax  bill  were  equal  to  the  best  seasoned  gags  of  the  East 
Side  Theatres. 

The  Comic  Statesman  must  hereafter  shine  in  history.  Wit  in 
legislative  assemblies,  at  the  bar,  and  on  the  bench  is  well-estab- 
lished by  precedent  the  most  illustrious,  but  the  underdone  punster 
never  appeared  in  public  debate  before  the  year  1862 — or  if  he  did 
he  found  the  entrance  to  oblivion  wide  open  before  him  the 
moment  after  his  debut,  and  went  in  boots  and  all. 

However,  we  do  not  wish  to  discourage  humor  at  the  Capitol — 
on  the  contrary  we  should  only  be  too  glad  to  see  the  country 
sending  to  Congress  all  the  professed  gagmen  that  can  be  found. 


As  a  specimen  of  the  style  of  thing  got  off  now  and  then  in  the 
National  Council  Chambers  we  append  the  following,  taken  sub- 
stantially from  a  telegram  not  long  since. 

Member  from  Somewhere. — What  is  the  definition  of  a  Juggler  ? 
Member  from  Elsewhere. — A  man  who  owns  a  Jug. 
Nothing  can  excel  the  dreary  originality  of  the  above  powerful 
.'    Congressional  mot.    The  best  specimens  of    Capitol  joking   are 
I    among  those  classed  as  indelicate  inuendoes.     The   refined  in- 
<    decency  of  some  of  the  remarks  is  seldom  equalled  even  in  a  com- 
munity of  fast  men. 

Lest  Congressmen  should  run  out  their  supply  of  simple  comi- 
calities before  the  session  is  fairly  over,  Vanity  Pair  proposes  the 
following  toothsome  quirks  made  expressly  for  the  purpose,  after 
the  pattern  of  those  that  have  achieved  the  largest  success  in  the 
Federal  Capitol.  The  author  is  a  lad  of  dense  stupidity,  holding 
the  position  of  Factotum  to  a  high  and  dry  old  law  firm  not  far 
from  Jauncey  Court,  Wall  Street : 

Apropos  of  amendments  to  the  Tax  bill. 

1.  To  tax  eggs  by  the  gross  would  surely  be  a  Grocer  piece  of 
inj  ustice  than  this  body  is  capable  of. 

2.  As  to  the  hen,  all  I  have  to  say  is  that  the  hen  has  not  Henny 
thing  to  say  about  it. 

If  clowns,  jesters,  and  the  like  are  to  be  taxed,  I  wish  to  know 
why  nothing  is  to  be  imposed  upon  the  Wag  in  a  dog's  tail  ? 

N.  B.— V.  F.  thinks  this  may  be  a  trifle  too  good  for  Con- 
gressional use — so  we  beg  to  take  it  back. 

3.  Why  not  tax  the  Taxidermists  ? 

4.  Query.  Among  the  vehicles  on  which  a  duty  has  been 
placed  is  there  any  mention  of  cartes  de  visite  ? 

5.  To  tax  corn  in  the  ear  would  be  nonsense — you  might  as  well 
levy  on  the  "  Green  in  your  eye." 

6.  Will  authors  as  well  as  editors  be  made  to  come  up  to  the 
Scratch  ? 

The  Factotum  will  be  happy  to  supply  members  with  witticisms 
privately  by  post,  on  receipt  of  six  cents  each  for  the  number 
desired. 


VANITY    FAIR. 


OUE    SENTIMENTS. 

Jolly  Tar  {to  V.  F,)—"  Here's  that  old  lubber  Welles  a  ruinin'   of  our  Navy  !     What's  to  be  done  with  him, 

Skipper  ?" 
%  F. — "  Off  with  his  head — So  much  for  Buckingham  !" 
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A    SCRAP    FROM    MANASSAS. 


O 


Vanity  Fair  will  wager  a  Jester's  Bauble  against  a  peck  of  Con- 
federate shinplasters — which  is  equivalent  to  staking  a  jewelled 
sceptre  against  a  rag-picker's  hook — that  the  following  metrical 
missive,  said  to  have  been  picked  up  in  an  army  hut  at  Manassas 
Gap,  formerly  occupied  by  Capt.  Bobadil  Belzebub  Bolt,  of  the 
Opelousas  Ogres,  was  written  during  one  of  those  Pythonic  par- 
oxysms into  which  Southern  young  ladies  occasionally  throw  them- 
selves by  a  process  known  in  the  Dixian  classics  as  "  digging  " : — 

Dear  Belzy,  » 

Your  letter  has  made  me  feel  good, 
Being  writ,  as  you  say,  with  a  Lincolnite's  blood. 
I  hope,  Belz,  you  scalped  him  alive,  I  declare, 
And  wiped  your  pen  dry  on  his  infamous  hair. 
As  my  inkstand  is  broken,  and  times  are  so  dull 
Father  won't  buy  another,  just  send  me  his  skull, 
And  I'll  saw  off  the  top,  and  with  ink  fill  it  up, 
Of  the  hue  of  his  brain — black  republican  pup  ! 
Send  me  also  a  few  mudsill  teeth,  white  and  clear — 
They  are  quite  at  a  premium  for  rosaries  here — 
With  some  nice  finger-bones — they  are  exquisite  things, 
When  polished  and  crossed,  to  append  to  the  strings, 
And  'tis  really  improving  to  have  in  one's  pew 
Such  aids  to  devotion — so  send  me  some,  do. 
Moreover,  I  want,  should  you  have  any  left, 
Three  or  four  pairs  of  ears  from  the  heads  you  have  cleft  ; 
They  would  make  such  appropriate  Secession  cockades, 
And  are  easier  to  get,  too,  than  ribbons  and  braids. 
Save  me  likewise  some  whiskers,  the  next  time  you  kill, 
Say  sufficient  the  rocking-chair  cushion  to  fill ; 
For  of  wool  for  such  purpose  we  haven't  enough, 
Now  the  Feds  have  enticed  off  Pomp,  Dinah  and  Cuff. 
As  leather  is  scarce  here,  and  dear  too  besides, 
Express  me  a  few  abolitionist  hides  ; 
I  can  soon  have  them  tanned,  and  to  gaiter-boots  turned, 
And  if  there's  a  luxury  for  which  I  have  yearned, 
'Tis  to  trample,  yes  trample — revenge  is  so  sweet ! — 
Skins  of  flayed  black  republicans  under  my  feet. 
Those  scalps  that  you  say  are  beginning  to  wilt, 
Forward  when  they  are  dry,  for  my  Yankee-scalp-quilt. 
Only  think,  dearest  Belz,  how  delightful  'twill  seem 
Under  Northerners'  peltry  of  vict'ry  to  dream. 
We  hear  you  are  drawing  the  miscreants  South, 
To  perish  of  sun-stroke,  and  fever,  and  drouth. 
We  girls  of  their  bones,  when  the  buzzards  have  dined, 
Will  a  pyramid  build,  to  astonish  mankind, 
And  show  to  the  future,  by  proofs  bona  fide, 
That  the  daughters  of  Dixie  can  "  do  things  up  tidy." 
Hoping,  Belzy,  you'll  give  the  vile  Lincolnites — well, 
Just  the  w  hipping  they  should  have, 

Yours,  Imogene  Yell. 


Fiat  Justitia. 

An  Entire  Stranger  requests  us  to  publish  the  following  explana- 
tion of  the  recent  statement  that  the  Southern  envoy,  Mason 
appeared  on  the  floor  of  the  British  Parliament,  in  a  state  of  in- 
toxication. The  Stranger  says  that  Mason  has  for  some  time  been 
experimenting  toward  the  manufacture  of  a  "perfect"  article  of 
"  brick,"  and,  after  a  morning  spent  in  industriously  "  moistening 
his  clay,"  had  inadvertedly  brought  a  "specimen"  in  his  hat  to 
the  House. 


A  Miser-able  Quip. 

Jenks,  now  restored  to  his  wonted  state  of  mind,  says,  he  fer- 
vently trusts  that  the  numerous  presentations  of  costly  side-arms, 
by  a  grateful  people  to  our  gallant  officers,  will  not  have  the  effect 
of  making  the  recipients  a  sworded  set  of  men. 


Archaeological. 

The  latest  news  from  the  South  is  that  "  Van  Dorn  and  Jeff. 
Thompson  are  concentrating  a  large  force  at  Pocahontas  Ark.,  pre- 
paratory to  an  attack  upon  the  Federals  at  New-Madrid." 

It  appears  from  the  above  that  Pocahontas,  Ark.,  like  Noah's 
Ark,  is  at  preseut  a  receptacle  for  beasts  and  creeping  things. 


Severe,  but  Just- 


Jenks,  continuing  to  bear  malice,  says,  that  the  attempted 
resuscitation  of  the  Atlantic  Telegraph  Cable  reminds  him  forcibly 
of  Falstaff's  death,  the  chief  feature  of  both  being  much 
"  babble  of  green  Field's." 


NUTS    FOR    NATURAL    HISTORIANS. 

BY    PICUS   MARTIUS. 

RELATIONS  OF  REBELLION  TO  ZOOLOGY. 

The  animal  most  strangely  affected  by  the  Rebellion  is  assuredly 
the  Ram. 

Incredible  as  it  may  appear,  the  Ram  has  undergone  a  series  of 
transformations,  both  functional  and  organic. 

In  the  first  place,  he  has — in  the  words  of  "  the  divine  Wil- 
liams"— "  suffered  a  sea  change."  Instead  of  disporting  on  the 
verdant  mead,  he  now  rampages  over  the  deep,  like  unto  the  levia- 
than.   In  other  words,  very  like  a  whale. 

Again,  he  is  worse  than  a  wolf  in  sheep's  clothing.  He  is  a  very 
hard  case.     In  fact,  a  case  of  iron. 

Another  peculiarity  developed  in  the  Ram  by  the  Rebellion,  is  a 
decidedly  homicidal  or  manslaughterous  proclivity.  This,  how- 
ever, is  not  very  strange,  when  we  recollect  that  Aram  was  a  noto- 
rious murderer  in  the  last  century. 

A  learned  friend  who  deals  in  marine  stores  as  a  recreation  for 
his  lighter  hours,  has  just  assured  me  that  the  Ram  is  also  an  arti- 
cle in  his  line.  And  upon  my  asking  an  explanation,  he  reminded 
me  that  the  Ram  was  a  remarkably  strong  butter.     This  is  so . 

The  Rebels  first,  in  this  country,  made  the  Ram  a  hard  case. 
This  they  were  able  to  do  with  the  greater  ease,  from  their  famil- 
iarity with  the  habits  of  the  "  creature." 

There  are,  doubtless,  many  curious  facts  worthy  of  remark,  with 
reference  to  the  influence  of  the  present  crisis,  on  the  horse,  the 
bull,  the  ass,  the  gorilla,  the  what-is-it,  the  Abolitionist,  and 
many  of  the  other  beasts. 

But  time,  space,  opportunity,  and  a  total  ignorance  of  what  fur- 
ther remarks  to  make,  rather  interfere  with  my  further  indulging 
the  readers  of  V.  F.  at  present. 


OUR    BOOK    REVIEW. 


The  Rebellion  Record:      Part  XIV.     New   York:     G.    P.    Putnam, 
No.  582  Broadway. 

This  number  of  the  War  Record,  in  addition  to  the  large  amount 
of  documentary  and  other  evidence  of  our  new,  if  not  delightful, 
state  of  affairs  here,  contains  two  excellent  steel-engraved  portraits. 
One  of  Gen.  Halleck,  bluff,  and  portly,  and  inconsistent,  we  should 
say,  with  the  personal  comfort  of  Secessionists  in  general.  The 
other  of  handsome,  gentle,  much-lamented  Theodore  Winthrop, 
the  loss  of  whom,  and  of  the  like  of  whom,  could  not  be  made 
good  by  a  whole  wilderness  of  emancipated  Ethiops — causa  teterrima 
belli. 

New  York  State  Army  List.    April,  1862.     New  York:  Congreve, 
Darwent,  &  Whiteford,  No.  335  Broadway. 

This  useful  little  public  ation  is  a  "detector''  in  its  way.  We 
fail  to  find  in  it  the  names  of  several  swaggering  persons  who  have 
been  travelling  upon  sword  and  spurs  for  some  time  past — dining 
upon  aurescent  shoulder-straps,  and  dipping  the  beak  of  the  un- 
scathed helmet  in  the  gratuitous  goblet  extended  to  the  "noble 
preserver  of  his  country."  This  little  book  is  therefore  entitled 
to  consideration,  just  as  the  bank  detector  is.  There  be  sham  war- 
riors as  well  as  bogus  bills,  and  it  is  good  to  keep  a  sharp  look-out 
for  both. 

The  Parlor  Gardener.     Boston :  J.  E.  Tilton  &  Co. 

This  neatly  got  up  little  book,  which  is  further  described  as  "  A 
Treatise  on  the  House  Culture  of  Ornamental  Plants,''  is  deftly 
translated  from  the  French  by  "Cornelia  I.  Randolph,  of  Vir- 
ginia." As  a  hardware  dealer  of  this  city,  enthusiastic  upon 
wheeled  skates,  sets  forth  in  his  advertisements  ' '  Every  Parlor  a 
Pond,"  so  does  this  treatise  admonish  the  tasteful  reader  that 
every  chamber  in  a  house  may  be  converted  into  a  parterre.  We 
confess  to  a  preference,  in  our  domestic  arrangements,  for  the  par- 
terre over  the  pond.  We  never  could  see  the  object  of  having  a 
parlor  converted  into  a  pool  for  wading  about  in  upon  wheeled 
skates  ;  while,  by  converting  one  into  a  parterre,  economy  in  the 
carpet  item  would  be  secured,  and  one  would  always  have  a 
"spare  bed"  for  a  friend.  As  we  skimmed  lightly  over  the 
"  Parlor  Gardener,"  we  thought  for  a  moment  that  the  skating 
pond  and  parterre  might  perhaps  be  combined.  But  we  were 
mistaken ;  and  our  mistake  arose  from  a  hasty  glance  at 
the  words — "Slips  in  the  Warm  Portable  Greenhouse,"  which, 
on  consideration,  do  not  appear  to  refer  to  anything  upon  ice, 
however. 
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VANITY    FAIR    TO    THE    DEVIL- 

Vanity  Fair  Office, 
116  Nassau  Steeet,  New  York. 

April  5,  1862. 

Sir  : — You  will  overlook,  I  am  sure,  my  presumption  in  address- 
ing so  eminent  a  personage  as  yourself  on  account  of  the  intelli- 
gence I  have  to  communicate.  And  as  this  intelligence  must  he 
very  gratifying  indeed  to  you,  but  is  far  from  being  so  to  me,  I 
trust,  moreover,  that  my  motives  in  writing  will  appear  to  you  (as 
they  really  are,)  wholly  disinterested. 

You  must  be  aware  that  a  rebellion  now  distracts  the  country 
in  which  I  have  the  honor  to  "circulate."  I  say  that  you  must 
be  aware  of  this  because  I  make  no  doubt  that  the  numerous  rebel 
embassadors  who  have  recently  presented  themselves  at  your 
Court  have  apprised  you  of  the  fact.  Personally  as  well  as  offi- 
cially you  doubtless  regard  this  rebellion  as  a  very  superior  thing. 
This  is  a  point,  however,  which  I  do  not  propose  to  discuss.  My 
object  in  now  writing  to  you  is  to  call  your  attention  to  some 
developments  of  Southern  character  growing  out  of  the  rebellion 
which  the  rebel  embassadors  aforementioned,  in  their  native  mod- 
esty, have  probably  not  alluded  to  at  all.  The  fact  is,  sir,  that 
within  the  past  year  these  Southern  rebels  have  repeatedly  shown 
themselves  to  be  worthy  of  your  highest  esteem  and  consideration. 
In  all  their  intercourse  with  the  Union  troops  they  have  exhibited 
a  refinement  and  courtesy  peculiar,  I  am  sure,  to  the  people  of 
your  section  of  country  alone.  At  Ball's  Bluff,  you  may  remem- 
ber, they  managed  to  kill  a  good  many  Northern  men.  These 
they  were  good  enough  to  leave  unbaried  on  the  field  of  battle. 
Too  generous  and  high-spirited  to  disturb  the  dead  (except  for  the 
laudable  purpose  of  securing  here  and  there  a  whole  pair  of 
trousers.)  they  left  these  bodies  to  rot  in  the  sun  and  be  carried 
away  piecemeal  by  the  obliging  carrion  crows  of  the  neighbor 
hood.  Impelled  by  charity  and  the  thirst  for  trousers'  these  high- 
toned  gentlemen  of  the  South  occasionally  relieved  the  sufferings 
of  our  wounded,  by  kicking  them  to  death  with  their  heavy  boots, 
thus  smoothing  for  them  the  path  that  leads  from  Life  into  Eter- 
nity. One  young  hidalgo  named  George  Ritchie,  whom  I 
specially  commend  to  your  fostering  care,  earned  for  himself  a 
brilliant  reputation  in  in  this  way  : 

' '  Among  the  prisoners  was  George  Ritchie,  the  fiend  who  had  accelerated  the 
death  of  wounded  Union  soldiers  at  Ball's  Bluff  by  stamping  upon  them.  One 
instance  which  is  stamped  upon  his  spul  as  indelibly  as  the  letters  of  blood 
upon  the  wall  at  Belsiiazzar's  feast,  is  that  of  a  poor  wounded  soldier,  who  had 
crawled  upon  his  hands  and  knees  to  his  house,  and  in  piteous  accents  implored 
assistance.  With  brute-like  ferocity  Ritchie  jumped  upon  and  kicked  him  to 
death,  with  such  exclamations  as,  '  If  they  have  not  already  killed  you,  I'll  do 
it !'  " — Philadelphia  Inquirer. 

At  Bull  Bun  the  same  regard  for  all  that  you,  sir,  hold  highest 
and  best  was  observed.  Rebellious  gentlemen,  after  the  battle, 
wiled  away  their  leisure  hours  in  camp  in  carving  neat  little 
trinkets  and  objets  de  vertu  from  the  bones  of  deceased  Unionists. 
The  skull  of  the  Northerner  was  found  to  make  a  capital  drinking- 
cup,  and  soon  became  quite  the  thing  at  Manassas  Junction. 
Some  of  the  inscriptions  on  these  cups  combined  taste  with  fancy. 
"  Sic  semper  tyrannis,"  as  exhibiting  in  its  application  both  of 
these  qualities  in  highest  degree,  naturally  found  the  greatest 
favor.  When  the  stock  of  bleached  bones  on  hand  gave  out,  the 
burning  of  newly-made  corpses  came  into  vogue,  and  would  proba- 
bly have  long  continued  the  fashion  but  for  the  odor  resulting 
from  the  process,  which  finally  drove  the  Southern  gentlemen  fiom 
their  pleasing  diversions. 

The  females  of  Rebeldom,  you  will  be  glad  to  know,  sir,  were 
not  lacking  in  that  nobility  of  character  which  distinguished  the 
males.  With  that  tropical  luxuriance  of  sentiment  characteristic 
of  the  daughters  of  the  South,  these  wrote  continually  to  their 
husbands  and  sweethearts  at  the  wars  to  send  them  home  a  "  Yan- 
kee's heart,"  as  a  sweet  souvenir  and  token  of  a  love  that  can 
never  die. 

And  as  in  these  few  instances  so  everywhere  ;  at  Pea  Ridge, 
(where  amiability  of  an  extraordinary  nature,  comprising  willing- 
ness to  scalp,  was  exhibited  toward  us,)  in  Kentucky,  Tennessee, 
and  elsewhere. 

I  know,  sir,  that  your  heart  instinctively  warms  to  the  people 
whose  deeds  I  have  here  recorded.  I  trust  that  you  will  consider 
it  merely  the  result  of  an  imperfect  education  when  I  state  that 
mine  doesn't  warm  to  them  at  all.  Not  a  drop.  And  the  people 
of  the  North  are  in  the  same  predicament.  The  rebel  chevaliers 
are  quite  as  conscious  of  this  fact  as  we  are,  and  recent  events 
6how  that  they  have  resolved  to  secede  not  only  from  the  United 
States,  but  from  the  world  itself.  Congenial  society  is  to  them  a 
necessity,  and  where  can  they  find  it  save  with  you  and  your  dear, 


delightful  demons  ?  Nowhere.  They  have  made  up  their  minds, 
accordingly,  to  abide  henceforward  with  you  ;  to  bask  ever  more 
in  the  sunshine  of  Satanic  splendor.  Some  have  already  set  off 
for  your  dominions  and  the  rest  will  speedily  follow.  There  isn't 
the  slightest  danger  of  your  mistaking  them  for  any  other  class  of 
people,  but,  to  make  things  sure,  I  send  you  this  sketch  which,  as 
a  family  likeness  exists  amongst  them,  will  do  for  one  hundred 
regiments  at;  well  as  for  one  ■ 


You  will  entertain  these  new  guests  hospitably,  I  know,  for  their 
own  sakes,  and  treat  them  to  all  the  luxuries  at  your  command. 
Their  rooms  would  all  be  very  well  warmed,  of  course.  I  should 
see,  if  I  were  you,  that  Mr.  Floyd  had  his  sulphur  cocktail  regu- 
larly every  morning,  and  although  I  don't  want  to  interfere,  I 
beg  to  suggest  that  Mr.  Jefferson  Davis  needs  a  good  deal  of 
pitchfork,  hot,  at  intervals  throughout  the  day.  His  system  really 
requires  it. 

Congratulating  you,  sir,  upon  this  addition  to  your  large  and 
elegant  assortment  of  fiends,  I  remain  anything  but 

Yours, 


f  mutxj  Jaw. 


To 


Lucifer  Satan,  Esq  , 
3  Brimstone  Square, 
Hades. 


The  "Ago  of  Iron." 


We  frequently  hear  the  above  expression  made  use  of  since  the 
war  brought  hardware  into  such  requisition.  "  Old  Iron"  is  also 
often  referred  to  by  junk  dealers.  Nothing  that  we  have  yet 
heard,  however,  has  given  us  so  good  an  idea  of  how  old  iron 
must  be  as  the  advertisement  of  a  coach-maker  who  announces 
that  he  has  taken  out  a  patent  for  "  Corrugated  axles." 


"  Just  Once." 

"They  say  that  Miss  8  *  *,  on  being  introduced  to  Horace 
Greeley,  actually  kissed  him!"  said  the  Landlady;  "what  a 
forward  minx !" 

"  Yes,"  answered  X.  ;  "  but  you  know  Greeley  likes  Forward 
Movements !" 
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1.  0  a  mixed  community  of  persons !     0  Manahattanese ! 

Sauntering  on  Broadway,  or  loafing  out  beyond  the  ferries,  here  are  unwholesome 

faces. 
The  lamentable  face  of  the  money-broker — the  man  whose  victuals  don't  seem 

to  agree  with  each  other,  neither  with  him,  except  he  speculates  well. 
The  face  of  the  down-town  merchant,  who  has  passed  several  suffering  nights 

disturbed  by  the  agonizing  cries  of  a  shapeless  child. 
The  smug,  dew-lapped  faces  of  the  tragedians,  irresistably  funny  ;   and  of  the 

komedians,  who  act  as  if  they  had  heard  some  very  bad  news 
The  doughy  faces  of  infants,  the  flabby  faces  of  Pater  and  Mater  Familias. 
The  dyspeptic  faces  from  Konnecticut,  the  shaved,  blanched  faces  of  Brooklyn 

ministers  and  Academy  directors. 
The  faces  of  men  and  women  other  than  dyspeptic,  the  faces  that  are  innocent 

— of  soap. 
The  face  of  the  brutish  Koboo  called  the  Common  Councilman,  and  of  the  incalcu- 
lably dirty  Kelt. 
The  thick-lipped  mugs  of  the  venerable  and  harmless  men  of  Ethiopia. 
Is  there  anything  worse  than  a  whole  community  with  bodies  apparently  subject 

to  Hackley,  Hope  and  Haws,  city  contractors  for  insuring  dirt  ? 

2.  Bipsnortez  !     Ripsnortez  ! 

I  swear  I  go  the  whole  ticket  for  those  who  are  introducing  us  to  the  Turkish 

Bath. 
You,  Moslem  men  and  women  who  come  hither  from  Konstantinople  to  teach  us 

to  be  clean,  how  are  you  ? 
I  see  the  lithe-fingered  tellaks,  I  count  the  profits  from  the  Kahve'  to  be  attached 

to  the  establishment. 
Profits  from  the  buffets  of  the  ladies'  department. 
Profits  from  the  buffets  bestowed  upon  my  body  by  the  swarthy  eyed  tellaks  in  the 

shampoo. 
I  see  Mahomet  is  going  to  be  our  profit. 
I  see  you,  you  Directors  of  the  Turkish  Bath  Company.     I  don't  see  anybody  else, 

except  the  Secretary  and  General  Manager,  perhaps. 

3.  Take  off  your  duds,  and  I  will  mine,  and  we  will  go  in  for  a  righteous  wash. 
We  will  take  sixty  baths,  including  the  process  of  shampooing,  at  one  dollar. 
Or  one  hundred  baths,  dispensing  with  the  services  of  the  tellaks,  at  fifty  cents. 
I  swear  I  will  not  shirk  any  part  of  the  process. 

The  peculiar  substance  which  closes  up  the  pores  of  the  skin  cannot  be  removed 
by  simple  immersion  in  soap  and  water,  but  here  there  is  no  stoppage,  and 
never  can  be  stoppage. 

Large  and  melodious  thoughts  descend  upon  me  with  the  slender,  spasmic  jets  of 
the  tepid,  blue-white  water. 

I  see  the  butter-colored  chips  flying  off  in  great  flakes  and  slivers. 

By  Jingo  !  they  are  like  little  rolls  of  human  vermicelli. 

Dulcemeute  !     Dulcemente  ! 

I  swear  I  don't  know  whether  I  am  standing  on  my  head  or  on  my  heels.  My  feet 
strike  a  tangent  of  a  segment  of  the  apres-midi  rainbow. 

I  wait  unseen  and  always,  and  snooze  through  the  lethargic  mist. 

I  experience  the  manipulation  of  the  expert  tellaks.  Only  themselves  understand 
themselves  and  the  like  of  themselves. 

Punching  with  balsamic  blows  the  anatomy  of  the  human  frame  ;  the  deltoid, 
and  the  latissimus  dorsi,  and  the  miceps  buscle. 

But  I  walk  or  sit  indifferent— I  am  satisfied.  I  am  as  one  disembodied,  trium- 
phant. 

I  confer  with  spirits  equally  with  me  wasbed.  They  invite  me  to  partake  of  a  little 
spirits-and-water  with  them  in  the  Kahve'  attached  to  the  establishment. 

4.  I  see  no  longer  the  lamentable  faces. 

The  faces  like  those  of  the  most  blear-eyed  and  daddering  idiots  they  have  at  the 
Asylum. 

Nor  the  dyspeptic  faces,  nor  the  face  of  the  incalculably  dirty  Kelt. 

(What  have  I  to  do  with  lamentation  ?) 

I  would  see  this  Moslem  institution  established  not  only  in  the  Manahatta  but  in 
every  city  of  These  States,  inland  and  seaboard. 

With  edifices,  and  rules,  and  trustees,  and  other  strict  arguments. 

Financially  considered,  there  can  be  no  question  that  it  will  be  a  profitable  invest- 
ment. 

Celebrate  with  me,  0  eufans  prepared  for  the  Turkish  Bath  ! 


A    HICKORY    fv UT    FOR    THE    -'HER- 
ALD-" 

The  legislative  action  tardily  taken  by  the 
Albany  Representatives  with  regard  to  the 
subterrene  Halls  of  the  Herald's  Delight 
known  as  Concert  Saloons,  has  just  been 
accompanied  with  a  charming  incident. 
One  of  the  fascinating  waiter-girls  was  tran- 
quilly shot  at  with  a  pistol,  and  wounded, 
by  a  volatile  person  who  gave  his  name  as 
James  Francis  Nokmand,  and  described  him- 
self as  having  no  other  occupation  in  par- 
ticular than  that  of  cousin  to  Secretary 
Sewakd.  This,  if  true,  will  turn  out  rather 
to  the  advantage  of  Secretary  Sewakd  than 
otherwise,  for  the  assassinine  man  who  claims 
kin  with  him  remarked  on  being  taken  into 
custody,  that  his  diabolical  attempt  at  mur- 
der ' '  would  maybe  finish  up  the  concert 
saloon  business" — some  of  the  credit  of 
which  "finish"  would  thus  attach  itself  to 
the  Secretary.  Should  this  consummation 
so  deyoutly  to  be  wished  for  arise  from  an 
apparent  atrocity,  then  may  murder,  indeed, 
be  "considered  as  one  of  the  fine  arts." 
Then  may  the  Herald  come  out  with  strong 
leaders  upon  the  new  and  efficient  method 
of  "  finishing  up  business"  with  a  few  sharp 
touches  of  steel  and  lead,  in  the  style  of  its 
protige  of  the  subterrene  den.  Then  all 
will  be  serene,  if  no  longer  subterrene,  and, 
although  the  noxious  dens  shall  have  ceased 
to  exist,  the  Herald  may  yet  live,  may  yet 
give  the  cue  to  the  gay  and  interesting 
rowdy,  and  may  yet  bring  about  a  state  of 
earthly  things  in  comparison  with  which  the 
Concert  Saloon  would  shine  like  a  vision  of 
angels  performing  virtuous  music  upon 
golden  harps. 


A  Great  Bore. 

The  Artesian  Well  at  Fortress  Monroe  has 
now  reached  the  remarkable  depth  of  385 
feet ;  but  this  is  not  half  as  great  a  Bore  as 
the  other  Welles  up  the  Potomac.  If  both 
continue  to  progress  as  slowly  as  they  have 
done,  we  fear  they  will  never  accomplish 
much  in  their  aquarian  operations.  The 
Secretary  of  the  Navy,  however,  has  many 
apologists,  and  not  a  few  are  believers  in  the 
proverb  that  ' '  all  are  Wells  that  end 
Welles."  These  have  strong  faith  that  the 
greater  bore  will  come  to  an  end  in  time — 
which  will  be  a  good  time  when  it  comes. 


Interesting  to  Army  Tailors- 
Island  No.  10,  the  telegraph  informs  us, 
is  lined  with  forts,  the  rebels  are  hemmed  in, 
and  the  outskirts  fringed  with  timber,  etc. 
This  material  for  a  coat  of  mail  the  Rebels 
design  to  use  for  a  Round-about,  but  if  the 
Federals  get  hold  of  it  they  will  probably 
make  a  Sack  of  it. 


A  Statute  Mile. 

The  Tax  Bill  proposes  to  tax  railway  pass- 
engers by  the  mile,  from  which  arises  the 
query— How  many  passengers  go  to  a  mile  ? 


From  our  Deep  Thinker. 

A  man  may  stir  up  the  fire  with  an  um- 
brella, but  he  cannot  keep  the  rain  off  his 
person  with  a  poker. 


What  our  Navy  Needs. 
Washing  and  Ironing. 
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BOY   TALK. 

Boy. — "  My  father's  bigger  nor  your  father." 

Other  Boy. — "  Well,  my  mother  's  bigger  nor  your  father  and  mother  both  to- 
gether, AND  MY  SISTER'S  GOT  A  SITUATION  AS  HaLBINO  IN  BaRNUM's  MUZEEM  !" 


Information  Wanted. 

As  up  or  down  Broadway  the  surging  crowd 

hustles  me, 
The  new  name  on  Wallack's  old  theatre 

puzzles  me  : 
I  don't  mean  the  "  Mary" — that's  easy,  you 

know — 
But  how  call  the   other — "Provost,"     or 

Provo  ?" 

In  deciding  this  matter  no  time  should  be 

lost  ; 
0  Mary  !  instruct  me — Provo,  or  Provost  ? 
Awaiting  your  goodness,  bewildered  I  go, 
Heart-breaking,     provoking      Provost      or 

Provo ! 


Bound  to  make  the  Fur  fly. 

A  morning  paper  tells  us  that  at  Island 
No.  10  "the  rebels  are  working  like  beavers." 
The  comparison  suggests  misfortune  ;  for 
the  beaver,  as  every  one  knows,  is  an  animal 
that  invariably  leaves  the  best  part  of  itself 
behind  it  in  order  to  escape  total  annihila- 
tion at  the  hands  of  its  pursuers,  and  this, 
at  the  present  juncture,  seems  about  the  only 
course  left  open  to  our  Southern  brethren 
at  Island  at  No.  10. 


The 


"Kind  Offices"  for  the  Nigger. 
Tribune  Offices. 


Glimpses  through  a  London  Fog- 
All  who  have  ever  dwelt  in  or  visited  the  English  capital  must 
be  aware  of  a  fu mo-atmospheric  nuisance  peculiar  to  it,  and  known 
as  "the  blacks."  "Lawk  a  mussy!  'ow  the  blacks  fly!"  is  the 
common  exclamation  of  the  sharp-voiced  Cockney  female,  when 
the  state  of  the  air  is  favorable  to  the  volant,  sooty  motes.  But 
the  most  noteworthy  circumstance  connected  with  the  phenome- 
non in  question,  is  that  imparted  to  a  celebrated  abolitionist  in 
this  city  by  a  renowned  abolitionist  who  corresponds  with  him 
from  London.  According  to  the  latter  authority,  wonderful 
activity  marks  the  conduct  of  the  Cockney  "  blacks"  ever  since  the 
arrival  in  England  of  President  Lincoln's  Emancipation  Message. 
They  "  act  as  if  they  had  heard  some  very  good  news,"  kicking  up 
a  lively  row  generally,  and  flying  into  and  blinding  the  eyes  of  the 
Cockney  gobernouches,  just  as  our  blacks  here  at  home  fly  into  and 
blind  the  eyes  of  our  gobernouches  here  at  home. 


Very  Likely. 

It  is  said  that  since  the  abdication  of  Mr.  Dana  every  one  in  the 
Tribune  office  has  been  having  a  Gay  time  of  it. 


A  Spark  from  our  Old  Flint-Lock. 

Rank  and  Fashion  may  be  all  very  fine  in  time  of  peace,  but 
Rank  and  File  must  have  precedence  of  them  in  time  of  war. 


TRACT    JOURNALISM. 
The  Boston  Tract  Journal  informs  its  readers  that  : 
"  Probably  a  larger  number  of  conversions   have   taken   place   among  our 

soldiers,  during  the  present  season  of  inaction,  than  among  any  equal  number 

of  persons  elsewhere  in  the  country." 

To  what  purpose,  condition  or  semblance  these  warriors  were 
converted,  the  heavy  though  respectable  journal  from  which  we 
quote  neglects  to  state.  A  smart  soldier  may  be  converted  into  a  lout 
by  an  ill-fitting,  shoddy  uniform,  for  instance.  We  have  seen  many 
converts  of  that  kind  painfully  conspicuous  upon  the  Campus.Marti- 
us.  There  are  other  conversions  to  which  the  soldier  is  liable.  If  an 
observant  man,  he  may  be  converted  from  the  belief  too  common 
among  our  young  soldiers  that  he  or  any  other  man  would  do  as 
well  for  a  General  as  one  brought  up  to  the  business.  Also  may 
he  be  converted  from  the  prevalent  superstition  that  well-blacked 
boots  and  garments  with  all  their  proper  buttons  on  are  unworthy 
of  the  republican  private  warrior.  Likewise  from  the  pleasing 
error  that  the  republican  private  warrior  is  necessarily  a  superior 
being  to  his  superior  officer. 

These,  the  Boston  Trad  Journal  may  rest  assured,  are  not  the 
worst  conversions  that  can  affect  a  soldier. 


CAVEAT ! 

By  a  Married  Cuss. 
i. 

Young  man,  if  ever  inclined  you  be 
To  enter  the  portal  of  Matrimon-y, 
Be  wary  how  you  go  through  it  ; 
If  I  beg  of  my  wife  not  to  fret  and  fuss, 
She  only  replies  "  You're  ac-cuss,  you're  ac-cuss, 
You're  accus,  you're  accustomed  to  it !" 


No  matter  how  tidy  you  once  may  have  been, 

If  Madame  thinks  slovenliness  no  sin 

And  plenty  of  women  so  view  it. . . . 
The  more  you  complain  and  kick  up  a  muss, 
The  worse  she  will  be,  till  you're  really  ac-cus, 
You're  accus,  you're  accustomed  to  it ! 


So,  I  say,  young  man,  take  warning  in  time  ; 
Look  well  to  the  lesson  contained  in  my  rhyme, 

Or  twenty  to  one  you  will  rue  it ! 
If  you  once  submit,  'twill  be  always  thus, 
So,  in  getting  a  wife,  pray  dou't  get  ac-cuss, 
Get  accus,  get  accustomed  to  it ! 


Sentiment,   by   a  Conservative. 

"If  the  most  important  arm  of  the  Rebel  service  is  the  Black 
Horse  Cavalry  of  Virginia,  the  next  in  value  is  certainly  the  Black 
Race  Cavilry  of  the  Senate  1" 


Tutoyaerostation. 

"  Isn't  the  Plain  Language  peculiar  to  the  Friends  ?"  asked  the 
Spiritualist. 

"No;"  said  X.,  "I've  frequently  heard  it  used  by  Enemies  !" 


A    Brief  Dialogue- 
Secesh  to  the  Federal  Navy. — "  I  say,  what's  your  mettle,   princi- 
pally ?" 

Federal  Navy.  — "  Iron.     What's  yours  ?" 
Secesh. — "  Well,  I-run,  too !'' 


An    Anglo-Gallic  Monster. 
Why  is  the  Rebel's  favorite  Summer  dish. . .  .corn  and  beans, 
like  Rebellion  itself  ? 
It  is  Ce  que  tache  ! 


Published  by  Louis  H.  Stephens,  for  the  Proprietors,  at  116  Nassau  street,  NjY. 


THE    ATLANTIC    MONTHLY, 

FOR   MAY,    1862,    will  be   ready    this   week.     It  contains  several  highly  interesting  and  important   features. 


by 


TICKNOR  &  FIELDS,  Boston,  Publishers. 
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John  Bull,  (addressing  the  Con  led.) — "I  wouldn't  mjrn  up  MY  cotton  and  backy  if  I  was  you  ;    they  might  be  'handy  to  have  in 

the  house,'  yet  !'' 


THE  NEXT  NUMBER  OF  VANITY  FAIR  WILL  CONTAIN  A  CAPITAL  LETTER  FROM  ARTEWUS  WARD  IN  WASHINGTON. 


Entered  according  to  Act  of  Congress  in  the  year  1802    by  Louie  H.  Stephens  in  tbe  Clerk'B  Office   of  the  District  Court  of  the  United  States  for  the  Southern  District  ol  Ne^  York 


VANITY    FAIR. 


JOSEPH  GILLOT'S 
STEEL  PENS, 

OF  THE  OLD  STANDARD  QUALITY 

For  sale  by  all  Stationers  throughout  the 
United  States,  and  to  the  Trade  at  the  man- 
ufacturer's warehouse, 

91  JOHN  STREET.  NEW  YORK. 

Hesry  Owen,  Agent. 

J.  H.  &  J,  IV.    TAYLOR, 

DEALERS  IN 

WATCHES,     JEWELRY 

AND 

SILVERWARE, 

750  BROADWAY, 

Between  Eighth  and  Ninth  streets,  N.  Y. 

Particular  attention   paid  to   Watch   and 
Jewelry  Repairing. 

Watches  cleaned  and  warranted  by  expe- 
rienced workmen    $1. 
JAMES  H.  TAYLOR. 

(  JAMES    N.   TAYLOR. 

}  Late  with  Tiffany  &  Co. 


THE 


M 


The  Boston  Transcript  says:  "This  is  one 
of  the  most,  valuable  little  snides  ever  is- 
sued. To  those  of  our  friends  who  find 
that  their  plants  'never  bloom-— the  buds 
dropping  off  just  as  the  flower  is  expected— 
and  to  all  who  need  hints  to  the  cultivation 
of  flowers,  this  little  book  is  invaluable.  It 
is  highly  recommended  by  the  leading  horti- 
culturists and  florists." 

Beautifully  illustrated.     Price  00  cents- 
Sold  by  principal  booksellers   and  seeds- 
men, and  sent  by  mail  by  the  publishers. 

J.    E.    TILTON   &   CO.,   Boston. 


BOKER'S  BITTERS. 

THE  BEST  TO^TC  AND  MEDICINE  In  all 
cases    of    complaints    connected    with    the 
stomach  or  the  nervous  system — 
THE   MOST  PLEASANT   CORDIAL  OF  ITS 

KIND 
and  since  more  than  thirty  years  acknowl- 
edged to  be 

THE  BEST  STOMACH  BITTERS   EVER  IN- 
TRODUCED. 
For  sale  by  Grocers  and  Druggists  gener- 
ally, and  with  a  liberal  discount  to  the  trade, 
by  the  Agent,  L.  FUNKE,  JR., 

00  Liberty  Street,  New  York. 


American    Steel 

Peras. 


$1,00  WILL  PAY  FOR  A 

gross  of  the  BEST   PENS  EVER  MADE, 
and  pay  the  Postage  to  your  Address. 
J.  P.   SNOW, 

33a  Broadway,  New  York. 


CROSBY   &  NICHOLS, 

Booksellers,  Publishers  and 
Stationers, 

111    Washington    St.,  Boston. 

C.  &  N.  having  purchased  the  large  and 
valuable  stock  of  the  late  firm  of  CROSBY, 
NICHOLS,  LEE  &  CO.,  are  continuing  the 
business  formerly  conducted  by  that  firm, 
and  also  that  carried  on  for  so  many  years 
by  the  old  firm  of  CROSBY,  NICHOLS  & 
CO.,  and  respectfully  solicit  the  patronage 
of  their  friends  and  of  ihe  public  generally. 

Orders  from  those  not  able  to  call  in  per- 
son, will  receive  prompt  attention,  be  filled 
with  great  care,  and  every  exertion  be  made 
to  give  entire  satisfaction. 

*  *  Particular  attention  given  to  supply- 
ing*Town  and  Parish  Libraries,  and  to  the 
wants  of  Clergymen  and  Teachers. 


EXHIBITION 
CHURCH'S 


OF 


"HEART    OF     THE    ANDES." 

AT  GOUPIL'S  NO.  772  BROADWAY, 
From  9  to  G  o'clock.     Admission  25  cts. 
Visitors  are  requested  to  bring  opera  glasses. 


CORNER    OF     5th   AVENUE   AND    14th   STREET, 

WILL  BS  OPENED 

Wednesday,  April  9th,  1862. 


DONE  GONE  !     DONE  GONE  ! 


ICT1IRE  I  I 


Card  Photographs  of  the  Remarkable  Paintings  published  by 

E.    ANTHONY,    501    BROADWAY, 

No  loyal  album  should  be  without  them.     Price  23  cents  each,  with  printed  description,     Remittan- 
:es  may  be  in  postage  stamps,  and  the  pictures  will  be  sent  by  mail,  prepaid. 


Volume   XVII-1869- 

Established  by  A.  J.  Downing  in  l?4t>. 

THE       HORTICULTURIST, 

And  Journal  of  Rural  Art  and  Rural  Taste. 
PETER  B.   MEAD 
and 
GEORGE   E.    WOODWARD, 
Editors  and  Proprietors,  New  York.     A    Monthly    Blagazine    devoted  to  the  Orchard,  Vineyard, 
Garden   and    Nursery;  to  Culture  under  Glass;  Landscape  Gardening,  Rural  Architecture,  and  the 
improvement  and  embellishment  of  City,  Suburban, and  Country  homes. 
The  new  Fruits  and  Flowers,  and  all  improvements  in  rural  art,  will  be  liberally  illustrated. 

TERMS. 
Annual  Subscription,    Two    Dollars:    Four   Copies.    Six   Dollars.     Bound  Volumes  forlWO  and 
1881,  and   Subscription   1862,  Five  dollars.     Clubs    of   Six,    Nine    dollars    annually  in  advance,  and 
to  the  one  who  gets  it  up,  a  seventh  copy  will  be  sent  gratis,  as  many  years  as  the  club  is  maintain- 
ed.    Specimen  numbers  will  be  sent  free.  Address, 

MEAD  &  WOODWARD,  37  Park  Row,  New  York  City. 

Editors   throughout^    the    Country 

Who  have  received  this  paper  for  ONE  YEAR,  will  please  insert  the  following— NOTICE  AND 
TERMS — THREE  TIMES  in  their  advertising  columns,  and  send  marked  copies  of  the  papers  con- 
taining the  same  to  this  office.  The  paper  will  not  be  sent  to  such  as  do  not  comply  with  our  terms, 
as  our  exchange  list  is  an  unusually  large  one. 


s. 


WE    OFFER    AS   A    PREMIUM    TO 

EVERY   THREE  DOLLAR  SUBSCRIBER    TO   VANITY   FAIR, 

A    COPY   OF 

ARTEMUS    TV^IRJD    HIS    BOOK, 

To  be  shortly  issued  by  CARLETON  Publisher,  of  this  city.     Price,  $1  00. 
We  will  send  any  other  ONE  DOLLAR  Publication  which  may  be  preferred. 
We  do  not  prepay  the  paper  to  Premiuni  Subscribers,  but  the 

BOOK   WILL   BE   SENT   POSTAGE  FREE. 
TERMS     OF    SUIBSCIRJGPTXOIV. 


TO     VANITY    FAIR. 

One  Copy  one  year Postage  unpaid . 


and  "  Artemus  Ward  Letter 


.$2  SO 


Two  Copies  one  year  (to  one  address) " 

Five  Copies  one  year  (to  one  address) " 

One  Copy  one  year  and  Worcester's  Ills  d  Q'rto  Dictionary       " 
Three  Copies  one  year  and  Worcester's  Ills'd  Quarto  Dictionary, 
BOUND    VOLUMES. 


unpaid, 3  00 

paid 3  00 

paid 5  00 

unpaid 10  00 

unpaid fi  00 

9  00 


.$2  00 


Single  Volume Postage  paid 

Three  Volumes  and  copy  of  paper  one  year,  books  prepaid  only 7  00 

Four  Volumes  and  Copy  of  Paper,  one  year,  books  prepaid  only, 8  00 

Three  Volumes        "  "  "  (to  California)  books  prepaid  only 8  00 

Four  Volumes  "  "  "  "  "  9  00 

Remittances  must  be  made  in  Gold,  New  York  or  Eastern  Currency,  or  other  Currency  at  New 
York  par.     Seal  all  letters  securely,  and  address  plainly  to 

LOUIS  H.  STEPHENS,  Publisher  for  Proprietors, 

No   110  Nassau  street,  N.  Y, 


IMPROVED 

Gutta      Percha 

CE  M  EN   T 

ROOFIN  Gr 

It  is  water  -proof, 
and 

Costs  only    about 

one  -  third    as 

much     as 

Tin, 

AND     IS     TWICE 
AS    DURABLE. 


the 

•  CHEAPEST  and 
«£}  most  DURABLE 
ROOF1NU  in  use. 
FlRB  and  Wrar. 
Proof.  Applied 
to  New  unit  Old 
Root's  of  all  kinds, 
and  sent  to  all 
pArts  of  the  coun- 
try with  full  di- 
rections for  use. 
Send  for  a  Circular 


JOHNS  &  CROSLEY, 

SOLE  MANUFACTURERS. 

78  "WILLIAM  ST., 

(COTC.   LIUEKTY  ST.), 

39"  EW   YORK. 


GUTTA  PERCHA 

CEMENT, 

FOR  preserving 
new  and  repairing 
LEAKY  METAL 
ROOFS  of  every 
description ;     Will 

NOT  CKACK  IN  COLD 
OR  RUN  IN  WARM 
WEATHER. 

Agents  Wanted. 

Terms  Cash  ! 


TOIITVS    &    CROSLEY'S  AMERICAN    CEMENT  GLUE,  FOE 

J    CEMENTING  WOOD,    LEATHER,  GLASS,    IVORY,    CHINA,    MARBLE, 

PORCELAIN,  ALABASTER,  RONE,  CORAL,  &c,  &<•-.  the  only  article  of  the  kind  ever  produced 
which  will  withstand  water.     Liberal  terms  to  Wholesale  Jjalers. 

PRICE   TWENTY  -  FIVE    CENTS. 

JOHNS  &  CROSLEY,  Sole  Manufacturers, 

Wholesale  Warehouse,  87  William  st.,  cor.  Liberty. 


WORKING  FARMER  AND 
U.  S.  JOURNAL. 

The  Proprietors,  desirousof  increasing  the 
Circulation  and  influence  of  their  Paper, 
now  commencing  its  Fourteenth  Volume, 
offer  the  following 

VERY  LIBERAL   INDUCEMENTS. 
By  remitting  One  Dollar  you  will  receive 
the  "Working  Farmer  and   U.   S.  Jour- 
nal," for  one  year,  and  in  addition  either  of 
the  Elegant  Steel  Plate  Engravings, 
"  HEKltl    MAKING   IN    THE 

OLDEN     TIME," 
a  spirited  English  Engraving  of  the  highest 
artistic  merit,  sheet  24  x  30  inches,  or  the 
beautiful  Engraving 

"  SPARKING," 
from  the  celebrated  picture  of  F.  W.  Ed- 
monds, N.  A.  Each  Subscriber  must  remit 
nine  cents  in  postage  stampe,  for  postage  on 
Engraving,  which  will  be  sent  by  mail  in  a 
pasteboard  case. 

Any  one  sending  us  a  club  of 
Three  Subscribers,  and  enclosing  three 
dollars,  and  twenty-seven  cents  in  stamps 
for    postage   on    Engravings,    will    receive 
three  Engravings  for  the  Subscribers,  and  a 
Silver  Pencil  Case  and  Gold  Pen. 
A    PREMIUM   FUR    TEN    SUB- 
SCRIBERS, 
with  an  engraving  to  each, 
A    HANDSOME  MAHOGANY    STEREO- 
SCOPE 
with  twelve  beautiful  Stereoscopic   Views, 
which  with  the  Engraving  will  be  sent  by 
express 

Further  laidiicements, 

Those  who  prefer  other  papers  to  the  pre- 
miums we  have  offered,  may  avail  them- 
selves of  the  following,  viz  : 

We  will  furnish  any  of  the  TWO  DOL- 
LAR WEEKLIES,  ,and  the  WORKING 
FAKMER  and  U.  S.  JOURNAL  for  the 
price  of  the  weekly  alone. 

We  will  furnish  any  of  the  MONTHLY 
MAGAZINES,  for  which  S3  or  more  is 
charged,  with  the  WORKING  FARMER 
and  U.  S.  JOURNAL,  for  less  than  the 
price  of  the  Magazine  alone 

It  is  well  known  that  all  Magazines  and 
Weekly  Papers  are  obtained  at  very  low 
rates  by  News  Dealers  and  those  taking 
large  quantities,  which  accounts  for  our 
ability  to  furnish  them  on  the  terms  named 
named  above, 


THE   LIFE   AND   LETTERS 
OK 

WASHINGTON   IRVING, 

BY  HIS  NEPHEW, 

PIERRE  M.    IRVING. 
Vol.    1.      Runnyside    Edition.       12mo. 
cloth,  SI  50. 

G.  P.  PUTNAM. 

No.  533  Broadway. 

Measles  are  prostrating: 
the  Volunteers  by  huudreds, 

tha  hospitals  are  crowded  with  them,  Sol- 
diers be  warned  in  time.  HOLLOWAY'S 
PILLS  are  positively  infallible  in  the  cure 
of  this  disease,  occasional  doses  of  them  will 
preserve  the  health  even  under  the  greatest 
exposure.    Only  25  cts.  per  Box. 


GREAT    MUSICAL   BOX 
DEPOT.     M.  J.   PAILLARD, 

Importer,  21  Maiden  Lane,  N.  Y.  Has  for 
sale  the  most  extensive  assortment  in  the 
country,  at  prices  varying  at  Two  t<  T^so 
Hundred  and  Fifty  Dollars,  each  playins  1, 
2,  3   4,  6,  8,  10,  12,  10  and  24  airs. 

BEAUTIFUL  TOY  BOXES  FOR  CHILDREN. 
BOXES  TO  SUIT  ALL  AGES  AMD  TASfES . 
Call  and  examine  them  ! 

Fine  Gold  and  Silver   Watches  Cheap  for 
Cash. 

MUSICAL  BOXES  REPAIRED. 


s 


TEAM    JOB    PRINT- 
ING ESTABLISHMENT, 
44   ANN    STREET. 


CHAPIN    &  McKAY, 
'VANITY    FAIR"    PRINTERS, 

Newspaper,  Book,  Job  and  Card  Printing 
neatly  executed  on  the  most  reasonable 
terms,  and  with  dispatch. 

Advertising  Rates  ol  Vanity  Fair. 

Title  Page,  50  cents  per  line,  occupying  l-;j 
the  space  across  the  page. 

Title  Page,  $1.50  per  line,  across  the  page. 

Second  Page,  25  cents,  wide  column. 
<<        ".      10  cents,  narrow  column. 
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NECK    OR    NOTHING. 


AS  the  reader  ever  heard  of  a  Parisian  journal  en- 
titled in  funny  French-English  Le  Sport,  which  is, 
after  a  manner,  the  organ  of  fast  young  Paris  ? 
Intense  excitement  has  lately  been  caused  in  the 
salons  because  of  an  announcement  in  Le  Sport  that  white  cravats — 
vulgarly  known  as  "lily  chokers'' — are  to  be  discarded,  on 
account  of  some  exalted  person  of  fashion  having  been  mistaken 
for  a  waiter  in  virtue  of  one  of  those  symbols.  Now,  in  our 
opinion,  young  Mr.  France,  this  is  letting  the  waiter  bully  you — 
which  is  by  no  means  bully  for  you,  you  know.  Why  not  make 
him  undon  the  white  " throttlesqueeze, "  if  you  want  to  wear  it? 
A  brass  collar  ought  to  be  good  enough  for  any  such  dog  who  had 
the  audacity  to  allow  himself  to  be  mistaken  for  a  gentleman. 
And  this,  not  that  we  love  the  white  "  throttlesqueeze"  more,  but 
the  roseate  one  which  we  understand  you  are  going  to  substitute 
for  it  less,  young  Mr.  France.  Our  private  knowledge  of  the 
character  of  the  white  choker  justifies  us  in  averring  that  there 
lies  at  its  door— or  would  lie  at  its  door,  if  it  had  one — more 
gratuitous  blasphemy  than  is  usually  to  be  observed  reclining 
upon  the  threshold  of  any  other  entity.  The  tying  on  of  the 
white  choker  has  never  yet  been  accompanied  by  prayer — always 
is  it  accompanied  by  curses.  Curious  oaths  have  originated  from 
it.  We  tremble  to  think  what  clergymen  may  or  may  not  ex- 
claim, or  at  least  revolve  in  their  minds,  as  they  twist  on  theirs. 
Clergymen,  however,  are  not  usually  swells,  on  which  account, 
perhaps,  they  do  not  all  necessarily  blaspheme  when  tying  on 
their  white  chokers.  It  is  much  for  the  interests  of  morality  that 
the  article  in  question  is  about  to  be  exiled  to  the  Siberia  of  waiter- 
dom,  but  we  doubt  whether  the  pink  of  perfection  will  be  attained 
in  the  adoption  of  the  proposed  pink  item  of  drygoodness.  The 
man  of  gloomy  character  will  appear  in  it  as  though  he  had  par- 
tially effected  suicide,  and  was  awaiting  stoically  the  issue  of  the 
last  crimson  gush  of  life's  river.  The  lively,  vociferous  youth 
will  be  as  to  neck  similar  unto  the  neck  of  a  bottle  of  pink  cham- 
pagne. Don't  adopt  the  pink  choker,  yet,  young  Mr.  France. 
What  is  Le  Sport  about,  not  to  advise  you  better  ?  Were  Le  Sport 
equal  to  support  its  assumed  character,  then  would  the  historical 
"  bird's-eye  fogle,"  or  blue  silk  handkerchief  under  the  influence 
of  a  hail-storm  now  have  its  rights.  Give  us  back,  0  give  us  back, 
the  wild  freshness  of  the  morning  of  life,  with  its  joyous  larks  and 
its  bird's-eye  (ogles  !  We  do  not  require  to  have  restored  to  us  the 
tall,  stiff  shirt-collar  with  which  the  fogle,  wheu  in  life,  was 
united.  That  collar  was  the  cause  of  more  to  us  than  the  white 
choker  itself.  But  you  are  going  to  leave  us,  unhappy  white 
choker,  and  we  have  it  not  in  our  hearts  to  be  too  hard  upon  you, 
particularly  as  there  are  muscadine  memories  about  you,  in  con- 
nection with  dinners  a  la  Russe.  Farewell,  played-out  white 
choker  :  may  Alexandre's  and  Courvoisier's  kids  gambol  sport- 
ively upon  your  sarcophagus ! 


B.    B.    B. 

The  cabalistic  letters  above  stand  for  neither  more  nor  less  than 
"  Billiard  match  between  Beecher  aiad  Barnum,"  which  interesting 
event  came  off  at  Irving  Hall  on  Saturday  evening  last,  according 
to  our  ubiquitous  young  man,  who  has  given  us  a  full  report  of 
the  proceeding.  So  full,  indeed,  was  his  report,  that  if  printed  in 
exlenso  it  would  occupy  rather  more  than  all  our  paper,  including 
the  cuts,  on  which  account  we  have  thought  proper  to  condense  it 
as  follows. 

Precisely  at  a  little  before  eight  o'clock  the  Rev.  Beecher  entered 
the  room,  parading,  as  he  did  so,  with  modest  and  yet  stately  6tep. 
He  was  invested  in  a  blue  and  white  striped  shirt  of  a  flame- 
colored  pattern,  white  silk  breeches,  and  red  stockings  with  eight- 
day  clocks  upon  them  warranted  to  keep  fast  time,  on  account  of 
its  being  Lent ;  and  his  brownish  roan,  or  grizzly-sorrel  hair  was 
ueatly  plaited  into  a  cue  behind,  in  accordance  with  the  Thirty- 
Nine  Articles  by  which  the  game  is  regulated.  Removing  a  chaste 
brier-wood  pipe  from  his  beautifully  carved  mouth,  he  saluted  the 
magic  circle  with  his  well-known  "How  are  you  b'hoys?"  and 
then  seated  himself  upon  the  back  of  an  arm-chair  in  the  favorite 
attitude  learned  by  him  from  M.  Duvernay,  the  celebrated  contor- 
tionist, with  his  legs  tied  about  his  neck  and  his  hands  in  his 
breeches  pockets. 

Intense  silence  now  reigned,  as  the  throng  of  spectators  awaited 
in  hushed  expectation  the  arrival  of  the  great  Barnum.  Some 
idea  of  the  intensity  of  the  silence  may  be  formed  by  our  readers 
who  were  not  present,  when  we  tell  them  that  a  pin  accidentally 
disengaged  from  the  dress  of  a  lady  in  the  crowd,  fell  to  the  floor 
with  a  sound  like  a  crow-bar,  badly  crushing  the  foot  of  an  un- 
lucky stock-broker  whose  name  we  are  not  at  liberty  to  mention. 
Just  as  the  merriment  created  by  this  dreadful  accident  was  sub- 
siding, Mr.  Barnum  made  his  appearance,  arm-in-arm  with  the 
Belgian  Giant  on  one  side,  and  Commodore  Nutt  upon  the  other. 
It  was  a  general  subject  of  remark  how  well  Mr.  Barnum  looked. 
He  was  dressed  entirely  in  a  suit  of  brass,  with  acorns  from  the 
Charter  Oak  for  buttons,  and  wore  a  large  red  cabbage  in  the 
upper  button-hole  of  his  coat. 

"  How  doth  the  ever  busy  B.  ?"  asked  Mr.  Beecher,  addressing 
the  great  showman  almost  in  the  very  words  used  by  Dr.  Watts, 
the  gardener  at  the  White  House. 

Mr.  Barnum  replied  that  he  felt  "  better,"  and  proposed  the 
absorption  of  a  tod  previous  to  commencing  the  game.  And  now 
was  to  be  observed  one  of  those  fine  contrasts  of  character  which 
rarely  break  upon  the  world  like  a  summer  rainbow,  filling  it  with 
special  wonder  :  Beecher  selected  rum  for  his  eye-opener— we  had 
almost  said  pew-opener — while  Barnum  declared  his  preference  for 
apple-jack. 

At  the  request  of  Mr.  Beecher,  the  spectators  were  desired  to 
refrain  from  applause,  which,  he  remarked,  was  apt  to  give  him  a 
pulpitation  about  the  heart. 

The  players  now  strung  for  lead,  and  the  first  shot  fell  to  Bar- 
num, who  missed  it,  in  consequence  of  the  butt  of  the  cue  coming 
into  contact  with  the  head  of  Commodore  Nutt,  who  stood  close 
behind  him,  looking  over  his  shoulder  at  the  game. 

"  An  unfortunate  miss,  that!"  exclaimed  Beecher;  "no  allu- 
sion to  a  certain  class  of  visitors  to  your  Museum,  though,  'pon 
honor,"  added  he,  getting  very  red  in  the  face  at  the  unlucky 
blunder.  He  then  made  a  run  all  round  the  table  until  he  had 
scored  69  without  a  scratch,  after  which  he  got  the  two  reds 
jawed,  and  accomplished  a  handsome  ricochet  carom  oft  the 
cushion  at  the  opposite  angle.  In  the  next  run  he  pocketed  him- 
self, and  theu  sat  down  to  an  elegant  collation  of  Shrewsbury 
oysters  upon  the  half-shell,  while  his  antagonist  continued  the 
game. 

Barnum  now  went  in  for  some  shrewd  play,  mostly  around  the 
table,  stopping  only  for  a  moment,  to  recommend  the  spectators 
to  the  careful  consideration  of  his  large  speckled  trout,  the  What 
is  It  ?  and  eight  million  other  curiosities  and  "  objects  of  virtue" 
on  show  at  his  Museum.  He  then  rushed  up  the  score  rapidly 
to  an  even  game,  when  he  accidentally  came  to  an  end  by  pocket- 
ing his  ball.  After  this  effort  he  appeared  to  be  very  much  ex- 
hausted, perspiring  freely,  and  some  amusement  was  created  by 
the  circumstance  of  his  drawing  a  sandwich  from  his  pocket,  by 
mistake,  instead  of  his  handkerchief,  and  mopping  his  brow  with 
it. 

Returning  to  the  table,  Beecher  now  made  several  feints  with 
his  cue,  followed  by  an  artistic  shot  in  his  peculiar  hammer-aud- 
tongs  style.  His  algebraical  head  now  told  upon  the  game,  as  he 
rapidly  increased  his  lead,  finally  winning  by  a  score  of  500  to 
7012. 

Remarks. 

This  was  one  of  the  most  severely  contested  matches  that  has 
ever  taken  place  on  this  hemisphere.     The  players  both  belong  to 
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The  Elegance  of  Jenkins. 
Tne  Eeporter  of  the  Tribune  having  been 
invited  to  eat  his  dinner  at  the  New  Del- 
monico  House,  exclaims:  "The  waiters 
noiseless  as  the  images  in  a  vision— no  hurry- 
scurry  nor  perspiration  !"  This  writer  is 
evidently  in  the  habit  of  refreshing  him- 
self in  those  classic  saloons  where  they  do 
the  cooking  and  eating  in  the  same  apart- 
ment. 


A  MORNING  EEFLECTION. 
Symmetrical  Youth. — "  The  only  objection  to  the  peg-top  style  of  trousers  is,  that  a 
fellah's  legs  don't  show  in  them." 


Rather  Likes  It. 
The  Eev.  George  Gordon  is  imprisoned  at 
Cleveland,  for  a  violation  of  the  Fugitive 
Slave  Law.  The  President  has  tried  to  par- 
don him,  but  the  Reverend  George  refused 
to  be  pardoned,  and  declines  to  leave  the 
jail.  The  only  way  to  deal  with  a  fastidious 
gentleman  like  this,  is  to  take  him  out, 
dump  him  on  the  side  walk,  and  lock  the 
door.  Then,  if  he  breaks  into  jail,  prose- 
cute him  for  burglary. 


Agriculture  South- 

The  Charleston  Mercury  thinks  that  the 
Southern  farmers  should  begin  to  raise  corn 
for  the  army  "  as  a  matter  of  interest." 
We  think  they  will  be  lucky  if  they  find  it 
so — we  are  sure  it  will  never  be  a  matter  of 
principal. 


A  Proper  Presentation- 
Commander  Worden  of  the  Monitor  has 
received  an  elegant  snuff-box  for  his  bravery 
in  the  cheese  box.  This  is  all  right ;  for  he 
has  proved  that  he  is  up  to  snuff,  and  good 
at  a  pinch. 


the  class  vulgarly  known  as  "  darned  smart  men,"  and  our  candid 
and  impartial  judgment  respecting  their  comparative  merits  may 
be  summed  up  in  the  words  "  six  of  one  and  half-a-dozen  of  the 
other  on  the  half-shell."  Henry  Ward  Beecher  takes  his  cue 
from  Phineas  Taylor  Barniim,  and  P.  T.  B.  takes  his  cue  from  H. 
W.  B.  If  the  one  is  happy  in  the  possession  of  some  albino  or 
bleached  negroes,  so  has  the  other  great  satisfaction  in  contem- 
plating the  everlasting,  unbleached,  woolly-headed,  plank-footed, 
genuine  African  article  of  nigger.  If  the  one  has  a  huge  hippo- 
potamus, the  other  has  a  big,  black  hobby-horse,  and  expects 
to  ride  upon  it  to  glory.  If  the  one  has  a  great  fat  woman,  esti- 
mated at  600  pounds,  avoirdupois,  the  other  has  a  fine  fat  benefice 
estimated  at  we  don't  know  how  many  thousand  dollars,  avoir  to 
pay.     In  fine,  if  the  one  is  an  immense  humbug  so  is  the  other. 


A    DISORDER    AND    A    COMPLAINT. 

For  the  benefit  of  sundry  indefinite  maniacs  who  write  a  news- 
paper at  the  corner  of  Spruce  and  Nassau  Streets. . . .  The 
Tribune,  in  point  of  fact.... we  respectfully  submit  the  following 
list  of  telegraphic  statements,  made  at  brief  intervals  within  the 
past  month  or  so,  on  what  the  said  maniacs  persist  in  calling  "the 
best  authority" the  word  of  "Intelligent  Contrabands." 

I. — That  the  Merrimac  was  practically  destroyed. 

II. — That  Island  Number  Ten  was  in  process  of  evacuation. 

HI.— That  Island  Number  Ten  was  taken. 

IV- — That  Yancey  was  captured. 

V. — That  there  were  do  Rebels  in  or  about  Winchester.  (This 
statement  was  made  within  a  few  days  of  the  battle  there.) 

VI — That  the  pirate,  Nashville,  was  burned. 

VII. — That  the  pirate,  Nashville,  was  captured. 

VIII.—  '1  hat  Fort  Macon  was  taken. 

IX. — That  the  Rebels  made  a  dash  upon  Fairfax  Court-House 
and  pillaged  the  Sutlers'  shops. 

X. — That.... but  we  forbear.  The  list  is  long  enough.  The 
facts  6ince  proven  are,  that  the  Merrimac  is  again  ready  to  come 
out  and  be  driven  back  by  our  gallant  little  Monitor;  that 
Yancey  turned  out  to  be  another  man,  who  escaped  after  all  ;  that 
Winchester  was  full  of  Rebels  till  Shields  made  it  too  hot  for 
them  ;   that  the  Nashville  is  off  once  more   on   her  mission  of 


infamy;  that  Fort  Macon  is  garrisoned  by  3,000  Rebels  ;  that  the 
enemy  dare  not  come  within  many  miles  of  Fairfax  C.  H.,  etc., 
etc,  etc. 

In  a  word,  no  sane  man  who  is  familiar  with  the  character  of 
the  Southern  niggers,  will  ever  pretend  to  believe  anything  they 
may  say  with  an  object.  The  slave  whose  chivalrous  master  runs 
away  down  South,  follows  his  example  inversely,  and  runs  away 
up  North.  Ignorant  and  timid,  he  fears  all  sorts  of  unlikely  hor- 
rors, and  only  approaches  the  Union  lines  because  he  dreads  an 
unknown  injury  less  than  the  certain  barbarity  that  awaits  him  in 
Rebel  camps.  His  first  crude  idea,  then,  is  to  conciliate  the 
soldiers  to  whom  he  entrusts  himself,  and  he  knows  that  all  men 
are  good-natured  toward  the  bearer  of  pleasant  messages.  The 
Peculiar  Institution  is  not  calculated  to  rear  up  its  menials  in  that 
lofty  and  solemn  love  of  Truth  that  the  Tribune  admires  so  much 

in  others.     On  the  contrary,  the  Gorilla  of  the  Cotton -field  is 

one  of  the  finest  liars  in  the  world. 

The  result  of  this  condition  of  things  may  be  found  in  the  list 

of  agreeable   fictions   that   we   have   given   above the   palmy 

creations  of  the  Intelligent  Contraband  mind.  The  philosophers 
of  Printing-House  Square  may  be  able  to  prove  that  the  nigger  is 
a  tanned  white  man,  and  a  being  of  the  most  touching  ethnologi- 
cal integrity  ;  but  they  can  hardly  make  his  news-items  tally  with 
the  daily  corrections  that  appear  in  the  telegraphic  columns  of  the 
leading  journals.  If  correspondents  and  news-gatherers  would 
like  to  keep  the  public  mind  healthy,  let  them  beware  of  the 
Black  Tongue ! 


A  Political  Fact- 


The  Italian  Pope's  foothold  in  the  holy  see  is  much  more  pre- 
carious that  our  Pope's  foothold  in  Tennes-see,  and  the  reason  is 
that  the  former  has  made  a  great  many  unfortunate  bulls,  while 
the  latter  has  never  made  any. 


'Coigns  of  Vantage. 


The  Counterfeit  half  dollars  in  circulation  may  be  coins  of  'van- 
tage to  the  utterers,  but  they  are  quite  the  reverse  to  the  takers. 
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AMUSEMENTS. 

Enterprising    Stage 

0-i/  Manager  of  that  eccle- 
[I  siastical  kaleidoscope, 
H^  Grace  Church,  intro- 
duced the  other  day  a 
new  feature  in  the  pro- 
gramme in  that  fashionable 
place  of  amusement.  With  a 
laudable  solicitude  for  the 
entertainment  of  the  numer- 
ous patrons  of  the  establish- 
ment, and  encouraged  by  the 
great  success  attending  the 
inauguration  of  the  Concert 
Saloon  system  in  this  city,  it 
was  determined  to  open  the 
Church  as  a  species  of  semi- 
religious  free-and-easy  for  the 
benefit  of  the  music  loving 
public,  and  the  Organist. 
The  performances  consisted  of  instrumental  and  vocal  music, 
concluding  with  a  grand  patriotic  chorus,  founded  on  the  cele- 
brated airs  of  "Old  Hundred"  and  "Boot  Hog  or  Die."  A 
numerous  and  fashionable  audience  stimulated  the  efforts  of  the 
performers  and  caused  the  Treasury  to  overflow.  We  are  enabled 
by  the  clairvoyant  prescience  of  our  trance  Medium,  to  present  to 
our  readers  the  following  "  affiche,"  which  he  informs  us  is  shortly 
to  be  printed  on  rose  colored  paper  in  gilt  letters,  and  posted  on 
the  dead  walls  of  the  metropolis  : 


O 


G.  C.  CONCEKT  HALLS! 

The  most  popular  ! 

The  most  popular  ! 

POP! 

POP!  ! 


fcd 

r1 
H 


ular  PLACE  OF  AMUSEMENT  in  the  City  !  ! 

The  Management  have  spared 

NO   EXPENSE 

in  endeavoring  to  render  this  the 

MAMMOTH  CONCERT  HALL  OF  AMERICA  !  !  ! 

In  order  to  complete  the  attractions  of  this 

POWER  OF  BEAUTY         BO  WEB  OF  BEAUTY 

A  FULL  AND  EFFICIENT  CORPS  DE  BALLET 

has  been  engaged,  together  with  a  number  of 

THE  PRETTIEST  WAITEB  GIRLS 

THE  PRETTIEST   WAITER  GIRLS 

IN  THE  WORLD  ! 

The  performances  will  commence  with 

an  ETHIOPIAN  OVERTURE  by 

THE  EPISCOPALIAN  MINSTRELS 

Consisting  of  the  STAR  PERFORMERS  of  the  profession! 

After  which   will  be  given 

A  GRAND  BALLET  DIVERTISSEMENT  !  ! 

To  be  followed  by  a  Medley  of 

VOCAL  AND  INSTRUMENTAL  MUSIC, 

BANJO  SOLOS,  CLOG  DANCES, 

CHAMPION  JIG,  PATRIOTIC  GLEES, 

&c,   &c,  &c. 

The  whole  to  conclude  with 

A  DARING  TIGHT  ROPE  ASCENSION  FROM  THE  CHANCEL 

TO  THE  ORGAN  LOFT,  BY  SIGNOR  BRUNO 

AMID  A  GORGEOUS  DISPLAY  OF  FIREWORKS ! 

Admittance  -30  cents.  No  boys  admitted. 

Tickets  for  sale  at  the  door. 

N.  B.— Wines,  liquors  and  cigars  of  the  best  quality,  always  on 
hand. 


Uniform   Depravity. 


Under  the  head  of  "  Army  and  Navy,"  the  Daily  Times  issues  a 
warning  to  hotel-keepers  and  tailors,  putting  them  on  their  guard 
against  spurious  naval  officers,  "  going  round  in  the  uniform  of 
Lieutenants  and  Acting-Matters,  in  no  way  connected  with  the 
navy,  and  whose  operations  are  calculated  to  bring  discredit  on 
the  service." 

With  reference  to  the  above,  would  it  not  be  well  for  the  Legis- 
lature, before  whom  a  uniform  Bankrupt  Act  is  now  reported,  to 
take  steps  for  passing  a  bankrupt  uniform  Act,  by  the  provisions 
of  which  "confidence  men"  would  be  indictable  for  doing  the 
peacock's  feather  business? 


A    RIGMAROLE    ABOUT    WOOD    AND    IRON. 

Timber  is  floored.  Even  wooden  cabinets  and  bureaus  will  soon 
(we  hope)  be  out  of  fashion.  Live  oak  is  defunct.  George  Law, 
it  is  said,  since  the  late  affair  in  Hampton  roads,  disclaims  his  old 
sobriquet,  and  desires  to  be  henceforth  known  as  Gridiron  George. 
And  why  not  George  and  the  Gridiron  as  well  as  St.  George  and 
the  Dragon,  seeing  that  the  Gridiron  is  the  more  potent  monster 
of  the  two?  This  par  parentMse.  Never  fell  commodity  into  dis- 
repute so  suddenly,  so  utterly,  as  wood.  "  But  yesterday,"  as 
Lord  Chatham  remarked  of  wooden- walled  England,  "  and  it 
might  have  stood  against  the  world."  And  now  what  is  it  ?  Fuel ! 
the  material  of  a  match,  and  no  match  for  iron.  Forrest,  it  is 
reported,  has  adopted  a  new  reading  in  Macbeth  to  suit  the  temper 
of  the  times.  When  the  other  forest  is  reported  to  be  approach- 
ing, he  exclaims  "Burn  'em  Wood!"  in  accents  of  withering 
scorn.  Good  for  the  great  American  Tragedian!  Who  says  he 
doesn't  understand  how  to  bring  the  legitimate  drama  to  a  Bowery 
level  ?     This  also  is  par  parentliese. 

To  return  to  our  timber.  There  is  a  rumor  afloat  that  wood  has 
lost  its  prestige  in  the  Navy  Department,  but  we  shall  never 
believe  that  till  Welles  kicks  the  bucket.  Of  course  we  refer  to 
one  of  those  oaken  buckets  mentioned  by  Woodworth  as  hanging 
in  the  vicinity  of  old  wells.  And,  talking  of  kicking,  the  time  is 
probably  not  far  distant  when  thoughtful  men  will  go  as  far  out 
of  their  way  to  kick  an  oak,  as  tariff-hating  John  Randolph  used 
to  do,  to  boot  a  sheep. 

We  were  told  the  other  day,  but  the  remark  may  have  been 
ironical,  that  the  English  race  known  as  "  The  Oaks"  was  likely 
to  be  abolished,  and  that  all  chestnuts,  bays  and  sorrels  were  to  be 
taken  from  the  turf,  and  nothing  but  iron  grays  run  hereafter. 
The  railroad  men  are  ahead  of  the  turfmen,  however,  for  they  run 
nothing  but  gray  iron. 

Infected  with  the  general  prejudice  schoolboys  look  upon  the 
line, 

"  Tall  oaks  from  little  acorns  grow," 

as  involving  a  comparison  disparaging  to  their  future,  and  refuse 
to  recite  it.  They  insist  upon  substituting  "great  rams  from  pigs 
of  iron  grow,"  and  the  monitors  approve  the  change.  It  is  also 
proposed  to  rule  the  public  schools  with  a  rod  of  iron  instead  of 
the  birchen  instrument,  but  the  popular  mind  is  hardly  yet  pre- 
pared for  this  striking  innovation. 

Castile  Soap  has  risen  in  the  market  simply  because  of  its 
prosody,  and  if  Barnum's  Iranistan  had  not  been  destroyed,  its 
name  at  this  juncture,  would  have  added  largely  to  its  value. 

In  point  of  fact,  iron  is  the  only  ware,  and  so  Shakespeare 
would  have  said  had  he  been  postponed  to  the  present  day.  It  is 
whispered  that  there  is  a  scheme  on  foot  to  make  the  Learned 
Blacksmith  Secretary  of  the  Navy.  It  is  a  good  idea  ;  as  he  would 
doubtless  go  at  the  work  of  remodelling  the  department  hammer 
and  tongs. 

In  the  Army  there  is  some  talk  of  resuming  the  scaly  mail  that 
was  in  use  prior  to  the  revival  of  letters.  We  would  suggest  a 
"modern  improvement"  in  this  connection.  It  is  this.  Let  the 
men  be  made  invulnerable  in  front,  but  left  penetrable  in  the  rear. 
This  plan  would  undoubtedly  render  them  invincible.  For  who  so 
base  as  to  run  from  the  foe  if  his  back  were  his  only  weak  point  ? 
Nothing  so  likely  to  insure  a  universal  "  forward  movement"  as 
to  make  the  front  impenetrable  and  lea#e  the  rear  uncovered. 


DISTRESSING    FROM     THE    SOUTH. 

Such  is  the  state  of  destitution  in  the  Confederate  States,  with 
regard  to  munitions  of  war,  that  fish-balls  are  frequently  dis- 
charged from  their  field  guns.  Upon  one  occasion  a  box  of  sar- 
dines fell  in  the  midst  of  a  group  of  Federal  officers,  but  was  for- 
tunately secured  before  an  explosion  took  place. 

After  the  battle  of  Pittsburg  a  soldier  of  the  National  army 
complained  of  a  slight  sensation  of  numbness,  and  said  he  sus- 
pected that  he  must  have  been  wounded  somewhere.  On  examin- 
ing him,  the  surgeon  discovered  that  a  horse-shoe  had  struck  him 
upon  the  chest,  traversed — as  horse-shoes  are  very  apt  to  do — and 
lodged  upon  his  back  between  the  shoulder  blades.  An  egg-shell 
had  exploded  upon  his  left  hand,  shattering  itself  with  great 
violence,  and  he  was  bristling  all  over  with  knives  anil  forks  and 
pewter  spoons,  fired  by  the  rebels  in  default  of  other  projectiles. 

The  First  Families  of  Virginia  have  cut  the  metal  buttons  off 
all  their  liveries,  to  melt  down  for  bullets,  which  has  caused  great 
discontent  among  their  pampered  menials.  This,  of  course,  does 
not  apply  to  all  the  F.  F.  Vs.,  some  of  whom  are  not  worth  a 
button.  An  intelligent  contraband  assures  us  that  he  was  a  page 
in  one  family  for  upwards  of  forty  years,  but  ran  away  because 
they  wanted  to  reduce  his  regular  allowance  of  buttons.  This 
will  be  a  singular  page  in  the  history  of  the  war. 
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THE  EEBELS  WILL  THINK  SO  TOO  ! 


More  "Horrors  of  War." 
Among  letters  left  behind  by  the  Con- 
federates, when  they  ran  away  from  Pitts- 
burg, is  one  from  a  lady  at  Richmond,  who 
expresses  the  most  heart-rending  anguish  at 
a  terrible  calamity  that  has  fallen  upon  She- 
cessia.  All  the  "  Italian  Irons"  have  been 
taken  by  order  of  Beauregard,  rifled,  touch- 
holed,  and  turned  into  small  cannon,  so 
that  the  ladies  have  had  to  give  up  all  such 
articles  as  require  "  quilling, "  whatever 
that  may  be.  We  trust  that  these  Italian 
Irons  will  fall  into  the  hands  of  our  Gari- 
baldi Guards,  and  that  the  "quilling"  of 
the  event  may  fall  to  our  lot. 


A  Mortar  Brigade. 

The  Richmond  Despatch  states  that  nearly 
all  the  druggists  of  that  city  have  closed 
their  business  and  gone  into  the  army 
"until  the  war  is  over,"  by  order  of  old 
Letcher.  We  do  not  see  why  the  druggists, 
in  particular,  were  selected  for  military 
duty.  They  make  infernally  bad  Drafts,  as 
a  general  rule  ;  but  it  is  possible  that  they 
have  been  pressed  into  the  service  on  ac- 
count of  their  Physical  qualifications  and 
familiarity  with  Mortar  practice. 


On  a  String. 

In  an  article  upon  the  Irish  element  of 
the  Federal  Army,  the  Boston  Saturday 
Evening  Gazette  truly  says  that  "  the  name 
of  Corcoran  touches  a  chord  in  every 
heart."  Upon  reading  this,  the  gentleman 
who  attends  to  the  shillelagh  department  of 
our  journal  stated  his  opinion  that  "  the 
name  of  Corcoran  will  yet  put  a  cord  round 
many  a  thraitor's  windpipe,  be  the  pow- 
ers !" 


Can't  Help  but  do  it. 

The  Evening  Post  is  very  much  afraid  that  McClellan  will  carry 
out  triumphantly  that  portion  of  his  strategic  plan  which  he  had 
assigned  to  himself,  and  in  anticipation  of  his  success,  with  its 
usual  fairness,  seeks  still  further  to  depreciate  him  by  assuming 
that,  if  Yorktown  is  captured,  it  will  be  because  of  the  peremptory 
order  from  the  War  Department.  No  doubt  Mr.  Stanton  is  just 
as  well  qualified,  by  reason  of  his  legal  training,  to  be  a  Comman- 
der-in-Chief of  Armies,  as  William  Cullen  Bryant  is,  by  virtue 
of  his  general  literary  abilities  and  poetical  tastes,  but  in  our  hum- 
ble opinion  an  ounce  of  Burnside  acknowledgment  of  the  masterly 
forethought  of  our  George,  is  worth  several  reams  of  pronuncia- 
mentos  of  a  War  Department,  and  Hymns  to  the  Ages  combined, 
albeit  they  may  bear  the  august  names  of  a  Stanton  and  a  Bryant. 
As  for  William,  his  imagination  seems  to  flower  again  in  his  sen- 
ility, and  it  would  be  unkind  in  any  one  therefore,  at  this  time,  to 
expect  from  so  perfect  a  master  of  fancy  and  fiction  any  thing  that 
would  savor  of  a  fact. 


£tt*-ggmt*    0'§rtm 


Wounded,  February  16,  1862.    Died,   April  6,  1862. 


To  Four  Hundred   Correspondents. 

We  have  been  overwhelmed,  of  late,  with  communications  from 
ladies  and  gentlemen  expiring  to  know  whether  Vanity  Fair  has 
ever  been  under  the  control  of  the  unctuous  and  urbane  Mr.  Brown, 
of  Grace  Church.  Also,  whether  Mr.  Brown  of  Grace  Church,  is 
not  known  in  literary  circles  as  Artemus  Ward.  To  these  en- 
quiries we  answer  in  the  negative.  There  are,  or  were,  two  Mr. 
Browns  residing  in  New  York,  and  by  one  of  these,  Mr.  Charles 
F.  Browne,  alias  Artemus  Ward,  this  journal  was  for  a  while  ably 
conducted.  We  do  not  in  any  way  mean  to  disparage  the  unctuous 
and  urbane  Mr.  Brown  of  Grace  Church,  by  this  explanation. 

In  special  reply  to  one  of  our  anxious  enquirers— a  fair  one  we 
suppose,  as  she  appends  to  her  note  the  signature  "  Blondula" — 
we  have  the  honor  to  state  that  Artemus  Ward  is  quite  a  good- 
looking  young  man  and  altogether  unmarried. 
•■ 

Lex  Talionis. 
The  Merrimac  being  now  commanded  by  Captain  Tatnall,  when 
she  comes  out  again  the  Monitor  {et  al)  will  be  justified  in  giving 
her  "  tit  for  Tat." 


Toll,  bell,  with  solemn  knell 

For  him  who  fell  in  the  galloping  fight, 
Trumpets,  ring  to  the  dead  march  we  sing 

In  our  hearts  that  cling  round  the  spirit  so  bright. 
Roll,  drum,  as  the  vaulted  tomb 

For  his  early  doom  is  gaping  drearily, 
Cold  and  dead  in  his  stony  bed 

Lay  him  who  lately  sang  so  cheerily. 

Hush,  hush  !  the  memories  rush 

With  impetuous  gush  on  heart  and  head  ; 
Speak  low — none  of  us  know 

Half  we  forego  in  the  gallant  dead. 
Plant  flowers,  not  where  April  showers 

But  tears  like  ours  shall  keep  them  in  bloom 
And  their  breath  impart  to  each  kindred  heart 

In  the  crypt  of  which  lies  the  Poet's  tomb. 


VANITY    FAIR. 
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THE    LAST   BLAST   OF    THE   BEAZEN   TEUMPET. 


; 
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AN    ARTICLE    BY    OUR    STRATEGY    EDITOR. 

[It  having  become  a  military  and  journalistic  necessity,  Vanity 
Fair  lias  engaged  a  suitable  person  to  do  up  the  strategy  business 
of  this  adinirably  conducted  journal.  That  he  is  competent  for 
the  post  any  one  can  determine  readily  on  reading  the  following 
particulars.  He  is  a  man  of  fifty  or  upwards,  a  widower,  and  long 
a  resident  of  a  quiet  little  Lunatic  Retreat  not  far  from  this  city. 
He  was  born  a  fool,  reared  an  ass,  and  afterward  adopted  the  pro- 
fession of  lunacy  in  which  he  is  now  a  shining  light. 

Upon  the  conduct  of  the  war  his  views  are  panoramic  and  origi- 
nal. He  believes  in  the  sixty  odd  war  articles,  upholds  Mc- 
Clellan,  understands  Fremont  and  some  other  people — all  of 
which  is  more  than  can  be  said  of  a  certain  set  of  military  editors.] 

The  war  goes  bravely  on !  Richmond  come  out !  McClellan 
gives  you  ten  minutes  to  repent  by  the  watch.  It  is  not  to  be 
supposed  that  any  one  understands  what  the  real  war  policy  of  the 
Government  is — but  intuition  teaches  us  that  a  rebellion  is  to  be 
crushed.  The  whole  South  is  to  be  tossed  in  a  blanket.  Rebels 
will  shortly  go  begging  round  the  streets  of  Northern  cities,  offer- 
ing themselves  like  "  oysters,  by  the  quart,  hundred  or  thousand," 
and  no  takers  will  appear. 

The  new  line  of  defence  established  by  the  confederates  is 
wholly  untenable — they  must  of  necessity  be  bowled  out  sooner  or 
later.  The  system  of  warfare  that  the  Federals  are  pursuing  is 
extremely  one-sided,  it  must  be  eminently  unsatisfactory  to  the 
opposition. 

The  plan  of  campaign  being  marked  out  by  us  is  one  of  vast 
beauty,  and  resembles  cribbage — inasmuch  as  we  stick  pins  as  our 
game  progresses.  It  commenced  in  earnest  at  Somerset.  A  pin 
was  put  through  the  rebel  body  there.  Another  pin  mafked  Fort 
Henry.  A  third  nailed  fifteen  thousand  insects  at  Fort  Donelson. 
Then  the  Army  of  the  Potomac  took  dead-head  admissions  for  the 
cattle  show  in  Virginia,  and  General  Shields  and  force  got  front 
seats.  The  Merrimac  was  pinned  by  the  Monitor.  McClellan 
sends  his  compliments  to  Yorktown,  and  pops  the  question — ironi- 
cally. "Fair  maid  wilt  thou  be  mine  or  mined  ?"  And  the  Vir- 
ginian city  capitulates.  Yorktown  surrendered  once  before.  As 
a  general  thing  our  boys  are  courting  victory  and  cutting  out 
death.  They  have  a  hankering  after  Southern  hands  and  hearts. 
There  is  earnestness  in  their  intent— they  flirt  not  the  cambric 
handkerchief  of  truce. 

Let  us  explain  the  plan  of  victory  now  being  followed. 

Burnside  will  continue  to  eat  his  usual  frugal  repasts  in  the  old 
North  State.  He  must  set  his  loudest  barking  dogs  upon  all 
strolling  intruders.  He  is  expected  to  meet  McClellan  at  Rich- 
mond, for  the  purpose  of  being  introduced  to  General  Hallecic, 
who  will  be  there  about  the  same  time,  after  reading  an  epistle  to 
the  Corinthians  under  Beauregard. 

General  Hunter  will  review  the  Beaufort  Missionaries  and  wit- 
ness the  religious  gymnastics  in  which  they  have  trained  the 
decrepid  negroes  of  the  district.  If  he  wishes  to  whip  anything 
he  can  do  it,  providing  it  be  not  of  a  negro  pattern. 

Generals  McClellan,  McDowell,  Banks  and  Hooker  are  to 
repair  to  Richmond.  Dinner  will  be  served  in  the  Confederate 
Capitol  at  6  P.  M.  on  a  certain  day. 

After  the  cloth  has  been  removed  the  question  will  arise, 
"What  has  become  of  theConfeds?"  Buell,  who  will  come  in 
from  Tennessee,  will  bluntly  ask  "  Have  any  of  you  seen  a 
Rebel  ?"     Ten  to  one,  a  chorus  of  "  Noes"  will  resound. 

The  great,  Union  feeling  will  then  be  sought  and  found  in  all 
directions.  Nobody  will  own  a  barred  flag.  No  young  lady  will 
stick  out  her  tongue  at  anything.  The  whole  South  will  have 
been  waiting  for  us  to  whip  Beauregard,  tar  and  feather  Floyd, 
hang  Jeff  Davis,  and  guillotine  Stephens  and  Yancey.  The 
"  sour  apple  tree"  spoken  of  in  the  song  of  John  Brown's  march- 
ing soul  will  then  be  set  out.  J.  D.  will  be  slung  off  it.  After 
that  he  will  be  spread  out  considerably.  Other  events  will  also 
occur. 

Banks  will  very  likely  remark  to  Halleck,  "What  did  I  tell 
you,  General  ?"  "So  you  did?"  Halleck  will  reply,  "So  you 
did  !  I  told  McClellan  all  along  that  Scott  was  right !  We  have 
got  them  where  their  long  hair  is  shortest !"  About  that  time 
McClellan  will  begin  to  look  anxiously  around,  for  the  first  time 
in  his  life.  He  may  perhaps  ask  for  a  man  named  Greeley.  Per- 
haps he  would  like  to  say  a  few  words  to  another  man  called 
Phillips.  Perhaps  there  will  be  more  rope  given  them  than  they 
ever  got  before. 

Before  bed-time  that  night  the  Confederate  States  prospects  will 
be  wilted  down,  and  our  superior  strategy  gloriously  proven. 
Boots  will  lower  in  price.  Matches  will  again  light.  Tobacco 
will  again  become  a  matter  of  fact  and  not  of  history.  Life  will 
be  worth  more  than  ten  cents  on  a  dollar  all  over  the  South— and 
happiness  may  hustle  misery  and  despair  off  the  scene. 
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JONATHAN'S    DREAM. 

The  night  the  news  from  Pittsburg  come, 
(Such  news  !)  my  goodness'  sake  ! 

I  thought  I'd  never  shet  my  eyes, 
I'd  got  so  wide  awake. 

I  did,  though,  'long  'baout  four  o'clock  • 

And,  nateral  enough, 
I  manifactered  lots  o'  dreams 

With  sech  a  heap  o'  stuff. 

I  travelled  on  the  grandest  scale. 

Not  noticein'  the  weather. 
And  saw  more  rebel  armies  flaxed 

Than  ever  got  together. 

I  saw  the  hull  war  eended  up, 

Jest  like  it's  be'n  begun  : 
And  then  the  rebels  up  an'  said 

They'd  o'ny  be'n  in  fun  ! 

And  then  I  saw  the  graandist  sight 
That's  be'n  sence  Adam's  time  ! 

It  sot  my  hair  right  straight  on  eend  : 
I  swab'w !  it  wooz  sublime ! 

Fustly  I  heerd  a  noble  teiine 
Played  by  a  great  braass  baand  : 

By  gosh !  I  trembled  like  a  leaf, 
It  rolled  along  so  graaud  ! 

It  made  me  think  o'  the  Judgment  Day  !- 

Then  come  a  mighty  host, — 
An'  every  man  wooz  as  solemn-like 

As  ef  he'd  be'n  a  ghost. 

An'  more'n  a  thaousan'  banners  waved — 

Most  on  'em  pooty  raggid, — 
An'  all  the  swoardblades  I  could  see 

Wooz  rusty,  stained,  an'jaggid. 

I  thought  the  men  stepped  so't  o'  prab'ud 

In  spite  o'  rags  an'  dirt  : 
An'  the  praoudist  of  all,  it  seemed  to  me, 

Wooz  the  ones  that  had  be'n  hurt. 

Some  Ginerals  I  knowed  right  off, 

Becuz  I'd  seen  their  picturs  : 
They  rode  along  so  modest-like 

They  didn't  seem  like  victors. 

Halleck,  an'  Pope,  an'  Sigel,  an'  them, 
I  guessed  the  fust  time  tryin' 

An'  two  pale  heroes,  full  o'  wounds. 
I  knew  wooz  Lander  an'  Lyon. 

On  a  white  flag  I  tried  to  read 
Some  names  in  shinin'  letters  : 

I  jest  made  abut  one  name — McRae — 
But  could'nt  read  his  betters. 

And  on  a  hoss  that  stepped  along 

As  prab'ud  as  any  man, 
McClellan  sot  with  serious  face, 
A-leadin'  on  the  van . 

And  all  the  folks  that  used  to  know 

His  bizness  so  darned  well, 
Bareheaded,  follered  anywers, 

Like  sheep  that  hear  the  bell. 

It  seemed  as  ef  there  wa'n't  no  eend  : 

"Twooz  sech  a  mortal  string 
The  rear  man  couldn't  be  along 

Before  the  last  o'  Spring. 

And  then  the  sky  it  all  lit  up 

Like  a  so't  o'  golden  fleece  : 
And  every  man  unkivered  stood — 

For  they  saw  the  Prince  o'  Peace. 


A  Delicacy  of  the  Season- 

Our  Fashionable  Contributor  says  that  the  new  restaurant  at  the 
corner  of  Fifth  Avenue  and  Fourteenth  Street  is  the  Delmonicoziest 
place  in  New  York. 
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OUR  FAST  YOUNG  MEN. 

Boy,  No.  1.—"  Goin'  out  Bloomin'dale  Road,  on  Sunday,  Jack  ?" 

Boy,  No.  2. — "  Ah  !  no.     The  Policy  business  has  gone  back  on  me,  lately— no  more 

HOSS  EXERCISE  FOR  ME  !" 


An  Aspiring  "World. 

During  our  short  but  comprehensive 
career,  we  do  not  remember  to  have  noticed 
anything  more  amusing  than  the  attempt  of 
the  World  to  provoke  the  Secretary  of  the 
Interior  to  sue  it  for  a  libel.  Caleb  ! 
Vanity  Fair  solemnly  begs  you  not  to  do 
it.  We  know  that  they  have  charged  you 
with  "  malfeasance  in  office;"  and  so  they 
will  charge  you  with  cheating  your  respect- 
ed grandmother,  if  they  think  it  will  put 
the  case  of  The  Secretary  of  the  Interior  v. 
The  World  upon  the  docket.  They  would 
give  all  the  money  they  have  got  or  could 
borrow,  to  see  the  Sheriff  walking  into  their 
office  with  the  writ  to-day.  The  Secretary 
of  the  Interior  should  be  inwardly  calm, 
and  superior  to  exterior  assaults.  Restrain 
yourself,  Honorable  Sir  I  It  is  Vanity  Fair 
advises  you,  and  we  are  never  wrong. 


"  I  am  Destitute." 

The  Tribune  sagely  observes  that  at  New 
Orleans  the  Rebels  feel  the  want  of  gun 
boats.  We  have  no  doubt  of  it.  A  good 
dose  of  gun-boat  would  do  'em  good.  We 
are  so  charitable  as  to  hope  that  they  will 
not  have  to  wait  long  for  it. ; 


Unnecessary  Trouble. 

We  are  grieved  to  read  that  the  Rebels 
are  burning  their  tobacco.  If  they  will  only 
send  it  to  us,  we  will  engage  to  burn  it  for 
them,  and  find  our  own  pipes. 


Subject  to  Bile- 

The  "sick  man"  of  the  South,  who  has 
taken  to  "  biling  down"  his  bells,  his  but- 
tons, and  everything  belonging  to  him  that 
will  melt,  for  projectile  purposes. 


YOU'RE    ANOTHER! 

We  do  not  dislike  the  Rev.  Bellows.     He  is  a  liberal  man,  and 

a  talented  man. something  that  one  does  not  stumble  over  every 

day  in  the  clergy.  He  is  never  afraid  to  laugh.  He  speaks  plain- 
ly. He  likes  the  theatre,  and  is  not  ashamed  to  say  so.  Alto- 
gether, if  it  can  be  of  any  service  to  the  Rev.  Bellows  to  know 
that  we  are  favorably  disposed  toward  him,  we  are  glad  to  let  him 
know  it. 

But  we  must  qualify  this  disposition  by  a  few  words  of  exception. 
The  Rev.  Bellows  has  been  giving  us  a  lecture  on  Manassas,  and 
we  are  going  to  give  him  a  lecture  too.  These  words  occur  in  a 
resume  of  his  address  : 

"He,  too,  heard  the  stories  about  the  barbarity  of  the  Rebels, 
in  burning  the  bodies  of  the  dead  Union  troops,  making  toys  of 
their  bones  and  driuking-cups  of  their  skulls.  He  saw  several 
bodies  but  partially  buried  ;  the  heads  and  feet  were  absent  in 

almost  all  cases But  he  declared  these  stories  very  much 

exaggerated.  They  had  to  hunt  for  hours  before  they  saw  these 
evidences  of  Rebel  barbarity,"  etc. 

All  this  we  are  greatly  pleased  to  learn.  The  blood  of  the 
North  has  been  sickened  by  the  tales  of  nameless  outrage  and 
sacrilege  that  have  filled  the  papers  since  the  occupation  of  Man- 
assas by  our  army  ;  and  it  is  a  relief  to  have  the  word  of  a  more 
truthful  man  than  an  "  own  correspondent,"  that  the  facts  are  not 
so  horrible  as  we  had  supposed.     But  what  shall  we  say  to  this  ? 

"  Be  himself  exhibited  a  skull  and  bone,  duy  up  on  the  field." 

Now  we  have  good  and  gallant  friends  in  the  army.  Perhaps 
the  Rev.  Bellows  has,  also.  The  idea  of  their  bones  being  out- 
raged by  conversion  into  pipes  and  knife-handles  is  disgusting  and 
abhorrent  to  all  our  nicer  sentiments.  And  how  about  the  exhibi- 
tion of  these  poor  fragments  of  humanity  at  the  desk  of  a  light 
and  semi-humorous  lecturer  ?  Does  not  this,  too,  smack  of  bar- 
barity ? 

The  skull  and  bone  in  question  belonged,  at  one  time,  to  some- 
body's brother,  somebody's  father,  somebody's  husband,  it  may 
be.  Which  would  the  Rev.  Bellows  prefer,  that  his  father's  skull 
should  be  made  into  a  tankard  by  Private  Snooks,  or  made  into  a 


raree  show  by  a  gossiping  parson  ?  It  is  not  impossible  that  the 
dead  soldier's  mother  or  sister  sat  in  the  audience  and  listened  to 
these  too  well-illustrated  comments  on  "  barbarity."  .*■  Is  it  a 
pleasant  thought  ? 

A  little  further  on,  the  report  says  : 

"He  described  the  desolate  condition  of  the  ravaged  houses  of 
the  flown  Rebels,  the  desecration  of  family  relics,  the  destruction 
of  works  of  taste  and  art  He  himself  had  secured  a  copy  of  '  Thucy- 
dides,'  to  which  he  helped  himself." 

We  are  fain  to  believe  that  our  army  had  nothing  to  do  with  the 
desolation  of  these  ravaged  homes.  The  rules  against  pillage  are 
creditably  strict,  and,  we  are  informed,  very  efficientlv  enforced. 
The  Rebels,  undoubtedly,  are  responsible  for  these  hateful  acts  of 
vandalism.     But  it  took  the  Rev.  Bellows  to  complete  what  the 

Rebels  began.     They  "  secured" a  very  mild  name  for  taking 

what  doesn't  belong  to  you the  money  and  valuables,  we  sup- 
pose, leaving  the  cheery  parson  to  "  help  himself"  to  the  library. 

Surely,  if  the  Rev.  Bellows  always  illustrates  his  lectures  by 
presenting  a  shocking  example  in  his  proper  person,  we  sincerely 
pray  that  he  may  not  take  a  fancy  to  lecture  upon  Murder,  Incen- 
diarism, the  Statistics  of  Crime,  or  any  such  topic. 


Nothing   more  Needed. 

The  following  announcement  suggests  a  hopeful  state  of  things 
in  Rebellia. 

"  The  New  Orleans  Crescent  says  that  they  shall  need  at  least  800,000  men 
including  the  militia  to  repel  the  Northern  invaders.  It  therefore  suggests 
that  all  the  lands  of  the  cotton  States  will  be  needed  to  raise  food  for  the 
army." 

If  the  Confederates  go  on  needing  at  this  rate,  they  will  soon 
Knead  everything  except  flour. 


By  an  Artisan- 
"  In  some  professions  there  is  a  good  deal  more  Justice  shown 

than  in  others  :  for  instance,  there  are  the  Dock-Builders they 

are  always  Judged  by  their  Piers  !" 
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;  BELLS!    BELLS!    BELLS!" 

Peal  of  bells  is 
a  good,  square 
kin  d  of  ol d 
thing  to  have, 
and  suggestive 
of  much  that  is 
poetical,  senti- 
mental and 
songful.  But 
an  Appeal  for 
bells  now  comes 
before  our  no- 
tice for  the  first 
time,  and  that 
i  n  connection 
with  things  ra- 
ther the  reverse 
o  f  charming. 
It  appears  that 
the  Ordnance 
Bureau  of  the 

Confederate  government,  with  the  sweet  piety  so  characteristic  of 
Secessia  from  its  birth,  has  resolved  to  compile  a  new  code  ot  Cannons 
for  the  Church.  For  this  purpose  the  0.  B.  has  issued  an  appeal  to 
the  people  of  the  South,  asking  for  a  "loan"  of  all  the  spare  church 
and  other  bells,  for  the  purpose  of  casting  therefrom  guns  ot  the 
light  artillery  pattern.  Fire  bells  will  be  thankfully  received,  ana 
of  course,  liberally  offered  ;  as  they,  and  bells  that  have  been  used 
for  sleighing,  will  come  in  very  nicely  in  the  capacity  ot  cannon, 
to  which  fire  and  slaying  are,  it  may  be  said,  natural,  and  pleasant, 
and  cheerful.  If  the  ancient  Romans,  in  their  stolid  ignorance, 
chose  to  call  war  helium,  how  much  more  justifiable  would  it  be 
for  the  modern  Rebels,  in  their  ditto,  thus  to  designate;  their 
contemplated  butchery  with  bell-metal !  A  report  has  been  cir- 
culated that  Miss  Matilda.  Heron  has  offered  her  "  Belle  ot  the 
Season"  to  the  Federal  Government,  as  an  offset  to  the  rebel  gun- 
bells.  This  is  not  correct,  however.  The  rumor  originated  from 
a  newspaper  statement  that  the  Piece  was  very  well  Cast  on  its  pro- 
duction here,  and  Went  Off  with  great  eclat.  "Bells!  Bells  ! 
Bells  !"— We  think  we  hear  the  knell  of  Rebellion  in  the  Rebels 
appeal  for  them. 


THE    CENSORSHIP. 

The  beauty  of  the  Censorship  is  this — good  people  mark  it — 
It  blindfolds  all  the  loyal  North  and  stuffs  our  ears  with  cotton, 

And  while,  as  upon  tenter-hooks,  it  leaves  us  in  the  dark,  it 

Allows  the  traitrous  South  to  get  the  news  they  need  to  plot  on. 

It  exercises  strict  police  o'er  all  our  lightning  high  lines, 
And  gags  to  silence  absolute  five  hundred  patriot  journals, 

While  under  ground,  by  day  and  night,  are  worked  the  Southern 
spy  lines, 
Transmitting  each  important  fact  to  Rebeldom's  diurnals. 

The  doings  of  our  Northern  hosts  we  learn  from  Southern  sources, 
Through  them  we  get  the  whereabouts  of  all  our  gallant  war 
folk; 
The  very  hour  when  Buell's  host  neared  Grant's  outnumbered 
forces, 
We  first  knew  by  a  flag  of  truce  from  better  posted  Norfolk. 

So  please  you  Minister  of  War ,  remove  the  vain  restriction, 

We  know  you  for  a  statesman  shrewd,   with  all  the  "  late  im- 
provements ;" 
But  do  not  leave  the  patriot  North  to  fancy  and  to  fiction, 
While  Treason  gets  the  earliest  hints  of  all   the   loyal  move- 
ments. 

McClellan,  had  you  Kennedy  and  his  police  detective, 

They'd  stop  full  soon  Jeff's  private  mail  from  this  side  the  Po- 
tomac ; 

Not  through  the  press  does  Dixie  learn  your  purposes  prospective, 
Look  out  for  traitors  nearer  home  tis  they  inform  the  foe,  Mac. 

A  halter  for  each  Judas  knave,  but  for  the  press  no  fetters  ; 

Guard  well  the  lines,  see  no  false  friends  with  rebels  hold  com- 
munion ; 
Death  to  all  spies,  a  felon's  death,  and  death  to  their  abettors, 

But  let  alone  the  Fourth  Estate   the  bulwark  of  the  Union. 


The  Minotaur. 


The  Bully-boy  of  Antiquity. 


OUR    WAR    CORRESPONDENCE. 
Letter  from  Mc  Arone. 

Washington  April  8th. 

Dear  Vanity  : — I  am  recoiling  for  a  spring 

Let  Jeff  Davis  prepare  for  a  Fall ! 

My  recent  string  of  brilliant  victories  has  earned  me  a  brief 
period  of  repose  !  but  I  devote  the  hours  of  rest  to  the  labors  of 
preparation. 

This  has  given  me  the  reputation  I  bear. 

It  has  also  been  productive  of  emolumentation. 

The  other  day,  as  I  was  chatting  with  General  McClellan  on 
the  steps  of  Fairfax  Court-House,  and  giving  him  some  unimpor- 
tant instructions  (it  is  not  true  that  Greeley  plans  all  of  Mac's 
movements),  we  saw  approach  a  tall  and  commanding  figure,  in 
the  splendid  uniform  of  a  Major-General  of  Zouaves. 

His  shell-jacket  was  of  crimson  cloth,  with  golden  flowers  ;  his 
ample  trousers  of  blue  and  white  striped  cachmere  fell  in  stately  folds 
over  white  kid  gaiters  with  golden  bell-buttons  running  down  to 
his  large  but  brilliantly  varnished  shoes.  His  sash,  of  straw- 
colored  satin  embroidered  with  silver,  contained  two  pearl-handled 
pistols,  set  with  emeralds.  His  sword  had  its  pommel  encrusted 
with  diamonds  as  large  as  peanuts :  and,  altogether,  his  clothes 
were  nicer  than  mine 

And  that  is  saying  a  good  deal. 

As  he  neared  us,  we  recognized  him.  and  saluted. 

It  was  Honest  Abe  Lincoln. 

"Good  morning,  Boss,"  said  I. 

"  How  are  you  ?"  remarked  he. 

"Take  you  the  field,  this  morn,  Sire?"  asked  I. 

"  We  do,"  replied  the  Commander-in-Chief.  "  But  first,  good 
McArone,  we  wouldst  tender  you  our  thanks  for  services  which  do 
honor  alike  to  your  head  a«d  heart !" 

"Don't  mention  it,  colonel. ..."  I  began,  embarrassed  as  usual. 

at  any  just  recognition  of  my  true  worth "  it's  no  consequence, 

I  assure  you " 

The  President  waved  his  lily-white  hand,  imperiously  but 
graciously. 

"  Hear  us,"  said  he.  "  'Tis  now  some  angry  moons  ago,  we  bade 
you  smote  and  slew  the  Rebel  in  his  rocky  lair.  Thou  didst,  and 
well.     O'er  hilly  vales  and  barren  woods  hast  you  pursued  the  foe. 

Your  sword  was  wet 'tis  rusted  with  the  traitor's  blood.     0, 

Mac,  Hove  thee you're  ahunkey  boy." 

This  solemn  peroration this  rightful   tribute  to  my  humble 

genius. . . .  was  one  too  many.     I  burst  into  tears. 

McClellan  patted  me  on  the  back  and  tenderly  bade  me  drv 
up. 

"Sire,"  I  sobbed,  "the  man  which  does  not  do  thy  bidding 
and  his  duty,  is  all  unworthy  of  the  name  of  man  or  beast." 

"  Be  calm,"  remarked  Lincoln,  brushing  a  diamond  drop  from 
his  own  eyes  with  his  sash.  "  Accept  our  blessing  and  this  real 
estate.     'Tis  little,  but  we  shall  do  handsomer  anon." 

So  saying,  he  handed  me  a  parchment  scroll,  and  strode  away. 

It  was  a  sheriff's  title-deed  to  the  town  of  Albany  in  New  York 
State. 

"  I'm  much  obliged,  sir!"    I  shouted  after  him. . . . 

But  the  East  wind,  roaring  in  gusty  cadence  down  the  lonely 
plain,  bore  my  voice  idly  across  the  wold,  unheeded  and  unheard. 

This  is  but  one  of  the  thousand  evidences  that  I  receive  every 
week,  of  the  estimation  in  which  I  am  held  here. 

Everybody  likes  me. . . . 

I  don't  wonder  at  it !     See  what  I  can  do. 

They  consider  me  a  man  of  better  moral  character  than  Russell, 
of  the  London  Times,  and  it  is  conceded  that  I  am  more  grammati- 
cal than  Galway,  of  the  New  York  ditto. 

Don't  you  think  it  would  be  a  neat  and  happy  compliment  for 
the  Publishers  and  Proprietors  of  Vanity  Fair  to  present  me  with 
a  magnificent  sword,  of  the  most  elegant  design  and  costly  execu- 
tion ?  If  you  entertain  the  proposition,  do  not  spare  expense. 
Put  a  great  many  diamonds  on  it,  and  other  precious  stones. . . . 
big  ones. 

. . .  .And  have  the  blade  made  very  flexible,  so  it  can  go  Up  the 
Spout  easily. . . . 

As  a  general  thing,  when  a  fancy  sword  is  presented  in  this  way, 
the  recipient  foots  the  bill,  and  gets  up  the  whole  affair.  I  know 
several  young  fellows  who  make  a  good  thing  by  hiring  out,  at  so 
much  a  night,  to  represent  respectable  presentation-committees. 

Nothing,  however,  but  a  genuine  sword  and  presentation,  with- 
out expense  to  the  recipient,  can  be  acceptable  to 

Mc  Arone. 


Balls  the  Rebels  don't  relish. 


Foote-balls. 
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THE  CHEAP  RESTAURANT. 
Ravenous  Man. — "  I  want  something  to  eat — I  didn't  come  here  to  inspect  samples  !' 


Fossil  Footsteps. 
We  have  lately  read  in  English  papers  an 
account  of  a  stupendous  fossil  bird's  foot- 
step, or  track,  discovered  on  a  stratum  of 
fine  old  crusty  red  sand-stone  or  something 
of  the  kind.  Awful  as  this  creature  must 
have  been  in  its  time,  we  have  at  this  mo- 
ment before  us  a  track  by  which  it  is  com- 
pletely cut  out  and  reduced  to  utter  insig- 
nificance. The  footstep  to  which  we  refer, 
and  which  may  now  be  well  characterized 
as  fossil,  is  that  of  the  terrible  turkey-buz- 
zard known  to  naturalists  as  the  Struthio 
Secessionalis.  From  the  mark  of  its  foot, 
which  it  left  visible  all  over  the  sacred  soil 
of  the  South,  our  comparative  zoologists 
have  been  enabled  to  class  it  with  the  Dia- 
bolus  Antiquus,  or  original  dirty  bird  that 
fouled  its  own  nest.  The  track  left  by  it, 
in  fact,  is  that  of  a  gigantic  cloven  foot, 
from  which,  as  a  basis,  has  been  deduced 
the  inference  of  corresponding  horns  and 
tail.  The  Sulphur  Springs  of  the  South  are 
supposed  to  have  originated  from  the  eggs 
of  this  bird. 


Words  vs.  Swords  and  Pistols. 
The  Philadelphia  Press  informs  us  that  a 
"  lingual  duel"  lately  took  place  in  the 
State  Legislature,  between  Mr.  Crane  and 
Mr*  Rowland.  We  suppose  that  in  a  "  lin- 
gual duel"  the  seconds  are  bottle-holders, 
because  the  weapons  used  in  that  kind  of 
conflict  soon  lose  both  edge  and  point  unless 
frequently  moistened  with  fusel  oil. 

■  — • 

A  very  Remarkable  Coincidence. 

In  connection  with  the  straits  to  which 
the  Rebels  are  reduced  for  ordnance,  it 
should  be  remembered  that  Benjamin,  the 
Confederate  Secretary  of  War,  was  expelled 
from  college  many  years  ago  for  Rifling 
trunks. 


GIDEON, 
i. 


'Tis  in  a  novel,  written  by  George  Sand, 

If  we  remember  rightly,  'tis  "  Sviridion" . 

A  character  is  drawn  with  master-hand  ; 

The  type  of  feeble  frailty,  flat  and  bland  ; 
And  such  an  one  is  Gideon  ! 


So  many  rotten  hunks  of  wood  afloat, 
Decayed  and  quite  unfit  to  trust  a  middy  on  ; 

So  many  captains  who  can't  steer  a  boat ; 

So  much  red  tape,  and  rules  enforced  by  rote .... 
This  is  the  work  of  Gideon  ! 


We  mourn  our  Navy  and  its  hampered  crews, 
As  once  mourned  Shelley,  in  "  Upipsychidion  !" 

For  comfort,  we  the  Holy  Writ  peruse, 

And  there  we  learn  that  "  Gideon"  means,  "  to  bruise," . . 
He  means  to  bruise  us,  Gideon  ! 


What  did  he,  when  his  reputation  paled 

On<!  day  in  Hampton  Roads  ?    And  pray,  what  did  he  on 
The  night  he  heard  the  Nashville  foith  bad  sailed  ? 
He  simply  wondered  how  he  could  have  failed  ; 

But  nothing  more,  from  Gideon  ! 


"  Navy  Department  ?"     This  might  be  its  seal  : 
A  worthless  floating  wash-tub,  with  a  Biddy  on' 

Bearing  a  trident,  with  a  well-skinned  eel  ; 

The  motto,  "  I  get  used  to  what  I  feel 
Can  you  get  used  to  Gideon  ?" 


The  South  Carolinian  Canutes. 
The  New  York  Times  speaking  of  the  First  Families  of  South 
Carolina,  says-  "Their  ambition  stopped  at  the  ostentatious  dis- 
play of  a  long  roll  of  serfs."  It  was  a  long  roll  of  surfs  that 
stopped  the  ambition  of  the  Great  Canute,  we  believe.  He  found 
it  impossible  to  control  them,  and  the  South  Carolinians  will  find 
it  equally  impossible  to  control  their  serfs  when  the  tide  of  Union 
success  has  overwhelmed  Charleston. 


A  Treasonable  Opinion. 
We  are  generally  very  loyal,  but  we  must  confess  that  if  we  saw 
Jeff  Davis  Struggling  in  Certain  Circumstances,  we  should  feel 
very  much  like  giving  him  a  Lift.    Our  artist  thus  portrays 
"Certain  Circumstances." 


Mother  Goose  to  one  James  M-  Mason. 
"  Rebel  Ambassador,  where  have  you  been  ?" 
"  I've  been  to  London  to  plead  with  the  Queen." 
"  Rebel  Ambassador,  what  did  you  there?" 

"  Disgusted  everybody  with  my  drunken  indecency,  and  expecto- 
rated my  filthy  tobacco  juice  everywhere." 

Regardless  of  Etymology. 
"  If  the   sleepiest  sort  of  walking  is   called  Somnambulism," 
says  Jenks  (who,  though  sometimes  witty,  is  not  learned  over- 
much), "  then,  by  jingo  !  the  sleepiest  kind  of  talking  ought  to  be 
called  SuMNER-ambulism  !" 


Published  by  Louis  H-  Stkphens,  for  the  Proprietors,  at  116  Nassau  street,  N  Y. 


VANITY  FAIR'S  PORTRAIT   GALLERY. 

We  publish  this  week  the  second  of  this  series  of  portraitures  of 

MEN   BEFORE   THE   COUNTRY. 
By  one  of  the  best  Caricaturists  in  America.     They  will  represent  the    originals,  not  as  they  are    popularly  supposed 
to  be-but,  as  they  are  seen  through    THE  SPECTACLES  OF  VANITY  FAIR. 
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WILLIAM   OULLEN   BRYANT 

As  HE  APPEAR1-D    WHILE    ENRAPTURED    WITH   THE    LOVELY    WATERFOWL   TO    WHICH    HK    SUBSEQUENTLY    ADDRESSED     \    POEM. 


Entered  ac°ording  to  Act  of  Congress  in  the  year!8fi2    by  Lone  H.  Sibphjnb  in  the  Clerk's  Office   of  the  District  Court  of  the  United  Statu*  for  the  Southern  District  ot  New  York 


VANITY    FAIR. 
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ttractlve  Music 

BOOKS. 


HOME  CIRCLE,— Waltzes,  Polkas, 
Quadrilles,  Marches,  &c,  for  the  Piano, 
$1  50.  SHOWER  OF  PEARLS,— beautiful 
Choruses,  &c,  from  all  the  best  operas,  $2. 
HOME  MELODIST,— Words  and  Music  of 
about  100  Favorite  Songs,  25  cents  SHIL- 
LING SONG  BOOK,— Words  of  nearly  200 
Popular  Songs,  12  cents.  ONE  HUNDRED 
SCOTCH  SONGS,  50  cents.  ONE  HUN- 
DRED IRISH  SONGS,  50  cents.  ONE 
HUNDRED  COMIC  SONGS,  50  cts.  Sent 
post-paid,  on  receipt  of  price. 

DITSON  &  CO.,  Publishers, 
277  Washington  Street,  Boston. 


JOSEPH  GILLOT'S 
STEEL  PENS, 

OF  THE  OLD  STANDARD  QUALITY 

For  sate  by  all  Stationers  throughout  the 
United  States,  and  to  the  Trade  at  the  man- 
ufacturer's warehouse, 

91  JOHN  STREET.  NEW   YORK. 
Henkv  Owen,  Agent. 


J.  H.  &  J,  N.    TAYLOR, 

DEALERS  IK 

WATCHES,    JEWELRY 

AND 

SILVERWARE, 

759  BROADWAY, 

Between  Eighth  and  Ninth  streets,  N.  Y. 

Particular  attention  paid  to   Watch    and 
Jewelry  Repairing. 

Watches  cleaned  and  warranted  by  expe- 
ienced  workmen    $1. 
JAMES  H.  TAYLOR. 

J  JAMES    N.   TAYLOR, 

\  Late  with  Tiffany  &  Co. 


GREAT    MUSICAL    BOX 
DEPOT.     M.  J.   PAILLARD, 

Importer,  21  Blaiden  Lane,  N.  Y.  Has  for 
sale  the  most  extensive  assortment  in  the 
country,  at  prices  varying  at  Two  t<  T^ro 
Hundred  and  Fifty  Dollars,  each  playing  1, 
2,  3   4,  6,  8,  10,  12,  10  and  2-1  airs. 


BEAUTIFUL  TOY  BOXES  FOR  CHILDREN. 
BOXES  TO  SUIT  ALL  ASE3  AMD  TASTES. 
Call  and  examine  them  I 

Fine  Gold  and  Silver  Watches  Cheap  for 
Cash. 

MUSICAL  BOXES  REPAIRED. 


s 


Sai*f  liaig"  I   font  true. 

The  Volunteers  are  braving  the  dan- 
gers of  Fever,  Scurvy,  Wounds  and  Cholera. 
Many  a  gallant  fellow  will  leave  his  bones  to 
bleach,  who  by  the  aid  of  HALLOW  AY'S 
PILLS  &  OINTMENT,  would  have  return- 
ed to  his  family  strong  and  healthy.  Sol- 
diers try  them  !  Only  25  cents  per  box  or  pot. 


Americas!    Steell 
Pens. 


$1,00  WILL  PAY  FOR  A 

gross  of  the  BEST   PENS   EVER  MADE' 
and  pay  the  Postage  to  your  Address. 
J.  P.  SHOW, 

335  Broadway,  New  York. 


Down  with  the  dusti 

BROWN'S  NEW  METALTC 
WEATHER  STRIP,  Patented  February 
18th,  1802,  effect  ually  excludes  Ileal  and  dusl 
from  shrunken  doors  and  windows  of  every 
description. 

Send  orders  to  Metalic  Weather  Strip  Co., 
212  Broadway,  N.  Y. 


STEAM    JOB    PRINT- 
ING ESTABLISHMENT, 
44  ANN   STREET. 

CHAPIN   &  McKAY, 
'VAKITY     FAIR"    PRINTERS, 

Newspaper,  Book,  Job  and  Card  Printing 
neatly  execu  ted,  on  the  most  reasonable 
terms,  and  w  ith  dispatch. 


rs 

CORNER    OF     5th   AVENUE   AND    14th   STREET, 

WILL  BE  OPENED 

Wednesday,  April  9th,  1862. 


"  DISCRETION   IS   THE    BETTER   PART    OF   VALOR » 
CARTE  PHOTOGRAPHS  FOR  ALBUMS, 

Of  this  capital  sketch  by  the  inimitable  Darley,  just  published  hv 

E.  ANTHONY,  S01  Broadway,  N.  Y. 
Sent  by  mail  on  receipt  of  25  cents. 

Also,  "  Done  Gone  "  and  "  The  Neglected  Picture,"  same  style. 

1  000  Portraits  of  Eminent  Americans  for  Albums.     Photographic  Albums  in  great  variety.     Cata- 
logue sent  on  receipt  of  stamp. 


IMPROVED 

G-utta     Percha 

CEMENT 

ROOFING 

It  is  water-proof, 
and 

Costs  only   about 

one  -  third    as 

much    as 

Tin, 

AND     IS     TWICE 
AS  DURABLE. 


ROOFING  in"-  -  __..._.._ 

JOHNS  &  CR0SLEY, 

SOLE   MANUFACTURERS. 


Proof.  Applied 
to  New  and  Old 
Roofs  of  all  kinds, 
and  sent  to  all 
parts  of  the  coun- 
try with  full  di- 
rections for  use. 
Send  for  a  Circular 


78  WILLIAM  ST., 

(COK.    LIBERTY   ST.), 

NEW    YOHK, 


GUTTAPERCHA 
CEMENT, 

FOR  preserving 
,new  and  repairing 
LEAKY  METAL 
ROOFS  of  every 
descriptioa ;     Will 

NOT  CRACK  IN  COLD 
OR  RUN  IN  WARM 
WEATHER. 

Agents  Wanted. 

lerms  Cash  ! 


TOHrVS    <&    CROSLEY'S  AMERICAN    CEMENT  GLUE,  FOR 

J    CEMENTING  WOOD.    LEATHER,  GLASS,    IVORY,    CHINA,     MARBLE, 

PORCELAIN,  ALABASTER,  BONE,  CORAL,  &c,  &.<•..  the  only  article  of  the  kind  ever  produced 
which  will,  withstand  water.     Liberal  terms  to  Wholesai„  ^.jalers. 

PRICE    TWENTY  -  FIVE   CENTS. 

JOHNS  &  CROSLEY,  Sole  Manufacturers, 

Wholesale  Warehouse,  87  William  st.,  cor.  Liberty. 


Volume  XVII-1862- 

Established  by  A.  J.  Downing  in  18-46. 

THE       HORTICULTURIST, 

And  Journal  of  Rural  Art  and  Rural  Taste. 
PETER  B.  MEAD 
and 
GEORGE  E.    WOODWARD, 
Edilors  and  Proprietors,  New  York.    A    Monthly    Magazine    devoted  to  the  Orchard,    Vineyard, 
Garden  and  Nursery,  to  Culture  under  Glass;  Landscape  Gardening,  Rural  Architecture,    and  the 
improvement  and  embellishment  of  City,  Suburban, and  Country  homes. 
The  new  Fruits  and  Flowers,  and  all  improvements  in  rural   art,  will  be  liberally  illustrated. 

TERMS. 

Annual  Subscription,  Two  Dollars;  Four  Copies,  Six  Dollars.  Bound  Volumes  for  1860  and 
1861,  and  Subscription  1882,  Five  dollars.  Clubs  of  Six,  Nine  dollars  annually  in  advance,  and 
to  the  one  who  gets  it  up.  a  seventh  copy  will  be  sent  gratis,  as  many  years  as  the  club  is  mai  ntai  n- 
ed.     Specimen  numbers  will  be  sent  free.  Address, 


MEAD  &  WOODWARD, 


37  Park  Row,  New  York  City. 


Editors    throughout    the    Country 

Who  have  received  this  paper  for  ONE  YEAR,  will  please  insert  the  following— NOTICE  AND 
TERMS— THREE  TIMES  in  their  advertising  columns,  and  send  marked  copies  of  the  papers  con- 
taining the  same  to  this  office.  The  paper  will  not  be  sent  to  such  as  do  not  comply  with  our  terms, 
as  our  exchange  list  is  an  unusuahy  large  one. 


WE    OFFER    A.6   A    PREMIUM    TO 

EVERY   THREE  DOLLAR  SUBSCRIBER    TO   VANITY   FAIR, 

A   COPY  OF 

ARTEMUS    WARD     JHIS    BOOK, 

To  be  shortly  issued  by  CARLETON  Publisher,  of  this  city.     Price,  $1  00. 

We  will  send  any  other  ONE  DOLLAR  Publication  which  may  be  preferred. 
We  do  not  prepay  the  piper  to  Premium  Subscribers,  but  the 

BOOK   WILL   BE   SENT   POSTAGE  FREE. 

TERMS     OF    SUBSCRIPTION. 
TO     VANITY     FAIR. 


One  Copy  one  year Postage  unpaid. 


and  "  Artemus  Ward  Letters, 


unpaid, 3  00 

Paid 3  00 

paid 5  00 

""Paid 10  00 

unpaid 6  00 


Two  Copies  one  year  (to  one  address) 

Five  Copies  one  year  (to  one  address) 

One  Copy  one  year  and  Worcester's  Ills  d  Q'rto  Dictionary 

Three  Copies  one  year  and  Worcester's  Ills'd  Quarto  Dictionary '. ...!.'  9  00 

BOUND    VOLUMES. 

Single  Volume Postage  paid $0  qq 

Three  Volumes  and  copy  of  paper  one  year,  books  prepaid  only [\[   [['  7  qq 

Four  Volumes  and  Copy  of  Paper,  one  year,  books  prepaid  only, '.'.".'.*.!".    .'.'.  8  00 

Three  Volumes        "  "  "  (to  California)  books  prepaid  only....! ...... ,8  00 

Four  Volumes         "  "  "  "  "  <<  '"'  g  qq 

Remittances  must  be  made  in  Gold,  New  York  or  Eastern  Currency,  or  other  Currency  at  New 
York  par.     Seal  all  letters  securely,  and  address  plainly  to 

LOUIS  H.  STEPHENS,  Publisher  for  Proprietors, 

No   116  Nassau  street,  N.  Y. 


WORKING  FARMER  AND 
U.  S.  JOURNAL. 

The  Proprietors,  desirous  of  increasing  the 
Circulation  and  influence  of  their  Paper, 
now  commencing  its  Fourteenth  Volume, 
offer  the  following 

VERY  LIBERAL   INDUCEMENTS. 
By  remitting  One  Dollar  you  will  receive 
the  "Working  Farmer  and   U.   S.  Jour- 
nal," for  one  year,  and  in  addition  either  of 
the  Elegant  Steel  Plate  Engravings, 

''  MEKRV   MAKING   IN   THE 

OLDEN    TIME," 
a  spirited  English  Engraving  of  the  highest 
artistic  merit,  sheet  24  x  30  inches,  or  the 
beautiful  Engraving 

«  SPARKING," 
from  the  celebrated  picture  of  F.  W.  Ed- 
monds, N.  A.  Each  Subscriber  must  remit 
nine  cents  in  postage  stampe,  for  postage  on 
Engraving,  which  will  be  sent  by  mail  in  a 
pasteboard  case. 

Any  one  sending  us-  a  club  of 

Three  Subscribers,  and  enclosing  three 
dollars,  and  twenty-^even  cents  in  stamps 
for    postage   on    Engravings,    will    receive 
three  Engravings  for  the  Subscribers,  and  a 
Silver  Pencil  Case  and  Gold  Pen. 
A    PREMIUM   FOR    TEN   SUB- 
SCRIBERS, 
with  an  engraving  to  each, 
A    HANDSOME  MAHOGANY    STEREO- 
SCOPE 
with  twelve  beautiful  Stereoscopic  Views, 
which  with  the  Engraving  will  be  sent  by 
express 

Further  Issdiieeuieiit*? 

Those  who  prefer  other  papers  to  the  pre- 
miums we  have  offered,  may  avail  them- 
selves of  the  following,  viz  : 

We  will  furnish  any  of  the  TWO  DOL- 
LAR WEEKLIES,  ,and  the  WORKING 
FARMER  and  U.  S.  JOURNAL  for  the 
price  of  the  weekly  alone. 

We  will  furnish  any  of  the  MONTHLY 
MAGAZINES,  for  which  $3  or  more  is 
charged,  with  the  WORKING  FARMER 
and  U.  S.  JOURNAL,  for  less  than  the 
price  of  the  Magazine  alone. 

$2.00  will  pay  for  one  year's  subscription 
to  the  WORKING  FARMER  and  U.  S. 
JOURNAL,  and  either  of  the  following 
TWO   DOLLAR  Publications  : 

THE  METHODIST,  one  of 
the  best  Religious  Papers  in  the  country. 

The  N.  Y.  WEEKLY  TIMES, 

The  N.  Y.  WEEKLY tTRIBUNE, 

The  HOME  JOURNAL. 

PHILA.  SATURDAY  EV'G  POST, 

ARTHUR'S  HOME  MAGAZINE, 

N.  Y  WEEKLY  WORLD, 

NEW  YORK  LEDGER, 

NEW  YORK  MERCURY, 

PETERSON'S  LADIES  NATIONAL 
MAGAZINE, 

CHRISTIAN  INTELLIGENCER, 

FORNEY'S  WAR  PRESS, 

N.  Y.  ARGUS. 
$2.50  will  pay  for  one  year's  subscription 
to    the    YVORKI.NG    FAKMER   and    U.    S. 
JOURNAL  and   either  of    the    following 
THREE  DOLLAR  Publications  : 

HARPER'S  MAGAZINE. 

KNICKERBOCKER  MAGAZINE. 
$2.50  for  for   HARPER'S  WEEKLY  and 
the  WORKING  FARMER  and  U.  S.  JOUR- 
NAL for  one  year. 

$2.75  will  pay  for  one  year's  subscrip- 
tion to  the  WORKING  FAKMER  and  U.  S. 
JOURNAL  and 

The  ATLANTIC  MONTHLY,  or 

GODEY'o  LADY'S  BOOK. 

It  is  well  known  that  all  Magazines  and 
Weekly  Papers  are  obtained  at  very  low 
rates  by  News  Dealers  and  those  taking 
large  quantities,  which  accounts  for  our 
ability  to  furnish  them  on  the  terms  named 
named  above, 


BOKER'S  BITTERS. 

THE  BEST  TO^IC  AND  MEDICINE  In  all 
cases    of    complaints    connected    with   the 
stomach  or  the  nervous  system— 
THE    MOSI   PLEASANT   CORDIAL  OF  ITS 

KIND 
and  since  more  than  thirty  years  acknowl- 
edged to  be 

THE  BEST  STOMACH  BITTERS    EVER   IN- 
TRODUCED. 
For  sale  by  Grocers  and  Druggists  gener- 
ally, and  with  a  liberal  discount  to  the  trade, 
by  the  Agent,  L.  FUNKE,  JR., 

66  Liberty  Street,  New  York. 


Advertising  Kates  ot  Vanity  Fair. 
Title  Page,  50  cents  per  line,  occupying  1-3 

the  space  across  the  page. 
Title  Page,  $1.50  per  line,  across  the  page 
Second  Pane,  25  cents,  wide  column. 
"        "      10  cents,  narrow  column. 
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OUR    HUMBLE    CONFESSION 

•el: 
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E  own  it.  We  admit  it.  We  cry  mercy  of 
our  purchasers  !  We  would  do  worse  if  we  could. 
But  the  fatal  fact  is,  that  our  education  was  ne- 
glected. 

Our  fond  hut  foolish  instructors  taught  us  to 
speak  only  the  truth.  Never  was  there  such 
a  clumsy  hand  as  we  are,  at  a  neat  and  gen- 
teel Lie. 

In  the  name  of  the  lamented  Baron  Munchausen,  why  were  we 
not  in  our  early  days  introduced  to  the  profitable  and  popular 
mendacities?  Why  were  we  left  in  this  work-a-day  world  igno- 
rant of  the  Philosophy  of  Fibs  ?  Had  we  been  properly  cultiva- 
ted, instead  of  being  a  dreary  recounter  of  stale  and  tasteless 
truths,  we  might  have  been  a  Liar  of  the  first  magnitude— we 
might  have  revived  in  our  own  private  person,  the  glories  of  Fer- 
dinand Mendez  Pinto — we  might  have  been  a  Secretary  of  Some- 
thing— we  might  have  been  the  beloved  of  James  Gordon  B****tt 
—we  might  have  been  the  Editor  of  The  Sacred  Sax-Horn— we 
might  have  been  Generalissimo  of  the  Confederate  Armies— we 
might  have  been  entrusted  with  the  Censorship  of  the  Telegraph 
— we  might  have  made  ourselves  useful  and  ornamental,  as  a 
Street  Commissioner — we  might  have  had  a  chance  in  some  Beef  or 
Breeches  Contract — we  might  have  been  Brigham  the  First  King  of 
the  Mormons — we  might  have  manufactured  murders  for  the  daily 
press — we  might  have  furnished  news  from  America  for  The 
London  Times — we  might  have  discovered  and  described  the 
Gorilla— we  might  have  managed  a  Broadway  Museum— we  might 
— but  why  prolong  this  sad  series  of  agonizing  conjectures?  We 
feel  that  we  are  contemptible.  We  hope  that  our  friends  will  pity 
and  forgive  us,  for  being  veracious.  We  know  that  the  fastidious 
public  want  Lies — good,  strong,  undiluted,  racy,  bitter,  biting, 
beautifully  bad  lies — marvels  of  mendacity  like  those  which  we  find 
in  the  Canadian  chronicles — appetizing  tit-bits  of  tergiversation, 
like  those  of  the  renowned  Russell— grand,  bold,  sublime,  gigan- 
tic, official  canards,  like  those  of  thrice  killed  Beauregard — and 
here  we  are,  in  a  tame,  weak,  aqueouslacteal  way,  telling  the  poor 
mean  miserable,  insipid  truth  !  In  the  name  of  Lemuel  Gulliver 
— in  the  name  of  Ananias  and  SArpniRA — we  confess  our  Virtuous 
Sins  and  Honest  Iniquities ! 

0  for  a  Four  Hundred  Horse  Falsehood  Power !  With  only 
that,  what  battles  would  we  win  !  what  hosts  of  rebels  would  we 
slaughter !  what  heroes  would  we  manufacture  out  of  two  dozen 
buttons  a  yard  of  gold  lace  and  a  pair  of  epaulettes !  Beautiful  bulle- 
tins! Rich  rumors!  scathing  scandals!  conqueriug  campaigns! 
vigorous  victories !  How  would  we  disport  with  the  False  Fluid, 
and  load  the  wires  with  legions  of  light-legged  Lies  !  Bah  !  what's 
a  beggarly  Truth  Teller,  in  times  like  these  ?  Bah  !  again,  and 
again,  bah  ! 

Truth  lives  in  the  bottom  of  a  well,  does  she  ?  We  should 
think  so— the  damp,  dripping,  dowdy  damsel !  What's  Truth 
Rood  for  but  to  make  one  catch  cold?  will  Truth  nominate  you 
for  an  office  ?  Will  Truth  secure  your  election  ?  Will  Truth  help 
you  to  a  crummy  contract  ?  Will  Truth  sell  an  Evening  Edition  ? 
0  Truth,  we  are  ashamed  of  you !  Go  and  be  crushed  to  earth 
again !  Or  go  down  into  your  well  at  once  !  Go  down  by  the  first 
bucket  I     We  want  nothing  to  do  with  you  ! 


Falsehood  !  ah !  but  Falsehood  is  a  jolly  jade  !  you  will  not  find 
her  in  a  well !  She  lives  a  merry  life  at  the  bottom  of  a  great 
jorum  of  whiskey -and- very-little- water,  she  does!  Dear  gatfrrulo  us , 
tipsy,  voluble,  comfortable  Falsehood — how  we  do  dote  upon  you, 
to  be  sure  !  Come  to  our  arms  !  Come  quickly  and  leave  slug- 
gard Truth  to  draw  on  her  slow  fusty  old  boot  at  her  leisure  !  Let 
us  have  a  merry- go-rounder  of  mendacity  !  Let  us  with  long  face 
aver  that  Welles  knows  a  bum  boat  from  a  baby-jumper  ! — that 
Parson  Brownlow,  good  old  soul !  is  a  chaste  and  polished  speaker  ! 
— that  the  Reverend  Beecher  isn't  fond  of  flattery,  nor  the  Rever- 
end Bellows  of  bones — that  Ben  Wood  is  a  legitimate  descendant 
of  Demosthenes — that  the  editorials  of  The  World  are  read  with 
avidity  by  the  lovers  of  light  literature — that,  but  enough  !  After 
the  last  bounces,  we  feel  that  there  is  nil  ultra — nothing  more  to  be 
said  ! 

For  a  first  attempt — we  appeal  to  our  falsest  and  least  to  be 
trusted  reader— isn't  the  above  tolerably  foul?  Aren't  these  bad 
enough  specimens  of  the  White  Article  ?  As  for  the  Black  Variety 
we  cannot  yet  think  of  competing  with  those  gifted  spirits  of 
Printing  House  Square,  who  are  our  revered  masters  in  these  new 
studies. 


THE    STYLE    TRENCHANT. 


Most  of  our  readers  are  aware  that  the  city  of  Memphis,  Ten- 
nessee, is  subject  to  an  Avalanche,  but  they  do  not  all  know,  per- 
haps, what  a  wonderful  war  correspondent  the  Memphis  Avalanche 
maintains.  Here  is  an  extract  from  that  correspondent's  report  of 
the  battle  of  Pittsburg  : 

"  I  moved  to  the  left,  where  Gen.  Beauregard  sat  on  a  stump,  '  moving  the 
whole  scene.'  'Bring  up  that  artillery  and  we  will  soen  break  their  lines,'  he 
exclaimed.  Feeling  that  his  words  were  words  of  doom  I  asked  Col.  Tate  the 
hour.  It  was  just  one  minute  after  10.  Hindman  receives  his  ammunition  ; 
the  foe  flies  before  him  ;  a  shell  bursts  in  his  horse,  and  hurls  him  in  the  air. 
The  victory  is  ours." 

_  In  the  above  we  have  a  fine  touch  of  Chevy  Chase,  the  chief 
difference  that  we  can  discern  between  Beauregard  and  the  Wid- 
derington  of  the  ballad  referred  to,  being  that  the  latter  fought 
upon  two  stumps,  while  the  former  must  be  contented  to  go  down 
to  posterity  upon  one — which  will  be  rather  a  "  lame  and  impo- 
tent conclusion"  to  the  glorious  career  of  Pierre  TouTANr  dit 
Beauregard.  But  we  are  in  a  difficulty  with  the  Avalanche  war 
reporter  about  the  connection  between  Beauregard's  "  words  of 
doom"  and  what  o'clock  it  was.  Had  the  Avalanche  war  reporter 
asked  Col.  Tate  "  how  he  was  off  for  soap,"  because  the  command- 
ing General  had  just  given  utterance  to  "  words  of  doom,"  we 
should  have  hailed  the  fine  sentiment  with  roars  of  delight.  At 
present  we  look  upon  the  Avalanche  war  reporter  with  withering 
contempt.  "  Hindman  receives  his  ammunition,"  says  that  spas- 
modic person  in  one  of  his  epileptic  jerks.  Whose  ammunition 
did  Hindman  receive  ?  Does  that  statement  refer  to  the  shell  that 
"bursts  in  his  horse,  and  hurls  him  in  the  air?"  If  so,  to  the 
horse  should  have  been  accredited  the  fact  of  receiving  the  ammu- 
nition, because,  upon  the  bursting  of  the  shell  among  the  internal 
arrangements  of  that  poor  animal,  do  these  noble  words  "The 
victory  is  ours' '  appear  to  hang.  On  the  whole  we  are  much  dis- 
satisfied with  the  Avalanche  war  reporter.  Any  body  who  can 
write  at  all  could  easily  jerk  off  a  descriptive  letter  in  the  St. 
Vitus  manner  of  that  person.  Indeed  we  are  inclined  to  think 
that  Sr.  Vitus  himself,  who  was  canonized  in  spite  of  his  jerks,  is 
the  actual  war  reporter  of  the  Memphis  Avalanche.  "I  moved  to 
the  left,"  says  he,  with  a  jerk  of  his  right  thumb  over  it. 
"'That's  right,'  6ays  Beauregard.  He  squatted  upon  a  stump. 
An  egg-shell  bursts  in  his  pocket.  'Bring  up  those  oysters!' 
shouted  he.  His  words  were  words  of  doom.  Yes  sir-ree.  I 
asked  Col.  Tate  to  pass  the  salt.  He  did  it.  A  horse  !  a  horse  ! 
my  kingdom  for  a  horse  !     The  victory  is  ours  !" 

If  the  kind  reader  will  try  to  imagine  the  foregoing  sentences 
jerked  off  by  a  spasmodic  man,  with  an  accompaniment  of  the 
eccentric  gestures  persevered  in  by  persons  indebted  to  St.  Vitus 
for  their  proficiency  in  dancing,  we  think  that  the  kind  reader 
will  have  before  him  a  fine  stereoscopic  likeness  of  the  war  reporter 
of  the  Memphis  Avalanche. 


Reckless  Pleonasm. 
There  is  a  Menagerie  of  Living  Wild  Beasts,  up  town,  which 
advertises  that  its  "  Unparallelled  Success  is  beyond  all  Prece- 
dent." It  doesn't  say  what  we  presume  is  the  fact,  that  the 
Ferocity  of  the  Tiger  is  Very  Ferocious,  and  that  the  Length  of 
the  Elephant's  Trunk  is  Very  Long  ;  and,  queerer  still  it  doesn't 
say,  either,  that  those  who  object  to  paying  Twenty-five  Cents  will 
be  admitted  for  Two  Shillings. 
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LUCID. 
Frederic, — "  Look  poorly,   this  morning,  do  I  ?    well,  you'd  look  poorly  your- 
self, GOVERNOR,  IF  YOU'D  FOUGHT    THE  TIGER  ALL  NIGHT,  AND  GOT  SCRATCHED 
AS  I  DID  !" 


Welles  as  a  Metallurgist. 

The  Secretary  of  the  Navy  has  a  keen 
perception  of  the  fitness  of  things.  When  a 
gentleman  from  Clinton  County,  New  York, 
remarked  to  him  the  other  day  tbat  the  re- 
volution in  ship  building  would  give  an  in- 
creased value  to  iron  ores,  he  is  said  to  have 
responded,  with  the  prompt  sagacity  for 
which  he  is  distinguished,  that  it  was  all 
well  enough  to  construct  vessels  of  iron,  but 
he  considered  wooden  Oars  preferable  to  any 
others,  and  that  the  same  remark  would  ap- 
ply to  wooden  Sculls. 


Not  that  kind  of  Bird. 

English  papers  are  enthusiastic  about  a 
pair  of  Birds  of  Paradise  lately  added  to  the 
collection  of  the  Zoological  Society,  in  Re- 
gent's Park  An  absurd  report  has  gained 
currency  that  the  birds  referred  to  are  no 
other  than  Messrs.  Mason  and  Slidell  as  if 
they  were  connected  in  any  way  with  Para- 
dise !  Besides  it  should  be  obvious  to  the 
least  reflecting  that  if  those  persons  were 
domiciled  in  the  Zoological  Gardens,  at  all, 
it  would  hardly  be  in  the  division  allotted 
to  birds. 

■ ■♦ — ■ 

Mr.  Lincoln's  Latest- 
By  special  permission  of  the  "Censor  of 
the  Press"  we  are  allowed  to  mention  that 
the  President  on  alighting  from  his  carriage 
after  his  late  Acquia  Creek  excursion,  re- 
marked that  "  it  was  all  nonsense  to  say 
Virginia  was  disaffected,  as  he  had  found  it 
a  Clay  state  up  to  the  hub." 

^ — . 

McClellan  and  Daniel  Webster. 
McClellan  has  named  his  favorite  charger 
Dan.  Webster.  The  military  pounder  and 
the  great  expounder  are  a  sharp  team  and 
can  hardly  fail  to  trample  the  enemies  of 
the  Constitution  under  their  feet. 


INTERESTING   BITS   OF    INFORMATION    FOR    THE    SEC 
RETARY    OF    THE    NAVY. 

(According  to  the  Herald.) 


Bit  of  Information  I. 
Bit  of  Information  II. 
Bit  of  Information  III. 
Bit  of  Information  IV. 

Bit  of  Information  V. 


Bit  of  Information  VI. 


Bit  of  Information  VII. 

Bit  of  Information  VIII 
Bit  of  Information    IX 


You  are  an  old  gentleman. 
You  are  somewhat  fogied. 
Your  ideas  are  so  many  fossils. 
Your  virtues  are  more  provoking  than 
your  faults. 

It  is  the  general  opinion  that  you  ought 
to  go  to  Spain — you  had  better  go  to 
Glory 

You  are  an  extraordinary  old  gentle- 
man. Ordinary  men  require  but  seven 
hours  sleep  per  day,  you  certainly  secure 
twenty. 

You  could  write  a  capital  "  Farmer's 

Almanac,"  for  1762.     Try  it. 

.     It  must  be  your  corns  that  trouble  you . 

,     One  can   generally  make  a  sluggard 

hop  by  sticking  a  pin  into  a  fleshy 

part. 


Cheerful  War  News 


A  dispatch  to  the  War  Department,  from  Cairo,  says  that  "  ex- 
Lieut.  Thomas  Hugbr,  late  of  the  United  States  Navy,  is  in  com- 
mand of  Fort  Pillow,  and  that  Gen.  Pillow  and  Commodore  Hol- 
lins  had  gone  below"  If  this  is  so,  we  are  infinitely  obliged  to 
Messrs.  Pillow  and  Hollins,  and  hope  they  will  remain  there. 


A   Cold    Shoulder. 

A  letter  from  England  states  that  Mr.  Parker  Snow  is  about  to 
go  in  search  of  survivors  of  Sir  John  Franklin's  party.  The 
searching  Snows  of  many  an  Arctic  Winter  have  already  found  the 
ill-fated  explorers,  and  we  fear  that  the  advent  of  another  Snow 
will  not  only  serve  to  bury  their  fate  still  deeper  in  mystery,  but 
that  this  one,  like  its  predecessors,  will  but  remain  to  add  to  the 
icy  desolation  of  the  Nort'a.  The  humane  desire  to  aid  a  fellow 
sufferor  by  putting  one's  "shoulder  to  the  wheel''  is,  laudable,  but 
we  apprehend  that  the  shouider,  in  this  case,  will  prove  but  a  cold 
one.  In  a  word,  we  have  little  faith  in  this  new  expedition,  the 
more  especially  as  we  do  not  believe  in  this  homoeopathic  applica- 
tion of  sending  more  snow  to  rescue  those  who  have  been  so  long 
snowed  in. 


A  good  Augury. 
The  Secesh  inhabitants  of  Fredericksburgh,  we  understand,  con- 
sider it  an  awful  Bore  to  have  General  Augur  in  town  ;   the  loyal 
Geiman  residents,  however,  who  look  upon  him  as  General  Lager, 
are  in  a  state  of  ponderous  Teutonic  delight. 


We  Mean  the   Evening  One- 


It  is  common  to  blame  tha  Major  Generals  commanding  depart- 
ments, for  the  defeat  of  their  subordinates  at  various  points  ;  but 
we  think  that  a  good  many  misfortunes  should  be  credited  to  the 
Commander  of  the  Post. 


Young  Man  f  Take  off  that  Uniform ! 
The  revolution  made  by  Wagner  in  music,  in  the  old  world 
seems  to  find  its  counterpart  in  military  circles  here.  We  need 
scarcely  say  that  we  allude  to  the  blue-and-gold,  shoulder-strapped 
shams  who  dawdle  about  our  street?,  and  who,  it  has  long  since 
become  painfully  evident,  can  only  be  ranked  among  the  Soldiers 
of  the  Future. 


A  Fossil  Fallacy. 


Our  private  tutor  used  to  insist  upon  it  that,  with  perseverance 
nothing  is  impossible  ;  but  we  should  like  to  have  seen  him  try 
ing  to  spike  a  howitzer  with  a  tooth-pick. 
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BOSTON     ALARMED ! 

S  is  well  known,  ever  since 
the  adjustment  of  the  great 
Pabker-Fobrest  case  in 
whose  peaceful  end  the  Lion 
lay  down  with  the  Lamb, 
(you  takes  your  choice,  my 
little  dears,  as  to  which  is 
the  Lion  and  which  is  the 
Lamb.)  Boston  has  been  bar- 
ren of  a  sensation.  The 
Count  Joannes  (with  rever- 
ence we  write  that  awful 
name  !)  has  latterly  inter- 
mitted in  the  matter  of  libel  suit, 
while  Governor  Andrew,  much  to 
Sennott's  disgust,  has  long  since  re- 
nounced the  pleasing  practice  of 
"cavorting"  up  and  down  State 
Street  on  the  fiery  hippopotamus.  In 
vain  did  "  Brother  Haskell,"  of  the 
Transcript,  endeavor  to  rouse  the  dor- 
mant energies  of  the  town.  The 
controversy  he  started  as  to  whether 
Noah  took  a  supply  of  desiccated 
vegetables  with  him  in  the  ark,  though  carried  on  for  a  few  days 
in  a  bitter  and  spirited  manner  by  "  A  Constant  Reader,"  "  Xeno- 
phon"  and  "  Sigma,"  faded  untimely  and  went  out,  as  even  Tran- 
script controversies  sometimes  must.  The  dormant  energies  of  the 
town  refused  to  be  roused  at  any  such  price.  So  Boston  languished. 
Torpid  swells  went  wearily  the  round  from  the  Parker  House  to 
the  Tremont,  from  the  Tremont  to  the  Museum  Exchange,  and 
even  the  cocktail  became  a  burden  to  them.  The  gieat  Warren, 
funniest  of  comedians,  stood  in  the  doorway  of  the  Boston  Museum 
(temple  of  Virtue  and  of  Moses  Kimball  !)  and  smoked  his  matu- 
tinal cigar  with  an  air  of  unusual  melancholy.  Things  generally 
were  dismal. 

At  the  crisis  of  debilitating  ennui  Night  came,  bearing  in  her 
bosom  the  much-desired  sensation.     When 

' '  Mornj 

Wak'd  by  the  circling  hours,  with  rosy  hand 
Unbarr'd  the  gates  of  light."     (Milton.) 

there  appeared  before  the  eyes  of  Boston  a  sight  calculated  to 
make  "the  hair,  in  frenzied  porcupine  array,  stand  even  upon  the 
head  of  that  mass  of  all  low,  foul,  and  hellish   proclivities,  a  Com- 
mon Councilman."     (Stephen  H.  Branch.) 
The  sight  was  this  placard  : 

THE  FURCOINERS  ARE  COMING ! 

The  cheek  of  many  a  brave  man  blenched  as  he  looked  upon 
this  ominous  announcement.  Women  huddled  together  in  affright 
and  whispered  low  their  fears.  Small  boys  desisted  from  "knuckle- 
dabs"  and  "peg  in  the  ring"  and  gaped  at  the  white  and  green 
poster  in  a  mute  wonder.  Dread  apprehension  ruled  the  hour. 
In  the  State  House,  Governor  Andrew  sat,  surrounded  by  a  triple 
body-guard,  inditing  war  bulletins  and  making  preparations  for 
the  defence  of  the  city.  A  large  nigger,  a  member  of  the  Liberty 
Guard,  was  thrown  out  as  picket  at  the  Mill  Dam,  for  which  point 
he  immediately  departed,  carrying  a  howitzer  under  each  arm. 
The  men,  generally,  armed  themselves.  The  women,  imbued 
with  that  spirit  of  '76  which  circulates  about  Boston  in  such  large 
packages,  did  the  same.  One  ancient  spinster  declared  that  if  the 
worst  came  to  the  worst  she  would  spike  her  false  teeth,  blow  up 
her  band-box  and  retreat  in  good  order  to  Dorchester.  Her  deter- 
mination was  highly  praised. 

In  the  meantime  Rumor  was  busy  with  a  thousand  reports  as  to 
the  nature  and  object  of  the  invaders.  "  Who  are  the  Furcoin- 
ers?"  was  the  question  heard  on  every  side.  Some  answered 
that  they  were  a  wild  and  shaggy  horde,  descended  from  the 
mountain  fastnesses  of  Roxbury  Heights  to  pillage  and  destroy  the 
city.  Fbederico  Rislico,  a  bandit  short  and  fat,  but  terrible,  was 
said  to  be  the  chieftain  of  this  outlawed  crew.  Others  declared 
that  the  Furcoiners  were  a  band  of  Scythians,  armed,  as  might  be 
inferred  from  their  name,  with  scythes,  and  coming  to  give  Boston 
its  covp  de  grass.  There  were  998  other  reports  equally  various  and 
equally  distressing.  The  terror  of  mystery  clung  about  the  word, 
Furcoiner.  It  clings  about  it  still,  for  even  at  the  present  time 
Boston  is  bathed  in  the  petspiration  of  dismay  and  shudders  when 
it  looks  at  that  terrible  handwriting  on  the  wall. 

Who  shall  tear  aside  the  veil  that  shrouds  this  awful  secret  ? 


A    WOODLAND    SONG. 
By  R.  W.  Emerson's  Titmouse. 

From  north,  and  south,  and  east,  and  west, 

A  sound  of  joy  is  coming  : 
The  partridge  in  his  russet  vest 

Down  in  the  glen  is  drumming  ; 
The  squirrel  and  the  cedar-bird, 

And  the  woodpecker,  all,  are  merry, 
And  I,  too,  sing,  as  I  flirt  my  wing, 

C 'hick- a-dee- dee- down-derry  ! 

Because,  no  more,  for  walls  of  wood 

The  nations  now  will  ravage 
With  ringing  axe  the  solitude 

So  dear  to  bird  and  savage  ; 
Since  iron,  only,  on  the  sea 

Henceforth  the  day  will  carry, 
Then  sing,  old  passenger,  with  me, 

Chick-a-dee-dee-down-derry  I 

Live  on,  live  oak  !  on  ridge  and  glade 

Unfearful  of  disaster  ; 
Pine  tree,  that  erst  a  mast  had  made, 

Of  you  I  now  am  master  ; 
Bend,  beech,  unto  the  linden  tree, 

Young  ash,  embrace  the  cherry, 
And  sing,  old  Beeswax,  sing  with  me, 

Chick-a-dee-dee-down-derry  ! 


New  Music. 
(By  the  Critic  of  the  Tribune.) 

We  have  received  from  the  publishers,  "  The  Contraband  Qua- 
drilles." Pretty  fair.  The  key  note,  however,  should  have  been 
B  flat,  and  we  are  inclined  to  think  that  the  writer  employs  too 
many  hemidemisemi quavers.  The  modulation  in  the  60th  bar  is 
grossly  inaccurate  ;  nor  can  we  6ee  the  propriety  of  the  fortissimo 
in  the  introduction.  Otherwise,  the  quadrilles  are  stately,  superb, 
harmonious  and  amiable. 

We  have  also  received  "  Grand  Elude  for  Fifteen  and  a  Half  Piano 
Fortes."  Rather  weak  in  the  minor.  The  portamente  is  ridicu- 
lous. A  fairish  presto,  but  the  Flats  in  the  40th  bar  should  have 
been  chromatic  Sharps.     Otherwise,  a  tolerable  adagio. 


Somewhat  Mixed  Up- 


The  following  startling  card  appeared  in  the  personal  column  of 
last  Sunday's  Herald  : 

TO    ADOPT— TWIN    GIRLS,    WITH  LIGHT    HAIR,  BLACK    EYES  ;  ONE  OF 
them   seventeen   months   old  ;    Call  at   Mrs.    second  store  in 

avenue,  between  Fulton  and  Putnam  avenues  Brooklyn,  forone  week. 

Now,  to  the  most  incurious  mind  the  question  naturally  arises  ; 
What  is  "seventeen  months  old" — one  of  the  eyes  of  one  of  the 
twins,  or  one  of  the  twins  themselves  ?  and  if  one  of  the  twins  is 
"  seventeen  months  old,"  how  old,  in  the  namej  of  goodness  gra- 
cious, is  the  other  fellow  ?  Until  this  matter  is  cleared  up  to  our 
satisfaction,  we  respectfully  but  peremptorially  decline  to  provide 
for  either  of  the  above-mentioned  young  ladies. 


European  Affairs. 

Prussia  and  Denmark  having  been  for  a  good  while  past  at  log- 
gerheads about  some  little  private  matters,  the  former  now  pro- 
poses to  the  latter  the  partition  of  Schleswig  as  a  settlement  in 
full. 

We  shall  be  happy  to  lend  our  assistance  in  solving  the  difficulty 
referred  to,  by  dispatching  to  some  appointed  rendezvous  our 
special  artist  in  hair,  a  gentleman  who  ia  perfectly  conversant 
with  the  partition  of  Wigs  in  every  variety. 


Our  Language. 

No  wonder  that  the  English  language  is  a  puzzle  to  all  who  have 
been  nurtured  upon  any  other.  This  has  been  said  before,  we 
admit ;  but  we  do  not  remember  that  anybody  has  yet  remarked 
the  following  atrocious  anomaly  belonging  to  the  language  in 
question,  namely,  that  while  every  man  under  the  age  of  twenty- 
one  is  legally  ordained  to  be  in  his  Non-age,  he  must  drag  out  his 
existence  to  the  age  of  ninety  before  he  can  take  rank  as  a  Non- 
agenarian. 
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HARD    UPON    JOHN    BULL! 
Brother  Jonathan  ■ — "  Say,  neighbor,  you  seem  in  a   fix  about  ihem   'eke  wooden 

SHIPS  OF  YOURS — WHAT'LL  iOU  TAKE  FOR  'EM   BY   THE  CORD  V 


A    BLARE    FROM    BLAIR. 

"  If  this,  which  he  avouches,  does  appear, 
There  is  nor  flying  hence,  nor  tarrying  here, 
Ring  the  alarum  bell, — Blow  wind  come  wrack  ; 
At  least  we'll  die  with  harness  on  our  back." 
Macbeth. 

Manhattanese,  poor  devils,  have  you  read 
Blair's  grave  report  on  National  Defenses  ? 
Your  peril  from   case-hardened  ships    im- 
mense is, 
For  if  some  morning,  as  you  lie  abed, 
The  Merrimac  arrive,  i'  faith  you're  sped  ; 
Then  fortify,  whatever  the  expense  is. 
Steel-plate  Fort  Richmond,  if  you're  in  your 

senses, 
And  pigs  of  metal  on  your  house-top  spread. 
Cover  with  frying-pans  the  City  Hall, 

Put  Salamander  Safes  in  every  nook ■ 

For  they  are  incombustible,  'tis  said — 
And  hang  with  griddles  every  outward  wall 
From  Harlem  River  down  to  Sandy  Hook. 


Mere  Surmise. 
The  New  York  Times,  referring  to  Secre- 
tary Welles,  inquires,  "  Is  he  mad  ?" 
Vanity  Fair  is  of  opinion  that  his  head  is 
sound — all  sound,  like  most  things  that  are 
hollow.     Pope  says  : 

"  Great  witto  madness  ever  is  allied." 
and  therefore  it  is  quite  impossible  that  the 
Honorable  Gideon  should  be  mad.  It  seems, 
however,  that  he  has  made  the  naval  officers 
in  Hampton  Roads  very  mad  indeed,  by  for- 
bidding them  to  fire  on  the  Merrimac  except 
in  case  of  attack.  It  is  supposed  that  his 
post-office  education  renders  him  averse  to 
have  the  Mail  broken  into.  Probably,  also, 
his  feelings  as  an  ex-postmaster  have  some- 
thing to  do  with  the  marked  tenderness  he 
shows  for  letters  of  marque. 


An  Obsolete  Gallicism. 

Waiter-gallicism. 


A    BOSTON    CRACKER. 

The  good  people  of  Boston — we  mean  the  very  good  people  of 
that  tortuous  but  respectable  city — have  a  sharp  eye  to  business 
even  when  apparently  blind  to  everything  but  the  diversified  reli- 
gious views  shaken  up  for  them  like  a  kaleidoscope  to  gaze  upon. 
In  a  report  of  the  "Suffolk  South  Conference  of  Congregational 
Churches,"  published  in  the  Boston  Traveller,  we  find  the  following 
statement  : 

"  The  afternoon  proceedings  closed  with  prayer  by  Henry  Hoyt,  of  the  Book 
Depository,  9  Cornhill." 

Most  of  our  readers  are  aware,  probably,  that  the  above  style  of 
advertising  originated  with  a  disconsolate  French  widow,  who 
added  to  her  husband's  epitaph  the  announcement  that  she  meant 
to  continue  the  pastry-cook  business  at  the  "old  stand."  We 
have  remarked  that  it  is  only  disconsolate  people  who  ever  do 
advertise  in  this  way.  Awful  Gardner,  the  reformed  pugilist, 
frequently  made  his  discourses  a  vehicle  for  circulating  his  reputa- 
tion as  a  shoemaker.  John  Bunyan,  who  was  a  disconsolate 
tinker,  wrote  the  "  Pilgrim's  Progress"  to  show  what  a  great 
thinker  he  was  ;  and  as  several  other  great  men  have  combined 
the  temporal  with  the  spiritual  in  the  same  way,  we  don't  see  why 
Boston  shouldn't  have  her  crackers. 


Beauregard  Starring  It. 

The  cypher  dispatch  from  Beauregard  to  Cooper,  calling  for 
reinforcements,  fell,  as  we  learn,  into  the  hands  of  General 
Mitchel,  the  celebrated  astronomer,  by  whom  it  was  readily  trans- 
lated. We  are  not  informed  as  to  the  character  of  the  cypher  in 
which  it  was  written,  but  suppose  that  it  consisted  principally  of 
Asterisks,  from  the  facility  with  which  Professor  Mitchel  appears 
to  have  deciphered  it. 

Fresh  from  Green  Fields. 

One  of  the  most  absurd,  as  well  as  expensive  blunders  we  have 
yet  heard  of  was  that  made  by  a  country  gentleman  lately  in  this 
city,  who  bought  a  chilled  iron  safe  in  mistake  for  a  refrigerator. 


Our  Army  Surgeons. 

If  dislocations  require  to  be  reduced — as  the  professional  term 
goes — so  do  mislocations  ;  and,  unless  reports  deceive  us  very 
much,  there  are  a  good  many  misses  of  that  kind  made  in  the 
appointment  of  our  sawboneses.  They  have  dozens  of  young 
sucking  chirurgeons  in  the  army,  just  now,  besides  many  bogus 
bone-setters  of  mature  age,  whom  we  would  not  employ  to  carve  a 
dish  of  mashed  turnips  for  us,  not  to  talk  of  entrusting  them  with 
the  amputation  of  a  cold  partridge's  leg.  A  writer  upon  army 
surgery  speaks  of  that  honorable  craft  as  follows  : 

"Its  praises  have  been  sung  by  Homer,  and  in  all  ages  of  the  world  Govern 
ments  have  extended  to  it  a  fostering  hand." 

With  reference  to  the  foregoing  all  we  have  got  to  say  is,  that  it 
would  be  safer  for  our  government  to  extend  a  fostering  hand  than 
a  festering  hand  to  the  present  surgical  staff  of  the  army,  if  cer- 
tain accounts  conveyed  to  us  respecting  the  efficiency  of  that  same 
are  to  be  relied  on. 


A  Cheering  Sign. 

Conspicuously  posted  upon  a  stationer's  window  in  Wall  Street, 
may  be  seen  the  following  announcement : 

Check-Books  at  Half  Price. 

Now  there  can  no  longer  be  any  excuse  for  persons  pleading 
poverty,  and  going  round  borrowing  quarters  from  their  too  trust- 
ful friends.  The  check-book  is  now  within  the  reach  of  all,  which 
procured,  it  will  only  remain  for  the  holder  to  establish  a  banker 
and  roll  forever  after  in  glittering  dross. 


Our  Ardent  Spirits- 
Mr.  Morrill,  of  Vermont,  has  made  a  statement  in  the  House 
of  a  character  very  damaging  to  the  morals  of  the  Union  army. 
He  says,  in  fact,  that  there  was  a  general  drunk  at  the  time  when 
the  troops  were  about  to  engage  the  enemy  at  Lee's  Mill.  It  is 
painful  to  think  that  the  war  correspondents  of  the  dailies  might 
probably  have  participated  in  the  debauch,  had  they  not  been 
muzzled. 
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CABINET    CONVERSATION    PIECES. 
No.  5. 

Scene.—  The  Bureau  of  the  War  Department.  The  President  dis- 
covered, seated  astride  upon  a  brass  94 pound  gun,  with  his  face  to  the 
breech.  The  Secretary  of  War  is  amusing  himself  by  arranging 
shells,  ( James's  500  lb.  conical,  and  other  varieties)  in  a  fancy  pattern 
upon  an  ormolu  table.  A  buhl  cage,  occupied  by  a  grey  Parrot,  stands 
upon  a  scrolled  shelf  between  the  windows.  Soft  music  from  a  remote 
barrel-organ  arrives  punctually  upon  the  fitful  breeze. 

President. — Concbology — eh  ?  'Tis  an  interesting  study,  Edwin, 
though  rny  own  experience  of  it  has  been  drawn  from  oysters 
rather  than  from  hoisters.  Excuse  my  little  play ;  all  work  is  a 
bad  doctor,  you  know. 

Sec.  of  War.— No  apology,  sir — none  is  needed.  The  ever- 
pointed  pun,  like  the  ever-pointed  pen,  may  be  made  a  vehicle  for 
intense  thought.  Kemember  what  the  great  Napoleon  said  :  says 
he — "I  care  not  who  makes  a  nation's  laws,  provided  that  to  me 
is  accorded  the  privilege  of  making  its  puns." 

President. — As  Secretary  of  War  of  this  great  Republic,  Mr. 
Stanton,  it  would  have  been  smarter,  as  well  as  more  becoming  of 
you  to  have  paraphrased  the  saying  of  the  renowned  Corporal 
thus — "I  care  not  who  breaks  Rebellion's  nose,  provided  I  get  a 
chance  of  spiking  its  guns  :  not  a  cuss." 

Parrot . — Not  a  cuss ! 

Sec  of  War. — Dry  up,  naughty  Poll  !  Pray  excuse  the  bird, 
sir  :  like  other  foreigners,  he  picks  up  the  bad  words  first. 

President. — You  are  very  polite,  sir,  but  the  word  was  mine  ; 
and  if  ever  you  noticed  it,  sir,  there  is  a  smack  of  Western  vigor 
in  it  that  you  wouldn't  get  if  you  spelt  it  with  an  r.  I  have 
reason  to  be  dissatisfied  with  you,  of  late,  Mr.  Stanton. 

Sec.  of  War. — What's  up  now  ?    Anything  broke? 

President. — If  one  of  the  three  individuals  present  was  broke, 
sir,  I  guess  the  nation  might  be  a  gainer  by  the  transaction.  I  do 
not,  hereby,  refer  to  myself  ;  neither  have  my  words  the  remotest 
application  to  honest  Poll  in  his  cage,  yonder.'' 

Sec.  of  War. — O  it's  the  Secretary  of  the  Navy  you  mean  ?  I  fully 
agree  with  you,  sir  ;  I  have  long  looked  upon  Mr.  Welles  as  the 
megatherium  incubus  of  the  Public  Departments,  and  the  bureau 
over  which  he  potters  as  the  pandemonium  of  an — 

Parrot.  -Old  fool!  old  fogy!  old  muff!— Pretty  Poll!  good 
bird  !  all  hands  to  the  pumps  ! — que-e-eech  ! 

President. — Quaint  bird  ! — Who  so  bold  as  to  draw  the  line 
between  instinct  and  reason,  when  a  parrot  can  express  himself 
thus  ?  But  I  could  not  have  referred  to  the  Secretary  of  the  Navy, 
sir,  as  I  said  one  of  the  three  individuals  present :  my  censure  is 
on  the  full  simmer  for  you. 

Sec.  of  War. — Pennsylvania  is  my  dwelling  place,  H 

President. — If  you  were  about  to  add,  "  Heaven  is  my  expecta- 
tion," sir,  you  are  doomed  to  disappointment,  for  I  am  going  to 
give  you  exactly  the  reverse.  The  sentiment  of  the  masses  is  ad- 
verse to  you,  Mr.  Stanton,  and  we  cannot  afford  to  ignore  the  up- 
howlings  of  a  mighty  people. 

See.  of  War. — Who  cares  for  the  ravings  of  the  multitude  ?  I 
wouldn'  t  step  off  the  side- walk  for  all  the  yells  of  the  vox  populi. 

Parrot. — Pop  you  lie !  Pop  you  lie  !  Giddy  Welles  is  a  sailieur 
boy  only  ninety  years  old  ! — que-e-e-eech  i 

President. — Supposing  that  I  had  never  seen  your  parrot,  Mr. 
Stanton,  I  think  I  could  tell  by  his  voice  that  he  is  not  a  green 
one.  His  grey  plumage  becomes  his  wisdom  well.  But  as  I  was 
saying  sir,  I  have  reason  to  be  dissatisfied  with  you  :  your  ideas 
upon  general  subjects,  or  to  be  more  explicit,  on  the  subject  of 
Generals,  appear  to  be  based  upon  chaos,  and  a  very  poor  kind  of 
chaos  at  that. 

See.  of  War. — And  yet  order  is  my  strong  point.  See  my 
orders  generally.     Observe  my  arrangements  of  these  shells. 

Presideid. — You  may  be  strong  upon  small  details,  sir  ;  perhaps 
you  are,  and  60  is  my  gingerbread-colortd  valley.  But  as  for  gen- 
eralizing, I  could  generalize  the  shirt  off  your  back  any  day,  and 
Bill  Seward  says  so,  too. 

Sec.  of  War. — Don't  I  generalize,  though  !  Didn't  I  6et  up 
General  Grant  on  a  pedestal  as  high  as  the  old  gas-chimney  of 
Babel,  when  I  told  Greeley  that  he  "  conquered  by  the  spirit  of 
the  Lord"  ?    Maybe  I  didn't  make  a  golden  calf  of  him  then  ! 

President. — Maybe  you  didn't  make  a  wooden  one  of  Ed.  Stan- 
ton. You  can't  come  it  over  this  two  yards  and  an  eighth  of 
Western  stuff  with  your  golden  calf — no  sir !  Nor  do  I  see  on 
what  grounds  you  should  have  qualified  your  statement  that  Grant 
"  conquered  by  the  Spirit  of  the  Lord-"  by  adding  "  and  by  moving 
immediately  upon  the  enemy's  works  !" 

Parrot. — Enemies  works  !  Enemies  works  !  Helm  hard  a  port, 
there's  a  squall  coming  ! — que-e-e-eech ! 

Sec  of  War. — Well,  the  War  Bureau  is  a  hard  road  to  travel ! 
It  took  Cameron  to  Russia,  and  I  suppose  I  shall  have  to  seek 
retirement  now  in  some  moral  Siberia. 

Parrot. — Liberia  I  Liberia !  There's  a  nigger  in  the  wood-pile, 
que-e-e-eech ! 


President. — Good  Poll  !  The  parrot  is  right,  sir,  Liberia  would 
be  just  the  place  for  you — we  shall  want  a  minister  to  that  country 
presently,  I  guess. 

Sec.  of  War. — Reserve  that  fragrant  position  for  Mr.  GaEELEY  : 
the  glossy  Ethiop  hath  no  charms  for  me. 

President. — The  implication  contained  in  the  word  "  fragrant" 
comes  with  a  bad  grace  from  you  Mr.  SrANTO.v.  You  are  in  any- 
thing but  good  odor  with  the  people  just  now,  yourself. 

Sec.  of  War. — There  is  but  one  Abe  Lincoln,  and  George  Mc- 
Clellan  is  his — 

Parrot. — Trump  card  !  Trump  card  ! — who  made  a  false  deal 
— que-e-e-eech  ! 

President. — What'll  you  take  for  that  bird,  Stanton?  I  think 
we  might  do  worse  than  put  him  at  the  head  of  the  War  depart- 
ment. 

Sec.  of  War. — I'll  wring  his  neck! — what  does  he  mean  by  a 
false  deal  ?  Mr.  Presideit,  if  you  have  any  fault  to  find  with  me, 
I  must  insist  upon  having  a  specific  charge — 

(Here  one  of  the  500  lb.  shells,  luhich  happens  to  contain  a  specific 
charge,  explodes,  and  interrupts  the  conversation.) 

♦ 

A    RESPECTFUL    REMONSTRANCE. 
Addresskd  to  the  Senate  and  the  House  of  Representatives  by 
the  Patrons  of  Patent  Plasters,  Powders,  Potions  and  Pills. 
"  Let  us  reason  together." — Dr.  Hollowat. 
The  ailing  undersigned 
Consider  it  unkind 
In  your  honorable  bodies  to  tax  ointm3nt,  draught  and  pill, 
As  cocktails  are,  or  toddies, 
To  your  very  able  bodies 
So  Hygeia's  patent  nostrums  to  a  body  that  is  ill. 
Lay  your  legislative  thong 
On  the  provant  of  the  strong, 
Upon  beef,  and  beer,  and  bacon,  and  the  best  the  market  offers 
But  don't,  to  feed  the  war, 
Bleed  Bronchitis  and  Catarrh, 
Nor  try  to  raise  the  wind  by  a  tax  on  weakly  coughers . 

'Tis  a  shame  a  mighty  State 

Should,  at  this  enlightened  date, 
Impose  upon  the  weak  state  of  the  thousands  sick  and  ailing, 

Tis  n't  right  to  reimburse 

The  insolvent  public  purse, 
From  the  pockets  of  a  class  that  is  continually  failing. 

We  feel  somewhat  splenetic 

That  the  price  of  an  emetic 
Should  be  raised  by  the  new  bill,  that  of  sickness  makes  a  booty, 

Since  rise  it  always  will, 

Without  your  plaguey  bill, 
In  accordance,  don't  you  see?  with  its  own  specific  duty. 

On  the  matchless  "  Poor  Man's  Plasters, ' ' 

Say  why,  "  approved  good  masters," 
Do  you  stick  it  on  as  heavy  as  you've  stuck  it  on  the  rest 

It  appears  you  seek  to  draw 

With  your  blister  of  a  law 
Pence,  as  they  draw  "  peccant  humors"  from  the  poor  man' 6  hol- 
low chest. 

If  the  government  exactor 

Taxes  "  Dalley's  Pain  Extractor," 
'Twill  be  "  skinning"  every  biped  with  a  seethed  or  roasted  skin. 

Excuse  a  humorous  sally, 

But  how  can  you  dilly-dally 
With  poor  copper-scalded  victims  for  a  small  amount  of  "tin  V 

Then  there's  the  famous  Holloway 

Who  often  by  the  swallow  way 
Gives  us  all  such  aid  and  comfort  with  his  medicine  superior, 

If  he's  put  down,  instead 

Of  his  pills  emeutes  we  dread 
In  that  eminent  department,  the  Bureau  of  the  Interior  . 

Had  not  Job  had  salves  and  oils 

To  give  coolness  to  his  boils, 
His  temper  had  boiled  over  in  rebellion  and  defiance  ; 

And  so  will  ours,  alas  ! 

In  the  same  tormenting  pass, 
Should  you  tax  down  all  the  balsams  that  are  furnished  us  by  science. 

Then  place  not  your  heavy  hands 
Upon  Life's  outrunning  sands, 
(Which  must  needs  be  soon  expended  without  plasters  and  purga- 
tion,) 

And  we  swear  we'll  ever  pray, 
Till  the  last  sand  runs  away, 
For  you  as  for  the  salvors  of  the  sick  throughout  the  nation  . 
(Karnes  of  signers  omitted  for  want  of  space.) 
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i  i    m         HIS  NOSE  IN. 


A    FLIGHT    OF    WILD    GEESE. 

If  metaphors  could  be  metaphormorphosed  into  the  wandering 
water  fowls  mentioned  in  our  head-line,  hardly  could  they  take  a 
more  eccentric  flight  than  that  in  which  we  observe  them  in  the 
following  quotation  from  the  Daily  Times  of  the  18th  instant  : 

' '  The  visit  to  the  rebel  Capital  of  the  French  Minister,  M.  Mercier,  is,  of 
course,  too  good  a  quarry  of  canards  not  to  be  extensively  worked,  and  some  of 
the  funniest  of  mares'  nests  have  been  found  in  that  perfectly  simple  occur- 
rence." 

The  idea  of  a  quarry  of  canards  is  one  that  never  occurred  to  us 
even  in  our  wildest  flights  of  fancy — never,  gentle  reader,  never. 
Just  imagine  working  a  quarry  of  ducks  !  Tough  specimens 
enough,  indeed,  of  that  toothless  and  yet  toothsome  biped  have 
we  encountered  in  a  somewhat  extensive  gastronomic  experience, 
but  we  reject  the  idea  that  the  toughest  of  them,  even,  was 
hewed  out  of  the  same  material  as  the  simpering  sepulchral 
cherubim,  all  head  and  wings,  that  haunts  the  suburban  marble- 
yard.  Then  observe  the  sudden  transition  in  the  quoted  para- 
graph from  quarries  of  ducks  to  mares'  nests.  At  this  our  brain 
whirls.  We  jumble  wildly  the  humble  canard  with  the  proud 
cheval.  Waiter,  ho! — bring  hither  an  omelet  of  the  frisky  mare's 
eggs  ! — A  duck  !  a  duck  !  our  kingdom  for  a  duck ! — ha — ah  !  ! 


Spontaneity  Spontaneous. 


Away  down  East,  in  the  State  of  Maine,  which  is  celebrated  for 
its  manufacture  of  a  first  rate  article  of  patent  sun-rise,  they  are 
about  to  elect  Members  of  Congress  ;  and,  among  the  Oriental 
Nominees,  is  the  celebrated  Mr.  Blane,  who  is,  we  are  informed, 
the  grandfather  of  the  well-known  Miss  Mary  Blane,  whose 
charms  have  been  much  and  most  musically  insisted  upon  by 
many  bands  of  Sable  Singers1  The  North  East  Correspondent  of 
The  Boston  Journal  hopes  that  Mr.  Blane  will  be  elected,  because 
he  is  "A  Spontaneous  Speaker."  This  gives  us  frigid  tremors  of 
apprehension,  even  as  if  we  had  inhaled  ten  cubic  feet  of  North 
East  wind.  There  is  a  great  deal  too  much  Bad  and  Indifferent 
Speaking  in  the  House  now  ;  and  when  the  Spontaneous  Blane 
shall  have  opened,  we  are  afraid  that  nothing  less  than  Sponta- 
neous Combustion  will  stop  him.  All  Spouting  is  bad,  but  may 
the  Goddess  of  Silence,  if  there  be  such  a  benevolent  divinity,  as 
there  certainly  should  be — preserve  us  from  Spontaneous  Spouting. 


A    VEHICLE    FOR    A    FEW    IDEAS. 

When  the  verbose    Chrononhotonthologos  gave    his    famous 
order — 

"  Go,  call  a  coach,  and  let  a  coach  be  called, 
And  let  the  man  who  calleth  be  the  caller." 

he  could  not  have  had  the  slightest  premonition  that,  at  some 
future  day,  a  New  York  coach-builder  would  call  a  carriage  of  a 
peculiar  make  a  "  Manhattan  Yacht  Buggy."  And  yet,  on  refer- 
ence to  the  paa;es  of  the  "  New  York  Coachmaker's  Magazine"  for 
May,  a  strange  hermaphrodite  of  the  kind  will  be  found  therein 
described  and  pictured.  Whether  it  was  the  idea  of  the  "captain's 
gig"  that  first  suggested  to  the  fertile  mind  of  the  designer  that 
of  the  yacht  buggy,  we  are  not  able  to  state  ;  but  that  it  is  a  one- 
hawser  we  can  positively  aver,  because  it  is  rigged  with  shafts  in- 
stead of  a  jib-boom,  and  therefore  attachable  to  one  horse  only. 
From  the  peculiar  form  of  the  cut-water  of  this  vessel,  we  should 
suppose  that  the  manner  in  which  she  will  "  cut  dirt"  when  sent 
out  upon  a  cruise  in  the  Manhattan  Roads  will  be  anything  but 
slow.  "  Avast,  there,  you  lubber!"  will  now  be  the  language  of 
Harlem  Lane — "  haul  in  the  slack  of  your  main-sheet  if  you  don't 
want  your  splash-board  to  go  athwart  horse  !" — with  a  good  deal 
more  of  the  same  sort,  selected  from  Cooper,  Marryatt  and  other 
stable  nautical  novelists.  We  should  like  to  be  captain  of  such  a 
yacht  as  the  one  referred  to  ;  but,  as  we  are  a  bachelor,  and  never 
had  so  much  as  a  First  Mate,  we  would  be  rather  puzzled  about 
officering  one— the  yacht,  not  the  first  mate — on  which  account 
we  have  concluded  to  walk  until  shoes  become  so  expensive  that 
we  must  economize  by  going  upon  wheels.  In  conclusion,  none 
who  have  ever  cruised  much  in  wooden  vessels,  will  be  likely  to 
dissent  from  our  dictum  that  a  yacht  buggy  is  a  much  nicer  thing 
to  own  than  a  buggy  yacht. 


What  some  of  our  C)  oakers  might  well  be  called. 
Buell-Frogs. 


THE    THREE    TELEGRAMS- 


This  morning  the  telegraph  brings  us  news, 
Which,  though  oddly  spelt,  we  shall  not  refuse  : 
It  says  that  the  Rebels  have  gone,  slosh,  plump, 
Into  the  slough  called  the  Dismal  Swump. 


What,  another  telegram  !  telling,  still, 
With  wretched  spelling,  but  right  good  will, 
How  circumstance,  uncombined  with  pomp, 
Has  conducted  the  Rebs  to  the  Dismal  Swomp. 


And  here,  again,  is  a  third,  I  declare, 

A  telegram  spelt  all  right — how  rare  ! 

And  it  states  that  the  Devil  hung  out  his  lamp 

And  decoyed  the  Confeds  to  the  Dismal  Swamp  ! 


MOTHER    CAREY'S    CHICKENS. 

It  is-an  indication  of  the  demand  for  recruits  in  the  Confederate 
army,  that  the  young  ladies  of  Richmond  are  fighting  the  battle 
of  life  on  their  own  respective  hooks,  by  obtaining  employment  as 
clerks  in  the  public  departments  of  the  rebel  administration.  At 
least  we  have  been  favored  with  an  account  of  two  charming  young 
"lasses  of  Richmond  Hill,"  who  are  distinguishing  themselves  in 
that  capacity— two  "  pretty  daughters  of  Mr.  Wilson  Carey,  a 
prominent  secessionist  teacher,"  as  we  are  told.  One  of  these 
little  stormy  petrels — or  Mother  Carey's  chickens,  as  mariners  call 
them — lately  appeared  at  a  ball  in  Richmond,  made  up  to  repre- 
sent Maryland  chained  by  the  Union.  She  had  her  pretty  little 
hands  tied  together  in  a  sorrowful  way  with  her  gart— girdle,  we 
mean,  and  the  shield  of  Maryland  rose  and  fell  upon  her  billowy 
bosom  as  wildly  as  a  rocking  ship  upon  a  restless  ocean.  But  Jeff 
Davis  rushed  like  a  man  to  the  rescue  of  Miss  Hetty  Carey  Mary- 
land, and  severed  with  one  lunge  of  his  bowie-knife  the  bonds 
that  made  her  the  slave  of  Lincoln.  This  was  enacted,  we  are 
told,  "amid  the  stormy  applause  of  the  company" — which  was  a 
remarkably  neat  and  appropriate  kind  of  applause  with  which  to 
greet  such  little  stormbirds  as  Mother  Carey's  chickens.  We  are 
also  informed  from  an  enthusiastic  source,  that  the  event  in  ques- 
tion "has  created  the  most  intense  delight  and  sympathy  in  the 
upper  crust  of  secession  here" — from  which  we  may  infer  that 
when  the  upper  crust  of  secession  in  Maryland  comes  to  be  broken, 
the  pie  will  be  found  to  consist  of  such  fair  game  as  Mother  Carey's 
chickens  and  other  skimmers  of  troubled  waters. 
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THE    RECTOR    OF     ARKANSAS. 

It  is  usually  con- 
sidered the  duty  of  a 
rector,  as  well  as  of  a 
curate — putting  aside 
sextons  and  other  in- 
ferior officers  of  the 
church— to  inculcate 
truth,  as  the  great 
basis  of  all  that  is 
good,  and  to  declaim 
against  the  lie,  as  the 
root  of  all  that  is  bad. 
There  is  a  rector  in 
Arkansas,  however, 
who  has  lately  at- 
tempted to  reverse 
this  order  of  things, 
though,  we  believe, 
without  any  decided 
success.  We  allude 
to  Governor  Rector, 
of  that  State,  who 
lately  sent  a  message 
to  the  Legislature  recommending  the  passage  of  an  act  "  punish- 
ing with  a  heavy  fine  any  person  who  dared  to  express  a  doubt  of 
the  success  of  the  Confederate  arms,  and  that  a  second  offence  be 
declared  a  felony." 

Now,  under  such  an  act,  Arkansas  would  be  a  splendid  place  for 
many  war  correspondents  of  the  New  York  dailies  to  settle  down 
in,  because  people  would  be  compelled  to  believe  them  by  Legisla- 
tive enactment,  nothing  short  of  which  would  bring  its,  at  least, 
to  swallow  the  rubbish  reported  by  them.  But  when  we  are  told 
by  the  Missouri  Democrat  that  it  has  lately  been  proclaimed 
throughout  Arkansas  that  Price  has  retaken  Springfield  and  cap- 
tured Curtis  ;  that  Pike,  chief  of  the  Ya-hoo-go-ril-la  tribe  of 
Indians,  had  caught  Hunter  and  "  raised  his  hair ;"  that  the  Union 
forces  were  repulsed  with  great  loss  at  Island  No.  10,  that  Jeff. 
Davis  was  leading  forty  thousand  men  to  attack  Washington,  and 
that  these  statements  met  with  general  credence,  we  don't  believe 
it.  That  is,  we  don't  believe  that  the  people  of  Arkansas  in 
general  believe  such  stuff,  else  why  should  it  have  been  considered 
necessary  by  the  Rector  of  Arkansas  to  compel  them  to  do  so  by 
law  ?  What  a  terrible  reckoning  will  yours  be,  Rector  of  Arkan- 
sas, should  you  succeed  in  reviving  this  mediceval  tyranny  in  our 
day  '.  If  we,  here  at  New  York,  for  instance,  will  only  imagine 
ourselves  in  a  position  similar  to  that  of  an  Arkansas  man  under 
the  Rector  administration,  we  shall  see  how  the  thing  would  be 
likely  to_  work.  We  see  a  devastating  horde  of  the  Metropolitan 
Police  tribe  pouring  down  upon  our  mansion  and  frightening  our 
young  and  interesting  family  into  fits,  because  we  stated  in  confi- 
dence to  a  friend  our  conviction  that  the  Tribune's  report  of  a  great 
Union  victory  at  Large  Pedlingtown  was  premature.  We  see  our- 
selves dragged  to  the  Egyptian  Museum  in  Centre  Street,  known 
as  "  The  Tombs.''  There  we  see  several  respectable  citizens  "  with 
gyves  upon  their  hands,"  for  laughing  without  sleeves  at  the 
assertion  made  by  another  daily  paper,  that  40,000  rebels  were 
killed  and  wounded  in  the  fight  referred  to,  while  the  Federals 
came  off  with  a  loss  of  only  10,000.  We  see  ourselves  in  a  bad 
state  of  mind  at  being  thus  cornered,  chiefly  because  we  hear  the 
newsboys  crying  a  Herald  extra  of  another  great  battle  at  some 
new  place  beginning  with  B,  and  we  can't  rush  out  to  buy  it. 

We  think  we  see  all  this.  But  if  anybody  tells  us  that  Rector 
of  Arkansas  oughtn't  to  be  whipped  at  a  cart's  tail  for  attempting 
to  legalize  lies — we  "  don't  see  it." 


Lobster  Sauce- 
Col.  Thomas,  who  used  to  travel  in  the  Zoyara  line  in  the  guise 
of  a  French  lady,  as  well  as  in  other  guys,  made  an  attempt  to 
escape  from  Fort  Lafayette,  on  the  night  of  Monday  last,  but  was 
discovered  by  the  sentries,  pursued  and  recaptured.  His  plan  was 
to  drift  over  to  the  mainland  with  the  assistance  of  a  number  of 
empty  lobster  cans,  tightly  corked,  so  as  to  answer  for  buoys  :  but 
the  result  was  that  while  his  buoys  were  too  few  for  him,  ours 
were  too  many  for  him. 


War  and  Weather- 
The  Atlantic  for  May  lias  an  able  article  on  the  Influence  of 
Weather  upon  War,  but  the  author  does  not  quite  cover  the  whole 
ground.  He  omits  to  state  that  troops  generally  show  the  white 
feather  during  a  snow  storm,  and  that  when  marching  to  battle 
over  bad  roads  after  a  rain  storm  they  manifest  unusual  apprehen- 
sion at  the  idea  of  being  stuck. 


OUR    WAR    CORRESPONDENCE. 
Letter  from  Mc  Arone. 

Before  Yorktown  :  23rd  April. 

My  Dear  Vanity  :— as  I  had  feared,  my  statement,  to  the  effect 
that  I  had  taken  Yorktown,  was  a  canard. 

It  is  not  yet  took. 

But  I  get  along  well.  The  subjoined  diagram  shows  my  plan  of 
investment  ;  it  will  be  understood  at  a  glance  : 


The  Siege  of  Yorktown. 

This  was  designed  by  the  gentleman  whodoes  all  the  Herald 

war-maps.  Colored  copies  may  be  obtained  at  the  office  of  this 
paper.     Price  $12  per.  doz.     Very  suitable  for  framing. 

As  the  siege  is  likely  to  be  a  long  one,  I  have  established  myself 
here  in  good  shape.  I  am  now  writing  in  the  second  floor  front 
parlor  of  my  tent  ;  a  handsome  brown-stone  fronted  affair  with 
all  the  modern  improvements.  This  room  has  two  double-sashed 
windows  of  flexible  glass  ;  is  painted  up  nice,  papered  with  cartes- 
de-visite  of  the  girls  who  love  me  best.  The  floor  is  of  papier 
mache,  neatly  jointed,  and  a  silver-plated  staircase  of  vulcanized 
rubber  leads  to  the  ground  floor. 

Here,  I  sit  by  the  open  window,  calm  and  vacuous,  and  listen 
gaily  to  the  sweet  cannon-music  of  the  siege.     It  is  twelve    miles 

away I  cannot  risk   too  valuable  a  life  in  near  proximity  to 

vulgar  projectiles. . .  .but  I  am  enabled  to  see  the  smallest  details 
of  the  battle,  even  at  that  distance,  by  means  of  a  rifled  telescope, 
of  my  own  invention.  The  lines  of  sight,  in  passing  through 
this  instrument,  acquire  a  screw  motion,  which  gives  them  the 
power  requisite  to  see  a  little  further  into  a  millstone  than  most 
people  can. 

I  have  said  that  this  was  likely  to  be  a  long  siege,     It  is 

true.  Yet  I  have  done  all  I  could  to  shorten  it.  I  became  con- 
vinced, the  other,  day  of  the  superior  military  knowledge  of  editors 
over  soldiers,  and  telegraphed  at  once  to  New  York,  thus  : 

Mayor  Opdyke  : — Send  Bryant  here.     Mc  Arone. 

The  Mayor  made  a  little  mistake.  He  sent  what  I  ordered,  but 
it  was  Dan.  Br y ant,  who  is  quite  a  decent  fellow,  comparatively. 

I  returned  the  amiable  Daniel,  with  instructions  to  the  Mayor 
to  give  him  a  full  apology  for  having  mistaken  him  for  the  editor 
of  the  Evening  Post,  and  the  Abolition  Bard  arrived  by  the  next 
train . 

"  Colonel  ,"  said  I,  "  I  want  you  to  take  Yorktown." 

"  Well,"  he  replied,  "  when  rings  the  leafy  grove  with  warlike 
sound,  and  dead  and  dying  cumber  all  the  ground,  'tis  for  the 
child  of  Afric  that  they  bleed. . .  .the  child  of  Afric,  trampled  and 
in  need.  But  who  can  smite  the  swarthy  Rebel's  wrath  ?  Who 
strew  with  broken  chains  the  Ethiop's  path  ?  There  is  but  one 
who  can  achieve  that  same,  and  William  Cullen  Bryant  is  his 
name  !" 

"  Will  you  lead  a  storming  party,  Cully?''  I  asked. 

"Go,  ask  the  winds  of  heaven  to  lead  the  storm?  Let  the 
North  wind  blow  cold,  the  South  blow  warm  !  I,  too,  can  blow, 
as  in  the  present  fuss,  both  hot  and  cold  quite  simultaneous  !" 

"  Have  you  ever  studied  the  science  of  warfare  ?" 

"Have  you  ever  read  Thamtopsis  ?" 

"  What  is  your  opinion  on  the  arrangement  of  rifle  pits  ?" 

';  Ask  me  no  more  !  The  only  pit  I  know,  is  that  black  pit,  the 
child  of  Afric's  woe  !  What  is  the  Union,  what  the  War,  to  me, 
if  Afric's  children  are  not  to  be  free  ?  The  Constitution?  Tis  a 
shameful  sell  :  a  pactjwith  death,  a  covenant  with. . .  .Well ;  I  say 
no  more,  but  tell  me,  have  I  missed,  in  judging  you  an  Abolition- 
ist?" 

"Youhayve,"  I  remarked,  "audi  guess  you'd  better  go  home 
and  write  for  It.  You,  and  Ward  Bebciier,  and  Horace  Greblky 
are  all  pretty  good  Ledjer  writers,  but  if  you'd  only  devote  your- 
selves to  It,  and  stop   the   Independent,  the  Tribune,  and  the  Post, 
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"IT    SMELLS    OF    THE    SHOP." 

The  American  edition  of  Mrs.  Browning's 
"  Last  Poems'' is  introduced  to  the  be  night- 
ed  reader  by  Mr.  Theodore  Tilton  in  a  n  essay 
more  remarkable  for  length  than  depth.  In 
the  course  of  some  very  flaccid  verbal  criti- 
cism, he  drags  in  Mr.  Henry  Ward  Beecher 
and  Mr.  Wendell  Phillips,  to  sustain  him 
in  his  views  of  Mrs.  Browning's  genius. 
We  are  gravely  informed  that  Mr.  Beecher 
admires  a  certain  passage  in  "  Aurora  Leigh," 
(how  condescending  in  Hekry  !)  and  that  Mr. 
Wendell  Phillips  considers  her  letters 
"above  praise."  Mr.  Tilton  himself  says 
"  they  make  Cowper's  poor."  However  fine 
Mrs  Browning's  epistolary  efforts  may  be, 
we  fail  to  see  how  they  can  injure  the  merits 
of  Cowper's-  As  to  Mr.  Beecher  pronounc- 
ing an  opinion  on  Browning — that  is  simply 
ridiculous.  He  has  a  hard,  coarse  mind,  we 
are  speaking  of  him  as  a  writer,  with  a  cer- 
tain red  morocco  and  burnt-cork  sublimity 
pleasing  to  elderly  females  and  children.  To 
quote  him  in  c  onnection  with  poetry  like 
Mrs.  Browning's  is  to  place  a  Cincinnatian 
among  pearls.  T  he  use  of  Mr.  Phillips  was 
not  so  unfortunat  e,  for  he  is  really  a  gentle- 
man of  cultured  taste,  though  the  public  is 
not  often  fav  r  ed  with  a  specimen  of  it. 
Mr.  Tilton 's  opinion  (though  Mr.  Tilton 
resides  at  "No.  27  Oxford  street,  Brooklyn," 
as  he  informs  us  at  the  close  of  his  article,) 
is  neither  here  nor  there.  We  would  much 
rather  hear  what  the  "  Four-Cent-Man''  has 
to  say  on  the  subject,  or  George  Christy, 
or  the  perpetual  -'gentleman  recently  from 
Richmond,"  or  even  the  "  What-is-It?" 


LITTLE 

Distinguished  Foreigner. — ■ '  Ah,  ha  !  ze  dam  boys  insult  me  !    zay  ask  me  if  I  make 

ONE  OF  SHENERAL  FREMONT'S  AIDES-DE-CAMP  !" 


A  metre  used  by  a  good  many 
now-a-days . 


poets, 


The  Gas  Meter. 


why  the  War  would  be  shorter.  Now  then,  please  shut  the  door, 
and  shut  it  behind  you.  The  fewer  old  Eeformer-y  white  beards  I 
see  around  here,  the  better  I  shall  like  the  place." 

He  took  his  hat  pretty  quick,  and  didn't  stay  much  longer.     He 
hasn't  been  back  again.     I  am  comfortable 

The  Post  has  been  very  bitter  on  the   conduct  of  the  War, 
lately 

Bryant  used  to  write  pretty  good  sonnets,  before  he  grew  too  old. 
I  don't  want  to  hurt  him,  but  I  want  him  to  stop  saying  dirty 

things  about  McClellan 

_ A  large  and  highly-explosive  projectile  has   entered   my 

window,  and  now  lies  sizzling  away  on  the  carpet.  Judging  by 
appearances,  the  fuse  is  getting  short,  and  the  thing  will  burst 
soon.  Some  confusion  will  probably  result,  and  I  deem  it  safe  to 
be  absent.     Farewell. 

McArone. 


An  Ignis  Fatuus. 


Gen.  Mitchel  writes  from  Alabama  that  he  has  abandoned  the 
idea  of  ever  coming  nearer  to  the  enemy  than  loDg  cannon  range. 
He  says  :  "  This  is  the  third  State  through  which  I  have  hunted 
him  without  success." 

It  is  a  matter  of  surprise  that  an  astronomer  of  the  experience 
of  Gen.  Mitchel  should  be  so  long,  beguiled,  by  the  gaseous  ex- 
halations of  the  Southern  marshes.  He  should  know  that  not 
every  luminous  meteor  is  a  Shooting  Star,  nor  every  erratic  body 
with  a  train  a  Comet,  nor  every  one  that  makes  a  Revolution  a 
Planet.  Perhaps  the  test  of  a  glass  would  convince  him  that  the 
object  of  pursuit  was  not  a  heavenly  body.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that 
the  Will-o' the- Wisp  will  not  lead  him  into  the  bog. 


Bad  News  for  the  Negromancers. 
By  late  mails  from  the  West  Coast  of  Africa,  we  are  informed 
that  a  native  tribe  called  the  Bonny  men  had  got  the  worst  of  it  in 
a  battle  with  another  tribe.  This  will  be  depressing  intelligence 
for  Messrs.  Wendell  Phillips,  Greeley,  and  others  who  look  upon 
all  the  negroes  as  Bonny  men. 


OUR    BOOK    REVIEW. 

Ballads  of  the    War ;  by  George  Whitfield  Hewes.     New   York  ; 
Carleton,  130  Grand  Street. 

An  elegantly  dressed  little  volume,  the  material  part  of  which 
is  literally  the  crime  de  la  crane  of  cream  paper.  We  have  been 
unable  to  give  more  than  a  passing  glance  at  the  poetry,  and 
cannot,  therefore,  profess  to  render  a  candid  statement  with  regard 
to  its  merits.  One  of  the  poems,  entitled  "Ode  to  the  Wailing 
Dogs,"  appears  to  be  very  spirited,  but  we  confess  to  disappoint- 
ment upon  turning  to  it,  because,  from  its  title,  we  supposed  that 
it  must  have  been  a  phillipic  addressed  to  the  editors  of  certain 
New  York  daily  journals,  which  it  would  be  needless  to  particular- 
ize.    The  poem  is  inspired  by  Canine  Dogs,  however. 

Prison  Life  in  the  Tobacco  Warehouse  at  Richmond  :  By  Lieut.  W.  C. 

Harris.     Philadelphia  :  George  W.  Childs. 

These  tobacco  experiences  of  Lieut.  Harris,  who  fell  into  the 
hands  of  the  Confederates  at  Ball's  Bluff,  make  a  pretty  good 
strong  article  for  the  rebels  to  put  in  their  pipes  and  smoke.  In 
his  description  of  "Our  Jailers,"  he  introduces  us  to  several 
charming  samples  of  Secesh  "  officers  of  the  day,"  some  of  whom 
might  with  mere  zoological  propriety  be  classed  as  "  birds  of  the 
night,"  in  consideration  of  their  Foul  language  and  Owlish  pro- 
pensities. The  book  is  an  interesting  one,  and  although  manufac- 
tured out  of  tobacco  does  not  require  any  puffing. 

Beauties  of  De  Quincey.    Boston  :  Ticknor  &  Fields. 

A  selection  from  the  writings  of  the  celebrated  "  Opium  Eater," 
with  an  excellent  portrait  prefixed.  How  sadly,  on  looking  over 
this  elegant  volume,  arises  to  our  mind  the  reflection  that  the 
vulgar  tobacco  quid  possesses  not  the  spell  imparted  to  the  mind 
by  opium — otherwise  what  a  splendid  and  prolific  literature  would 
ours  be  ! 


Query. 

If  we  were  disposed  to  follow  the  barbarous  example  set  us  by 
the  rebels,  couldn't  we  make  some  very  neat  "dollar  jewelry"  out 
of  the  Knights  of  the  Golden  Circle  ? 


Published  by  Louis  H.  Swfben-s,  for  the  Proprietors,  at  116  Nassau  street,  N   T. 


TWO    NEW 


V  E  L  S 


By  the  Author  of   "  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin."     Published  this  day,  the 

PEARL  OF  ORR'S  ISLAND.     An    American  Story.     1  vol.  $1  25. 

AGNES  OP  SORRENTO.  An  Italian  Story.  1  vol.  $1  25.  By  Mrs.  Harriet  Beecher  Stowe,  Author  of  "Uncle1  Tom's 
Cabin,''  "  The  Minister's  Wooing,"  etc.  These  two  stories  by  the  popular  authoress  of  "  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin,"  are  now 
for  sale,  together  or  separately,  as  the  purchaser  may  wish.  They  are  uniform  in  size  and  stvle  of  binding.  S3nl, 
Postpaid  to  any  address  TICKNOR  &.  FIELDS,  Publishers,  135  Washington  Street,  Boston. 
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GOVERNOR  ANDREW,  OF  MASSACHUSETTS  : 

Is  HIS  GREAT  CHARACTER  OF  ZaMI'IU.AEROHUMANITARIAn  AND  PrESTIDIGITAMELIORATPR  OP  THE  BOSTON  RAO     F 


VANITY    ITA.IH. 


SOLAR 

iTIATCfflES. 

Contain  no  Sulphur.  Have  no  unpleas- 
ant Smell  when  burning.  Are  the  Safest  to 
use.  As  cheap  as  Sulpur  Matches.  War- 
ranted to  stand  Heat  or  Damp  better  than 
any  other.  Patented.  Sold  everywhere. 
SOLAR  MATCH  CO.. 
101  and  103  BEEKMAN  St.,  N.  Y. 


JOSEPH  GILLOT'S 
STEEL,  PEWS, 

OF   THE    OLD    STANDARD    QUALITY 

For  sale  by  all  Stationers  throughout  the 
United  States,  and  to  the  Trade  at  the  man- 
ufacturer's warehouse, 

91  JOHN  STREET.  NEW  YORK. 
Henry  Owen,  Agent. 

BOKER'S  BITTERS. 

THE  BEST  TO")IC  AND  MEDICINE  In  all 
cases    of    complaints    connected    with    the 
stomach  or  the  nervous  system— 
THE  MOST  PLEASANT  CORDIAL  OF  ITS 

KIND 
and  since  more  than  thirty  years  acknowl- 
edged to  be 

THE  BEST  STOMACH  BITTERS   EVER  IN- 
TRODUCED. 

For  sale  by  Grocers  and  Druggists  gener- 
ally, and  'with  a  liberal  discount  to  the  trade, 
by  the  Agent,  L.  FUNKE,  JR., 

66  Liberty  Street,  New  York. 


J.  H.  &  J,  N.    TAYEOR, 

DEALERS  IN 

WATCHES,     JEWELRY 


SILVERWARE, 

759  BROADWAY, 

Between  Eighth  and  Ninth  streets,  N.  Y. 

Particular  attention  paid  to   Watch    and 
Jewelry  Repairing. 

Watches  cleaned  and  warranled  byexpe- 
lenced  workmen    $1. 
JAMES  H.  TAYLOR. 

<  JAMES    K.   TAYLOR. 

{  Late  with  Tiffany  &  Co. 


GKEAT    MUSICAL   BOX 
DEPOT.     M.  J.   PAILLAKD, 

Importer,  21  Maiden  Lane,  N.  Y.  Has  for 
sale  the  most  extensive  assortment  in  the 
country,  at  prices  varying  at  Two  t,  a.Vo 
Hundred  and  Fifty  Dollars,  each  playing  I, 
2,  3   4,  0,  8,  10,  12,  16  and  24  airs. 


BEAUTIFUL  TOY  BOXES  FOR  CHILDREN. 
BOXES  TO  SUIT  ALL  AGE3  AND  TASTBB. 
.Call  and  examine  them  I 

Fine  Gold  and  Silver  Watches  Cheap  for 
Cash. 

MUSICAL  BOXES  REPAIRED. 


The  Horrors  of  War 
can  be  greatlv  mitigated  by  that 
sovereign  remedy,  HOLLOWAY'S  OINT- 
MENT, as  it  will  cure  any  wound  however 
desperate,  if  it  be  well  rubbed  around  the 
wounded  parts,  and  they  be  kept  thoroughly 
covered  with  it.  A  Pot  should  be  in  every 
mau's  knapsack.     Only  25  cents  per  Pot. 


American    §seel 
Pens. 


$1,00  WILL  PAY  FOR  A 

gross  of  the  BEST   PENS   EVER  MADE, 
and  pay  the  Postage  to  your  Address. 
J.  P.  SNOW, 

335  Broadway,  Now  York. 


Advertising  Rates  ot  Vanity  Fair. 
Title  Page,  50  cents  per  line,  occupying  1-3 

the  space  across  the  page. 
Title  Page,  $1.50  per  line,  across  the  page 
Second  Paice,  25  cents,  wide  column. 
"        "      10  cents,  narrow  column. 


DELMONIOO'S 

CORNER    OF     5th   AVENUE   AND    14th   STREET, 

WILL  BE  OPENED 

Wednesday,  April  9th,  1882. 


IMPROVED 

Gutta      Percha 

CEMENT 

ROOFING 

It  is  water-proof, 
and 

Costs  only   about 

one  -  third    as 

much    as 

Tin, 

AND     IS      TWICE 
AS  DURABLE. 


ROOFING  in  ma. 
Kire  and  Watkt. 
Peoof.  Applied 
to  New  and  Old 
Rool'a  of  all  kinds, 


Send  for  a  Circular 


JOHNS  &  CROSLEY, 

SOLE   MANUFACTURERS. 

78  WILLIAM  ST., 

(COB.   LIBERTY  ST.), 

NEW    TOBK. 


GUTTAPERCHA 

CEMENT, 

FOR      preserving 

ew    and    repairing 

"LEAKY     METAL 

ROOFS     of    every 

description ;     Will 

NOT  CRACK  IN  COLD 
OR  RUN  IN  WARM 
WEATHER. 

Agents  Wanted. 

2  emu  Cash  ! 


TOHIVS    &    CROSUEY'S  AMEKICAM    CEMENT  GLUE,  FOE 
J    CEMENTING  WOOD,    LEATHER,  GLASS,    IVORY,    CHINA,    MARBLE, 

PORCELAIN,  ALABASTER,  BONE,  CORAL,  &c,  tut.,  the  only  article  of  the  kind  ever  produced 
which  will  withstand  water.     Liberal  terms  to  Wholesale  Jjalers. 

PRICE   TWENTY -FIVE   CENTS. 

JOHNS  &  CROSLEY,  Sole  Manufacturers, 

Wholesale  Warehouse,  87  William  st.,  cor.  Liberty. 


Volume  XVII-1863- 

Established  by  A.  J.  Downing  in  1846. 

THE       HORTICULTURIST, 

And  Journal  of  Rural  Art  and  Rural  Taste. 

PETER  B.  MEAD 
and 
GEORGE  E.    WOODWARD, 
Editors  and  Proprietors,  New  York.     A    Monthly    Magazine    devoted  to  the  Orchard,  Vineyardi 
Garden  and  Nursery;  to  Culture  under  Glass;   Landscape  Gardening,  Rural  Architecture,  and  the 
improvement  and  embellishment  of  City,  Suburb  an, and  Country  homes. 
The  new  Fruits  and  Flowers,  and  all  improvements  in  rural  art,  will  be  liberally  illustrated. 

TERMS. 

Annual  Subscription,  Two  Dollars;  Four  Copies,  Six  Dollars.  Bound  Volumes  for  1860  and 
1861,  and  Subscription  1862,  Five  dollars.  Clubs  of  Six,  Nine  dollars  annually  in  advance,  and 
to  the  one  who  gets  it  up,  a  seventh  copy  will  be  sent  gratis,  as  many  years  as  the  club  is  maintain- 
ed.    Specimen  numbers  will  be  sent  free.  Address, 


MEAD  &  WOODWARD, 


37  Park  Row,  New  York  City. 


Editors    throughout    the    Country 

Who  have  received  this  paper  for  ONE  YEAR,  will  please  insert  the  following— NOTICE  AND 
TERMS— THREE  TIMES  in  their  advertising  columns,  and  send  marked  copies  of  the  papers  con- 
taining the  same  to  this  office.  The  paper  will  not  be  sent  to  such  as  do  not  comply  with  our  terms, 
as  our  exchange  list  is  an  unusuahy  large  one. 


WE    OFFER    AS   A    PREMIUM    TO 

EVERY   THREE  HOLLAR  SUBSCRIBER   TO   VANITY   FAIR, 

A   COPY  OF 

ARTEMUS    "W-AJRI>    HIS    BOOK, 

To  be  shortly  issued  by  CARLETON  Publisher,  of  this  city.     Price,  $1  00. 

We  will  send  any  other  ONE  DOLLAR  Publication  which  may  be  preferred. 
We  do  not  prepay  the  paper  to  Premium  Subscribers,  but  the 

BOOK   WILL   BE   SENT   POSTAGE  FREE. 

TEKMS     OF    SUBSCRIPTION. 
TO     VANITY    FAIR. 

One  Copy  one  year Postage  unpaid $2  50 

"  "        and  "  Artemus  Ward  Letters, "        unpaid 3  00 

"  "         "  paid 3  00 

Two  Copies  one  year  (to  one  address) "  paid 5  00 

Five  Copies  one  year  (to  one  address) "        unpaid 10  00 

One  Copy  one  year  and  Worcester's  Ills  d  Q'rto  Dictionary      "        unpaid 6  00 

Three  Copies  one  year  and  Worcester's  Ills'd  Quarto  Dictionary, 9  00 

BOUND    VOLUMES. 

Single  Volume Postage  paid $2  00 

Three  Volumes  and  copy  of  paper  one  year,  books  prepaid  only 7  00 

Four  Volumes  and  Copy  of  Paper,  one  year,  books  prepaid  only, 8  00 

Three  Volumes        "  "  "  (to  California)  books  prepaid  only 8  00 

Four  Volumes         "  "  "  "  "  "  900 

Remittances  must  be  made  in  Gold,  New  York  or  Eastern  Currency,  or  other  Currency  at  New 
York  par.     Seal  all  letters  securely,  and  address  plainly  to 

LOUIS  H.  STEPHENS,  Publisher  for  Proprietors, 

No   110  Nassau  street,  N.  Y, 


WORKING;  FARMER  AND 
U.  S.  JOURNAL. 

The  Proprietors,  desirous  of  increasing  the 
Circulation  and  influence  of  their  Paper, 
now  commencing  its  Fourteenth  Volume, 
offer  the  following 

VERY  LIBERAL  INDUCEMENTS. 
By  remitting  Owe  Dollar  you  will  receive 
the  "Working  Farmer  and   U.   S.  Jour- 
nal," for  one  year,  and  in  addition  either  of 
the  Elegant  Steel  Plate  Engravings, 

•'  MERRY    MAKING   IN   THE 
UL.DEM    TIME," 

a  spirited  English  Engraving  of  the  highest 
artistic  merit,  sheet  24  x  30  inches,  or  the 
beautiful  Engraving 

"  SPARKING," 

from  the  celebrated  picture  of  F.  W.  Ed- 
monds, N.  A.  Each  Subscriber  must  remit 
nine  cents  in  postage  stampe,  for  postage  on 
Engraving,  which  will  be  sent  by  mail  in  a 
pasteboard  case. 

Any  one  sending-  us  a  club  ot 

Three  Subscribers,  and  enclosing  three 
dollars,  and  twenty-seven  cents  in  stamps 
for  postage  on  Engravings,  will  receive 
three  Engravings  for  the  Subscribers,  and  a 
Silver  Pencil  Case  and  Gold  Pen. 

A    PREMIUM    FOR    TEN   SUB- 
SCRIBERS, 

with  an  engraving  to  each, 

A    HANDSOME  MAHOGANY    STEREO- 
SCOPE 

with  twelve  beautiful  Stereoscopic  Views, 
which  with  the  Engraving  will  be  sent  by 
express 

Further  Indue  euients, 

Those  who  prefer  other  papers  to  the  pre- 
miums we  have  offered,  may  avail  them- 
selves of  the  following,  viz  : 

We  will  furnish  any  of  the  TWO  DOL- 
LAR WEEKLIES,  ,and  the  WORKING 
FAKMER  and  U.  S.  JOURNAL  for  the 
price  of  the  weekly  alone. 

We  will  furnish  any  of  the  MONTHLY 
MAGAZINES,  for  which  S3  or  more  is 
charged,  with  the  WORKING  FARMER 
and  U.  S.  JOURNAL,  for  less  than  the 
price  of  the  Magazine  alone. 

$2.00  will  pay  for  one  year's  subscription 
to  the  WORKING  FARMER  and  U.  S. 
JOURNAL,  and  either  of  the  following 
TWO   DOLLAR  Publications  : 

THE    METHODIST,  one  of 

the  best  Religious  Papers  in  the  country. 
The  N.  Y.  WEEKLY  TIMES, 
The  N.  Y.  WfJEKLY.TRIBUNE, 
The  HOME  JOURNAL. 
PHILA.  SATURDAY  EV'G  POST, 
ARTHUR'S  HOME  MAGAZINE, 
N.  Y  WKEKLY  WORLD, 
NEW  YORK  LEDGER, 
NEW  YORK  MERCURY, 
PETERSON'S  LADIES  NATIONAL 

MAGAZINE, 
CHRISTIAN  INTELLIGENCER, 
FORNEY'S  WAR  PRESS, 
N.  Y.  ARGUS. 

$2.50  will  pay  for  one  year's  subscription 
to  the  WORKING  FAKMER  and  U.  S. 
JOURNAL  and  either  of  the  following 
THREE  DOLLAR  Publications  : 

HARPER'S  MAGAZINE. 
KNICKERBOCKER  MAGAZINE. 

S2.50  for  lor  HARPER'S  WEEKLY  and 
the  WORKING  FARMER  and  U.  S.  JOUR- 
NAL for  one  year. 

$2.75  will  pay  for  one  year's  subscrip- 
tion to  the  WORKING  FAKMER  and  U.  S. 
JOURNAL  and 

The  ATLANTIC  MONTHLY,  or 
GODEY'S  LADY'S  BOOK. 

It  is  well  known  that  all  Magazines  and 
Weekly  Papers  are  obtained  at  very  low 
rates  by  News  Dealers  and  those  taking 
large  quantities,  which  accounts  for  our 
ability  to  furnish  them  on  the  terms  named 
named  above, 

DOWN  WITH  THE  DUST ! 

BROWN'S  NEW  METALIC 
WEATHER  STRIP,  Patented  February 
18th,  1862,  effectually  excludes  heat  and  dust 
from  shrunken  doors  and  windows  of  every 
description. 

Send  orders  to  Metalic  Weather  Strip  Co., 
212  Broadway,  N.  Y. 


STEAM    JOB   PRINT- 
ING ESTABLISHMENT, 
11  BEEKMAN  STREET. 

CHAPIN   &  McKAY, 
'VANITY    FAIR"    PRINTERS, 

Newspaper,  Book,  Job  and  Card  Printing 
neatly  executed,  on  the  most  reasonable 
terms,  and  with  dispatch. 


MAY  10,  1862.] 


VANITY   FAIR. 


LOVELL    THE   CONFIDENT,  AND   DUNCAN  THE  CHEER- 
FUL. 


On  the  23d  of  April  Major  General 
Lovell,  in  command  at  New  Orleans,  tele- 
graphed Brigadier  General  Duncan  in 
command  at  Fort  Jackson,  to  the  effect 
that  he  was  a  trump,  that  the  citizens 
of  New  Orleans  placed  "firm  reliance" 
on  him  and  his  fellow  trumps,  and  that 
they  would  be  "  recorded  in  history  as 
splendid  examples,"  and  all  the  rest  of  it. 
Duncan  replied  by  return  of  flash  that  he 
and  his  were  in  a  cheerful  mental  condition, 
(to  which  the  falling  of  1000  thirteen-inch 
shells  in  the  fort,  had  no  doubt  materially 
contributed,)  and  that  the  enemy  "must 
soon  exhaust  themselves."  Prom  the  tone 
of  the  correspondence,  a  person  unacquain- 
ted with  the  hyperbolic  tendency  of  the 
Southern  mind,  would  suppose  that  the  two  Generals  were  wrapt 
up  in  measureless  contents,  and  that  the  miserable  Porter  and  the 
imbecile  Farragut  were  in  a  state  of  asphyxia.  Yet  on  the  very 
next  day,  according  to  the  Richmond  Dispatch,  the  gay  and  gallant 
Lovell  "  withdrew  his  forces,  having  first  burnt  such  stores  as  could 
not  be  removed,  all  the  cotton  in  the  city  and  the  shipping."  In  other 
words  the  cheerful  traitor,  being  in  too  jolly  a  humor  to  fight, 
committed  arson  and  ran  away  by  the  light  of  it.  As  to  Fort 
Jackson,  immediately  after  the  approaching  exhaustion  of  the 
"enemy"  had  been  announced,  it  tumbled  to  pieces.  The  vamos 
of  General  Lovell  appears  to  have  been  not  unlike  that  of  another 
Flower  of  Chivalry  of  the  same  name,  as  recorded  in  a  heroic  song 
as  follows.  Substitute  a  belle  of  New  Orleans  for  the  Ladye 
Nancy  Bell  of  the  ballad,  and  the  parallel  is  beautiful  : 
"  Oh  !  where  are  you  going  Lord  Lovell?"  she  said, 

"  Oh  !  where  are  you  going?"   said  she, 
"  I'm  going,  Ladye  Nancy  Beil, 
Strange  countries  for  to  see-see-see, 
Strange  countries  for  to  see-" 
"  When  will  you  be  back  Lord  Lovell?"  she  said, 

"  When  will  you  be  back  ?"  said  she, 
"  In  a  year  or  two,  or  three  at  the  most, 
I'll  return  to  my  fair  Nancy-cy-cy, 
I'll  return  to  my  fair  Nancy." 

The  Modern  Lovell,  as  did  his  prototype,  has  left  for  parts  un- 
known—probably for  Tennessee-see-see;  but  it  is  hardly  likely 
that  he  will  come  back  in  "  a  year  or  two  or  three" -three-three, 
unless  he  be  brought  back  as  a  prisoner  of  war. 


Letcher  on  the    Rampage. 

During  a  recent  fit  of  liquor  lunacy  the  Delirious  Drunkard  of 
Dixie  diabolically  dictated  the  following  proclamation. 

"  The  loyal  citizen*  of  tho  West  and  Northwest,  in  counties  not  herein 
named,  are  earnestly  invoked  to  form  guerilla  companies,  and  strike,  when 
least  expected,  once  more  for  the  State  that  gave  them  birth.  With  stern 
resolve  and  manly  courage  uphold  the  flag  and  the  untarnished  fame  of  the  Old 
Dominion. 

Scorn  the  misrule  of  traitors,  who,  with  usurped  authority,  are  desecrating 
our  soil  with  a  pollution  worse  than  that  of  the  direst  enemy,  and  execute  ven- 
geance upon  the  foe  who  acknowledges  and  sustains  their  treason." 

Nature  originally  intended  to  write  down  Letcher  an  assassin, 
but  for  some  reason  best  known  to  herself  left  off  at  the  double 
ass.  Hence  with  all  the  vicious  instinct  of  a  beast  of  prey,  he  is 
simply  asinine.     He  drinks  and  brays. 


A    CATECHISM    FOR    YOUNG    JOURNALISTS. 

With  Suitable  Answers  Appended. 

Q. — How  would  you  fit  yourself  to  write  editorial  matter  for  the 
Herald  ? 

A. — I  would  buy  a  plantation  and  niggers  down  South,  and  then 
try  to  keep  both  parties  from  confiscating  them . 

Q. — How  would  you  fit  yourself  for  the  Tribune  ? 

A. — I  would  turn  myself  into  a  nigger  and  go  crazy. 

Q. — How  for  the  Times  ? 

A. — Buy  a  share  in  the  Stevens  Battery. 

Q.— How  for  the  World? 

A. — I  wouldn't  write  for  the  World  ! 

Q. — How  for  the  Evening  Post  ? 

A. — Get  a  place  on  the  Ledger,  and  practice  my  hand  at  doing 
dirty  paragraphs  about  General  McClellan  . 

Q. — What,  in  your  opinion,  is  the  best  qualification  for  a  writer 
on  military  science  ? 

A. — Total  ignorance  of  the  subject,  and  a  good  memory  for 
technical  terms. 

Q. — What  are  the  requirements  of  a  critic  on  military  move- 
ments ? 

A. — Extensive  experience  in  running  away  from  European  bat- 
tle-fields ;  a  personal  or  partisan  spite  against  General  McClellan  ; 
total  disbelief  in  everything  but  oneself,  and  twenty-four  glasses 
of  bad  whiskey  per  diem. 

Q. — What  is  the  first  requisite  for  a  War-Correspondent  ? 

A. — A  fine  imagination,  and  entire  absence  of  principle. 

Q. — Which,  in  your  opinion,  are  the  most  truthful,  the  reports 
of  Bebel  or  Union  papers,  concerning  various  battles  ? 

A. — What  is  the  difference  between  tweedle-dum  and  tweedle- 
dee? 

Q. — If  you  desired  to  ruin  a  General's  reputation,  what  would 
you  do  ? 

A.— Get  up  eight  or  ten  columns  of  "defense"  for  him  in  the 
Tribune  and  Post. 

Q. — If  you  wanted  to  assist  him  all  you  could,  what  would  you 
do? 

A. — Let  him  alone. 

Q. — If  you  were  connected  with  an  Abolition  paper,  how  would 
you  serve  its  aim  ? 

A. — By  doing  ail  I  could  for  Disunion. 

Q. — In  what  way  ? 

A. — Covertly  :  first,  by  retarding  Congress,  which  I  should  do 
by  sending  petitions  to  imbecile  Senators  for  the  emancipation  of 
slaves  :  second,  by  assaulting  the  Commander-in-Chief  and  egging 
on  Investigations  to  fritter  away  his  time  :  third,  by  working 
against  any  possible  Reconstruction  of  the  Union  or  harmonious 
relation  whatever  between  North  and  South  ;  which  could  be  done 
by  advocating  negro  insurrections,  hanging  of  prisoners,  confisca- 
tion of  property  and  annihilation  of  States. 

Q.- — Are  you  aware  that  you  are  describing  the  course  of  two 
daily  papers  ;  the  Post  and  Tribune  ? 

A. — Yes  siree  ;  that's  where  I  got  the  idea  ! 

Q. — What  is  your  opinion  of  B°nn!;5t  ? 

A. — I  think  he  is  a  knave  ! 

Q. — What  is  your  opinion  of  Gr0C;l*t  ? 

A. — I  think  he  is  a  fool ! 

Q. — And  what  of  Rsym'snd  ? 

A. — I  think  he  is  a  mixture  of  both  ! 


A  Wax  End. 

Effigies  of  Messrs.  Mason  and  Slidell,  modelled  in  wax,  were 
added  to  the  renowned  collection  of  Madame  Tussaud,  in  London, 
a  short  time  since.  Connected  with  this,  we  have  received,  by 
private  letter,  an  amusing  anecdote,  which  our  correspondent,  who 
is  a  person  incapable  of  exaggeration,  vouches  for  as  strictly  true. 
The  day  after  the  arrival  of  the  waxen  Confederate  Commissioners 
at  the  gallery,  two  other  effigies  in  the  same  material,  represent- 
ing President  Lincoln  and  General  McClellan,  were  placed  in  a 
case  directly  opposite,  when,  to  the  dismay  of  the  spectators,  the 
Confederates  began  to  run,  and  did  not  stop  running  until  total 
dissolution  was  accomplished,  leaving  nothing  of  them  but  a  great 
dollop  of  wax  upon  the  floor.  This  circumstance  is  said  to  have 
created  a  profound  sensation  in  England,  where  it  is  accepted  as  an 
omen  of  the  speedy  dissolution  of  the  dissolute  Confederacy. 


A  Domestic   Conundrum. 


Q.— What  is  the  difference  between  a  little  girl  assiduously  em- 
ployed with  a  book,  and  an  elderly  lady  absorbed  in  the  process  of 
knitting  hose  ? 

A. — The  one  is  stocking  her  mind,  and  the  other  is  minding  her 
stocking. 
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Turn-About  is  Fair  Play. 

Colp.bidge,  after  premising  that  "  the 
river  Rhine"  "doth  wash  the  city  of  Colo- 
gne," asks  with  fervor,  what  power  shall 
wash  the  unfortunate  river.  So,  the  people 
with  equal  fervor,  after  reading,  day  by  day, 
this  opening  line  of  the  Senate  reports  : 

"  Senator  Sumner  presented  petitions  for 
the  Abolition  of  Slavery,'' 
begin  to  ask  "  Ah,  who  will  present  petitions 
for  the  Abolition  of  Senator  Sumner  !" 


With  a  Hook. 

"  The  fishing  season  has  commenced,  I 
see,"  said  the  Poet  ;  "  the  Herald  says  that 
the  enemy  has  thrown  out  his  Lines  along 
Warwick  Creek." 

"  What  has  he  caught  ?"  asked  the  Spirit- 
ualist. 

"  Caught  ?  why,  a  Tartar  !"  growled  X. 


A    WARNING     TO    EDITORS. 

Rejected  Contributor,  {perhaps.) — "Stop  sending  me  tour  infernal  paper,  sie, 
or  else — !" 


Thicker  than  Water. 

A  newspaper  correspondent  with  our  forces 
before  Yorktown  says  that  he  saw  Rebel  sol- 
diers and  negroes  "  preparing-  a  great  shed" 
inside  one  of  their  works.  We  have  reason 
to  believe  that  a  Blood-sbed  was  alluded  to. 


Bad  for  the  Prussians. 

The  papers  state  that  the  great  Military 
Commission  in  Prussia  will  be  "controlled 
by  a  General  Wrangel." 

How  very  like  our  Congress  ! 


By  an  Adopted  Citizen. 
"  We  are  gradually  extending  our  Lines 
into  the  enemy's  country :  when  he  tries  to 
drive  us  back,   don't  you  see  ?  he'll  find  it 
uncommonly  Hard  Lines." 


A    POOR    LOOK-OUT. 

There  is  a  fine,  fusty,  fossil,  fogyish  fragrance  in  the  following 
bit  of  "  personal"  fresh  from  London. 

"Mr.  Henry  Budd  of  London,  whose  will  has  just  been  proved  under 
£200,000  ($1,000,000),  is  said  to  have  left  the  whole  to  his  two  sons,  on  pain  of 
forfeiture  if  they  wear  a  mrmstaehe  ! — the  property  in  that  case  to  be  applied 
to  the  erection  of  a  dwelling  for  the  homeless  poor  of  London." 

In  the  misty  background  of  the  above  is  to  be  discerned  some 
lucrative  employment  for  the  lawyers  of  Cockaigne.  For  instance, 
there  will  be  grounds  for  a  legal  definition  as  to  what  constitutes  a 
moustache,  a  question  which  it  may  take  the  life  time  of  the  Budd 
brothers  to  settle,  in  view  of  the  subtle  manner  in  which  lawyers 
are  given  to  splitting  hairs.  Then,  unless  the  prayers  of  the 
"  homeless  poor  of  London"  are  no  better  than  quack  unguents, 
the  Budds  will  find  it  no  easy  matter  to  avoid  sprouting.  Suppose, 
for  example,  that  there  are  one  hundred  thousand  paupers  in  Lon- 
don, to  whom  the  circumstance  of  hairs  upon  the  upper  lips  of 
two  men  named  Budd  is  one  of  material  consequence,  and  is  it  not 
morally  certain  that  the  magnetism  involved  in  this  must  eventu- 
ally cause  the  Budds  to  blow  moustaches  in  spite  of  their  teeth  ? 
What  a  melancholy  time  these  unfortunate  Budds  have  in  pros- 
pect! Let  them  travel  where  they  will,  and  ever  behind  them 
goes  the  shadow  of  the  "  London  poor,"  dogging  their  weary 
footsteps  in  the  hope  of  establishing  a  moustache  against  them. 
Thus  it  will  always  be  a  "poor  look  out"  for  the  Budds,  whose 
immediate  pregenitor,  being  a  cockney,  probably  only  meant  to 
convey  by  will  his  desire  that  they  should  not  take  hairs  upon 
themselves. 


Begins  to  see  Something. 

According  to  one  of  the  dailies  the  revolution  in  naval  warfare, 
even  in  this  country — "  is  only  a  question  of  time.  Iron  clads  we 
must  have." 

This  is  reassuring;.  From  the  experience  lately  given  us  of 
Public  Functionary  Number  Two — meaning  Gideon — we  had  about 
concluded  that  the  question  was  likely  to  be  one  of  Eternity  rather 
than  Time. 


MARS  IN  WALL  STREET. 
One  might  conjecture,  from  the  way 
Mars  changes  at  "  high  change''  each  day, 

The  current  rates  of  stocks. 
T  hat  he,  the  God  of  heavy  blows, 
"Was — and  perhaps  he  is,  who  knows  ? 

The  God  of  weather  cocks. 
His  mailed  hand  the  lightning  guides 
That  sways  of  Brokerdom  the  tides, 

And  as  the  flashes  dart  ; 
How  oft  the  second  serves  to  burst 
The  bubbles  conjured  by  the  first 

Knows  many  an  aching  heart. 

Of  bullion  the  bullying  God 
Affects  the  value  with  a  nod, 

What  air-built  castles  fall 
When  Jeff  &  Co.  a  battle  win  ! 
But  when  their  shattered  forts  cave  in, 

Then  comes  a  rise  in  Wall. 

At  present  everything  is  right, 

The  funds  are  steady,  "  cash  not  tight," 

Our  dolorous  days  are  past ; 
And  favored  by  propitious  Mars 
Our  stocks,  despite  domestic  jars, 

Will  come  to  Par  at  last. 

In  consequence  of  Treason's  throes 
"  Sixes"  were  up  at  last  week's  close, 

And  when  our  banner  flies 
O'er  Yorktown's  ravelins  and  moats, 
There'll  be  no  discount  on  our  notes 

Of  triumph,  as  they  rise. 

Up  go  the  National  per  cents, 

As  down  go  traitorous  malcontents 

Before  the  battle's  brunt ; 
And  as  the  rebel  hordes  we  ply, 
Oar  own  hoards  benefit  thereby, 

And  sharp  steel  saves  the  "  blunt.'' 


MAY  10,  1862.] 


^^lIsTITY   F^lIH. 


225 


DREADFUL    DRAMATIC    DRIVEL. 

Me.  James 
Sheridan 
Knowles  has, 
in  our  day, 
been  esteemed 
a  tolerable 
dramatic 
writer.  A 
great  many 
people  have 
had  a  foolish 
habit  of  going 
to  see  his 
plays.  Mac- 
ready  made 
h  i  s  fame  in 
them.  So  did 
Fanny  Kem- 
b  l  e  make 
hers.  And 
Mrs.  Shaw. 
Chahles  Kem- 
ble  did  not 
disdain  Sheri- 
dan Knowles. 
Nor  Tom  Ham- 
b  lin  .  Nor 
Booth.      Nor 

Edwin  Fobrest.  They  used  to  pay  good  prices  for  poor  Knowles's 
plays  at  Covent  Garden  and  Drury  Lane — establishments  supposed 
to  know  good  plays  from  bad,  at  least  as  well  as  the  World  news- 
paper, the  self-constituted  organ  of  pulpits  and  prayer  meetings. 
But  the  Rev.  Mr.  Knowles  having  become  a  Baptist  minister,  the 
sage  dramatic  critic  of  the  World  has  discovered  that  he  is  "dull, 
stiff,  pompous  and  absurd,  in  synthetically  graduated  proportions." 
His  "pathos  is  maudlin."  That  is  why  Miss  Fanny  Kemble  liked 
to  play  Julia.  His  "  humor  is  heavy."  That  is  why  Miss  Ellen 
Tree  liked  to  play  Constance.  When  he  is  serious  he  is  "  dull  and 
absurd."  That  is  why  his  Master  Walter,  William  Tell,  Virginius, 
and  Julian  St.  Pierre,  have  kept  the  stage  for  thirty  or  forty  years. 
Now,  we  don't  say  that  Mr.  Knowles  is  equal  to  the  DiVike 
Billy,  whose  works  we  humbly  appreciate,  although  it  has  never 
been  our  misfortune  to  edit  an  edition  of  them,  for  which  the  pub- 
lic should  feel  much  indebted  to  us.  We  don't  say  either,  that 
Mr.  Knowles  is  superior  to  Beaumont,  Fletcher,  Marston,  Web- 
ster, and  other  old  English  Dramatists  whom  it  is  the  fashion  to 
talk  about  a  great  deal  and  read  very  little.  But  we  do  say,  that 
as  a  dramatic  author  he  is  superior  to  Henry  Ward  Beeciier,  al- 
though he  may  have  been,  when  on  the  stage,  inferior  to  the 
Brooklyn  gentleman  as  an  actor.  The  World  critic  is  very  sweet 
upon  Dionysitjs  Lardner  Boucicault,  whose  hashes  are  pronounced 
"capital."  Well:  we  can  aver  this  of  poor  Knowles's  plays! 
Be  they  good,  bad,  indifferent,  out  of  fashion  or  in — at  least,  he 
didn't  steal  them  !  Not  even  in  "  synthetically  graduated  propor- 
tions !" 


THE  SAVAGES  OF  SECESSIA. 
"  Inhumanity  to  the  living  has  been  the  leading  trait  of  the  rebel  leaders, 
but  it  was  reserved  for  your  committee  to  disclose  as  a  concerted  system  their 
insidts  to  the  wounded  and  their  mutilation  and  desecration  of  tho  gallant  dead." 
"  The  outrages  upon  the  dead  will  revive  the  recollections  of  the  cruelties  to 
which  savage  tribes  subject  their  prisoners.  They  were  buried  in  many  cases 
naked,  with  their  faces  downward.  They  were  left  to  decay  in  the  open  air, 
their  bones  being  carried  off  as  trophies  sometimes,  as  the  testimony  proves,  to  be 
used  as  personal  adornments,  and  one  witness  deliberately  avers  that  the  head  of 
one  of  our  most  gallant  effwers  was  cut  off  by  a  secessionist  to  be  turned  into  a  drink- 
ing cup  on  the  occasion  nf  his  marriage."  (Report  of  Committer  on  the  Conduct  of 
the  War.) 

Is  this  America  or  Ashantee? 

Why  send  we  missions  forth  to  pagan  lands 
Where  swarthy  tribes  to  Moloch  bend  the  knee? 

While  men  called  Christians,  here,  with  bloody  hands, 
String  their  slain  brothers  bones  in  horrid  strands, 

Copying  Dahomey's  tiger  king  and  priests  ; 
And  youthful  pairs,  just  clasped  in  wedlock's  bands, 

Drink  tender  love-toasts  at  their  marriage  feasts 
From  skulls  to  goblets  turned— abominable  beasts  ! 


A  Suggestion. 
Would  not  one  of  the  "  Rumford  Medals"  be  a  neat  and  appro- 
priate presentation  to  the  editor  of  that  journal    which  takes  part 
most  earnestly  with  the  rum-sellers  in  the  great  Liquor  Case  ? 


SUPREME    FELICITY. 

The  Gentleman  in  Black  who  dispenses  the  juleps  of  judgment, 
the  Tom-and-Jerry  of  legal  technicalities,  the  bitters  of  Blackstone, 
and  the  cock-tails  of  Coke,  from  the  bar,  or  bench,  in  the  Supreme 
Court,  has  been  "taken  something,"  lately.  That  is,  he  took 
umbrage.  His  name  is  Barnard,  and  he  took  the  stuff  mentioned 
became  a  daily  journalist  hinted  that  he,  Judge  Barnard,  was  not 
altogether  indisposed  to  look  with  a  favoring  eye  upon  the  Vestal 
Fanes  vulgarly  called  Concert  Saloons,  and  the  cherubim  in  low- 
necked  dresses  that  therein  do  flit— or  did  flit,  rather,  for  has  not 
the  State  Legislature  made  another  kind  of  flitters  of  them,  for 
the  present,  if  not  for  all  time?  Now,  we  by  no  means  accept  it 
as  a  probability  that  the  J.  B.  in  question  is  in  the  least  addicted 
to  the  lagerian  delights  and  the  light  fantastic  towage  by  which 
men  are  drawn  into  the  whirling  vortex  of  these  Shades  of  Bliss. 
The  bench  of  the  Supreme  Court  is  apparently  above  the  basement 
of  the  Vestal  Fane.  The  J.  B.  who  sits  upon  it,  if  "  sly,  may 
nevertheless  be  virtuous.  Perhaps  he  is ;  and,  accepting  that 
cheerful  view  of  the  subject,  it  might  have  been  premature  of  the 
daily  journalist  to  hint  that  J.  B.  had  made  up  his  mind  to  give 
judgment  in  favor  of  the  Vestal  Fanes,  anyhow,  and  on  the  prin- 
ciple of  "  who  cares?"  This  would  have  been  flagitious  even  had 
J.  B.  openly  avowed  his  admiration  of  the  Beautiful  Attendant 
Sylphs  of  the  Vestal  Fanes,  who  may  well  be. described  in  his  own 
muscular  words  as  "belonging  to  a  class  of  persons  who  very 
properly  belong  to  an  establishment  which  keeps  such  persons." 
We  make  every  allowance  both  for  J.  B.'s  inefficient  grammar, 
and  for  the  lacerated  state  in  which  his  mind  apparently  was  after 
his  perusal  of  the  remarks  passed  upon  him  by  the  daily  journal- 
ist. But  we  must  object  to  one  little  flower  of  rhetoric  flaunted 
by  him  in  his  reply  to  those  remarks.  We  must  enter  our  protest 
against  the  metaphor  drawn  by  him  from  Kerrigan's  Hall.  What 
we  allud%to  is  his  remark  that  the  Supreme  Court  had  become  a 
resort  for  "  vermin  ;"  by  which  elegant  term  he  characterised  the 
members  of  the  Press  in  the  habit  of  frequenting  that  Court,  in 
the  discharge  of  their  professional  duties.  Lawyers,  indeed,  in 
view  of  the  delays  that  often  take  place  in  obtaining  judgment, 
may  well  be  called  Tarriers,  but  it  was  scarcely  polite  of  J.  B.  to 
rush  to  the  rat  pit  for  a  comparison,  and  class  gentlemen  every  bit 
as  good  as  him  and  more  too  as  "  vermin."  Perhaps  J.  B.,  in  his 
beautiful  frame  of  mind  when  he  thus  spoke,  swooped  lower  still 
than  the  rat  pit,  and  contracted  with  Crown's  Corner  to  supply  his 
memory  with  images  for  the  occasion.  We  feel  very  creepy  ever 
since  J:  B.  made  his  famous  "vermin"  speech.  Our  furniture  has 
a  mobile  and  entomological  shiver  to  our  distempered  eye,  and  our 
usual  nightmare  for  the  past  week  treats  us  to  a  vision  of  Judge 
Barnard  in  the  form  of  a  bull-pup,  rushing  rats  frantically  around 
the  fragrant  precincts  of  Kerrigan's  Pit. 


Not  Dished. 

V.  F.  learns  with  pleasure,  from  the  London  Times,  that  "the 
Great  Eastern  has  been  got  off  the  Gridiron  at  Milford,  in  safety." 
As  all  who  have  had  anything  to  do  with  her  heretofore  have 
burned  their  fingers,  it  is  satisfactory  to  know  that  nobody  has 
been  damaged  by  this  last  operation.  The  directors  had  so  many 
broils  among  themselves,  have  been  hauled  over  the  coals  so  often 
by  the  press,  that  it  is  presumed  they  are  thoroughly  seared. 
Some  of  the  parties  who  have  a  stake  in  the  leviathan  and  consider 
it  rather  a  tough  investment,  are  anxious  to  receive  tenders  for 
their  interest,  being  of  opinion  that  anything  they  can  get  is  so 
much  saved  out  of  the  fire.  If  the  result  of  being  gridironed  is 
the  same  with  ships  as  it  is  with  cities,  it  is  quite  certain  that  the 
Great  Eastern  is  well  out  of  a  bad  •  crape.  That  distinguished 
cuisinier  George  Law,  endeavored  not  long  ago  to  Gridiron  New 
York  and  came  very  near  cooking  our  goose  for  us,  but  fortunately 
the  central  bar  of  the  concern  broke  down,  and  we  escaped  the 
fate  of  St.  Lawrence. 


By  a  Captious  Person. 

"We  have  all  read  Mr.  Dickens's  clever  "  Tale  of  Two  Cities," 
and  some  of  us,  who  have  seen  the  veracious  telegrams  constantly 
announcing  : 

"  Savannah  is  taken." 

"  Savannah  is  not  taken." 
rather  prefer  the  work  of  Boz  to  this  later  and  less  satisfactory  one 
"  Two  Tales  of  a  City." 


Query- 

[For  Slavehs  and  Theologians  Only.] 

Which   strikes   you  as  most  uncomfortable,  the  Intermediate 
State,  or  the  Middle  Passage  ? 
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THE  VANISHING    TRICK. 
General  McCleUarij  (The  Wizard  of  the  North.)—'1  Now,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  Look  ! 

AS    I    PUT    THIS  EXTINGUISHER    DOWN,    THERE    THET    AEE,    WHEN    I    TAKE  IT  UP 
THEY  SHALL  HAVE  DISAPPEARED!" 


' '  Even  in  her  Ashes  (Coles)  live  her  wont- 
ed fires." 

The  Monitor  having  been  invented,  con" 
structed,  and  triumphantly  proved  in  Hamp- 
ton Roads,  lo  !  an  ingenuous  Hinglish  youth, 
yclept  Coles,  arises  and  claims  the  inven- 
tion ? 

Coles  conceived  the  turret  idea  and  all 
that,  long  ago. 

How  quiet  he  kept  about  it ! 

Real  live  Coles,  but  cunningly  smothered, 
no  doubt,  till  the  time  came  to  fire  up 

And  the  British  Government  backs  Coles, 
of  course ! 

The  B.  G.  believes  that  her  Coles  had  the 
first  light  on  the  subject,  of  course  ! 

Go  away,  Britannia-Rules-the- Waves  ! 

Carry  your  Coles  to  Newcastle  if  you 
like !  J 

But  don't  go  for  to  try  for  to  heap  any 
such  Coles  on  Ericsson's  head  ! 

Now  don't ! 


The  Royal  Pilgrim. 

At  the  date  of  last  advices  the  Prince  of 
Wales  was  at  Jerusalem.  Rumor  says  that 
it  was  thought  judicious  to  send  the  royal 
juvenile  to  Judea  because  he  had  made  a 
Judy  of  himself  at  home.  We  trust  that 
his  Jewry  trials  will  help  him  to  a  better 
appreciation  of  the  dignity  residing  in  Jure 
divino,  and  that  while  paying  his  respects  to 
the  fair  Hebrews  he  will  drink  to  them  in 
mild  sherbet,  and  refrain  from  intoxicating 
Jew-lips.  We  have  no  doubt  that  every 
pretty  Juive  he  encounters  will  tell  him 
that  he  is  sweeter  than  the  Jews  of  Herrnon, 
(as  he  probably  is,)  but  let  him  remember 
the  words  of  Solomon,  "  all  is  vanity"  and 
come  back,  unseduced  by  flattery,  from 
"  tother  side  of  Jordan." 


A  Bravura. 

"  What  do  you  call  your  song  ?"  asked  the 
Divinity  Student  of  the  Musician. 

"1  call  it  '  The  Far  South',"  replied  he. 

"  What  key  is  it  in  ?"  asked  the  Poet. 

"In  A." 

"Ah!"  spoke  up  X.,  "why  didn't  you 
set  it  in  a  Florider  Key  ?" 


Price  of  Beauty  in  the  Cotton  States. 

The  Liverpool  Brokers'  Circular  quotes 
"  Fair  Mobiles"  at  thirteen  and  a  half  pence 
per  pound.  Black  Mobiles,  we  believe,  are 
worth  at  least  ten  times  the  money. 


Fashionable   Intelligence. 

Commodore  Porter,  after  a  series  of  balls 
at  Fort  Jackson  and  St.  Philip,  is  holding  a 
levee  at  New  Orleans . 


MOVING  DAY. 
If  the  rural  denizens  of  such  districts  as  Tompkins  Square  and 
Washington  Park  ever  contemplated  the  establishment  of  a  May 
Queen,  no  better  day  for  the  accession  of  such  a  monarch  could 
Lave  been  desired  than  the  first  of  the  present  month.  We  allude 
to  the  determination  with  which  that  day  went  in  for  a  long  rain. 
While  the  descending  element  was  occupied  in  filling  policemen's 
boots,  it  did  not,  on  that  account,  neglect  to  run  down  the  backs 
of  nomadic  boarding-house  keepers.  Impartial  in  the  distribution 
of  its  moisture,  it  pattered  with  equal  assiduity  upon  the  band- 
boxes of  the  transitional  Mrs.  Phuzboss  and  upon  the  leaky  um- 
brella held  over  her  head  by  her  snubbed  and  subdued  little  man 
illustrating  charmingly  in  water-colors  the  delightful  incidents  of 
Moving  Day.  What  pleasant  little  family  incidents  occurred,  here 
and  there,  as  the  independent  processions  trudged  and  trundled 
along  highway  and  by-way  !     The  tall,  robust  lady  in  blue,  who 


carried  in  one  hand  a  cage  containing  a  green  parrot,  and  in  the 
other — but,  hold !  we  were  about  trenching  upon  the  Herald's 
descriptive  department,  and  must  go  back  to  our  own.  Damp 
babies,  carried  by  wet  nurses,  mingled  with  the  dreary  rain-storm 
their  feeble  squalls.  The  sufferings  of  black-and-tan  terriers  of 
small  stature,  crouching  upon  the  tops  of  hat-boxes  that  stood 
upon  chairs  placed  upon  the  tops  of  bureaus,  were  agonising  in  the 
extreme.  Meteorological  phenomena  added  their  horrors  to  the 
doleful  dumps  of  the  day,  travelling  stove-pipes  being  converted 
into  water-spouts  in  many  instances.  And  what  imparted  a  mel- 
ancholy solemnity  to  the  processions,  above  all  things,  was  the 
absence  of  street  music  to  cheer  them  on  their  way.  Music, which 
melts  on  the  slightest  provocation,  would  have  dissolved  away  to 
nothing  under  circumstances  thus  pluvial  :  for  nothing  short  of  a 
Vulcanized  India  Rubber  Band  could  have  played  in  our  played 
out  citizens  on  last  Moving  Day. 
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PROPOSALS 


FOR      A      NEW      DICTIONARY 
ENGLISH    LANGUAGE. 


OF      THE 


The  Proprietors  of  Vanity  Faik  propose  to  issue  their  Diction- 
ary of  the  English  Language,  compiled  upon  the  popular  principle 
of  ''Now  You  See  It,"  whenever  500,000  copies  at  $10  per  copy- 
shall  have  been  subscribed  and  likewise  paid  for.  The  student  of 
this  stupendous  work  will  have  the  supreme  felicity,  in  these 
turning  times,  of  turning  and  turning  and  turning  again,  until 
his  head  will  become  suddenly  and  severely  turned,  and  his  con- 
ceptions as  gloriously  muddled  as  the  colors  in  Turner's  pictures. 
We  submit  submissively  a  specimen  of  our  plan : 


Abdomen,        See  Alderman. 

Abolish,  "  Sambo. 

Abomination,     "  Taxes. 

Abstinence,        "  Bations 


See  Debate. 

';  Investigating   Com- 
mittee. 

"  Sutler. 

"  Whiskey. 

See  Army  Tailor. 

"  Conspirator. 

"  Tribune. 


Babble, 
Backbite, 

Bandit, 
Ease. 

Cabbage, 
Cabinet. 
Candor, 

Consumption    "     Treasury. 


Dabbler, 
Damnable, 


Decent, 
Delusion, 


Election. 
Encyclojedia 


Endorser, 

Famine, 
Feast, 
Feeble, 
Fiction 

Gag, 

Grammar 
German, 
Gammon, 

Hamlet, 
Halter, 
Humor, 


See     Musical  Critic. 
"     Secretary     of      the 

Navy. 
"     Concert-Saloon. 
"     Secession. 

See    All-Wise. 
Stuffing. 

C    A.   Dana  &  Geo. 
Ripley. 
"     Donkey. 

See     Camp  Kettle. 
'•     Delmonico. 
"     The  World. 
1 '      Telegraph . 

See     Government  Censor. 
"      President's  Message. 
"     Smoke. 
"     Museum. 


don't  See  Forrest. 
See     Rebel . 


Immodest,  See 
Impeachable  ': 
Imperishable,  " 
Inlamy,  " 


Vanity  Fair. 

'•  Waiter  Girl. 
Cameron. 
Vanity  Fair. 
Herald. 


Jam, 
Jesse, 
Jig, 

Knave, 

Kiss, 

Landlord, 

Laugh, 

Lead, 

Magpie, 

Major, 

Mud, 

Office, 
Opinion, 
Orator, 
Organ, 

Pale 

Palmetto, 

Palatable, 

Paralysis, 

Protean, 


See    Street  Car. 
"    Gen.  Fremont. 
"    Jug. 

See  Commissary. 
«'     Bliss. 

See  Extortioner. 
"  Vanity  Fair. 
"    The  World. 

See    Member  of  Congress. 
' '     Alex,  the  Great. 
"  Street. 

See  Plunder. 

"  Party. 

"  Pump. 

"  Monkey. 

See    Ale. 

"  Rope. 

"  Vanity  Fair. 

"  Herald. 

"  Times. 


Quack,  See  Advertisement. 

Quicksilver,  "  Spendthrift. 

Railing.  See  Womans'  Rights. 

RareScation,    "  Horse. 

Rebuff,  "  Balls'  Bluff. 

Sackcloth,  See     Ashes. 

Salamander,  "  Mose. 


Tailor, 
Talented, 


See    Vulgar  Fractions. 
' '    Vanity  Fair. 


Unique,  See    Vanity  Fair. 

Unsurpassed,  "     Vanity  Fair. 


Valiant, 
Welcome, 
Witty 
Youthful 
Zany , 


See  Vanity  Fair. 

See  Vanity  Fair. 

"  Vanity  Fair. 

See  Vanity  Fair  . 

See  Daily  Paper. 


rfe§t, Send  in  your  orders, 
but  Order  at  Once  !"^, 


Stand  not  upon  the  Order  of  your  Ordering 


The  Bravest  of  the  Brave. 


A  Western  paper  says  "  the  wound  of  Commodore  Foote  is  in 
the  tendon  Achilles."  Where  else  could  it  be,  since  he  is  an  Achilles 
all  over  ?  nay  more  than  an  Achilles !  for  the  Greek  hero  once 
turned  his  back  on  the  enemy,  the  American  champion  never! 
Our  Foote  needs  rest.  He  asks  for  it,  and  we  know  how  much  he 
must  need  it  to  make  such  a  request.  Let  him  come  home. 
Should  he  die  at  his  post  of  a  neglected  wound,  it  would  be  a  gov- 
ernmental murder.  It  has  been  said  of  England  :  "  wherever  she 
has  placed  her  foot  she  has  established  her  throne,"  and  we  may 
say  with  more  truth,  "  wherever  we  have  placed  our  Foote  we 
have  re-established  the  Kepublic." 


The  War  Oracle. 


The  lymphatic  editor  of  the  Tribune,  on  whom  rests  the  mantle 
of  Nat-oleon,  and  who  is  in  fact  Mars  in  a  soft  hat  and  unseemly 
pantaloons,  pitches  into  General  McClellan  for  permitting  "  the 
wide  dispersion  of  our  forces."  It  is  clear  from  this  quotation 
that  Horace  has  gone  over  to  the  rebels,  because  it  is  for  the 
"wide  dispersion"  of  their  forces  that  McClellan  is  responsible. 
Well,  lightly  as  we  have  thought  of  the  patriotism  of  the  Tribune, 
we  did  not  suppose  its  principal  editor  would  ever  call  the  rebel 
hosts  "our  forces,"  and  blame  a  Union  general  for  thus  accom- 
plishing their  "  dispersion." 


Horrible,  Indeed. 

Some  idea  of  the  destitution  to  which  the  Rebels  are  coming  in 
consequence  of  the  repeated  successes  of  the  Federal  arms,  may  be 
gathered  from  a  paragraph  in  a  late  number  of  the  Norfolk  Day 
Book,  which  says  that  it ''  has  become  a  question  of  Grave  moment 
as  to  where  and  how  the  people  are  to  be  fed." 


THE    SONG    OF    THE    CONTRABAND. 

All  in  the  chilly  month  of  May 
A  Contraband  went  up  Broadway, 
Faint,  and  sick,  and  all  unfed, 
Up  Broadway  he  knew  not  where, 
He  had  not  where  to  lay  his  head, 
Shuffling  along  in  the  chilly  air. 
And  as  he  shuffled  and  shuffled  along, 
His  features  set  in  a  vacant  stare, 
(A  helpless  child  in  an  alien  land, 
Pushed  and  spurned  by  the  busy  throng,) 
He  hummed  the  end  of  a  bitter  song, 
And  this  is  the  Song  of  the  Contraband  : 


I  don't  know  wbar  dis  darkey 

At  last  is  gwine  to  rest ; 
Dey've  stole  him  from  ole  Georg'a, 

Dey've  driv  him  from  de  West, 
De  Norf  refuse  to  hab  him, 

An'  ebery  oder  place — 
O  golly  !  but  dis  darkey's 
A  Lord-forsaken  case ! 

Be  Abolition  S'ciely, 

I  guess  urn  monstrous  stuff, 
Bey  call  us  men  an'  brodders^- 
Ilink  1  hear  enuff ! 


Dey  tole  me  I  war  better 

Den  ef  my  skin  war  white, 
Dey  spoke  so  kind  and  gentle, 

So  'mazin'ly  polite, 
I  tho't  de  Norf  war  waitin' 

Fer  dis  ole  fool  to  come 
An'  lib  wid  dem  foreber, 
Wid  ebery  house  a  home ! 

De  Abolition  S'ciety, 

I  guess  urn  monstrous  stuff, 
Dey  call  us  men  a>id  brodders— 
I  link  lhear  enuff! 


O,  dey  war  playin'  possum  : 

S'pose,  now,  it  troubles  dem 
(So  long  dey  spite  my  marster,) 
What  comes  of  Uncle  Clem  ? 
No  sar !  an'  so  dis  darkey, 
Because  he  had  no  sense, 
War  possumed  by  -ii  Yankees, 
An'  left  upon  de  fence  ! 

De  Abolition  S'ciety, 

I  guess  um  monstrous  stuff, 
De}/  call  us  men  an'  brodders- 
I  link  I  hear  enuff  ! 


Now  who  will  take  dis  darkey 

Afore  he's  'pletely  frozu, 
An'  gib  him  for  his  labor 

De  hoe-cake  an'  de  clothes  ? 
Dar's  Massa  Wendell  Phillips, 

What  preaches  'bout  de  sin 
Ob  slabery,  I  wonder 

Ef  he  would  take  me  in  ? 

De  Abolition  S'ciely, 

I  guess  um  monstrous  stuff, 
Dey  call  us  men  an'  brodders- 
Itink  1  hear  enuff! 


I  wish  I  war  in  Georg'a, 

Dat  dear  ole  land  again, 
Among  de  rlowerin'  cotton, 

Among  de  sugar-cane  ; 
Den  ef  a  Yaukee  preacher 

Came  lyin'  'bout  de  Lord, 
An'  chains,  and  things  -by  golly, 
I'd  knock  him  wid  a  gourd  ! 

De  Abolition  S'ciety, 

I  guess  um  monstrous  stuff, 
Dey  call  us  men  an'  brodders- 
1  tink  I  hear  enuff  ! 
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The  Gay  Blades  I 

Where  are  the  thousand-and-one  Briga- 
dier-Generals who  have  been  jerked  into  ex- 
istence within  the  last  three  months  ?  On 
receiving  their  commissions,  all  declared 
that  they  would  have  victory  or  death,  gen- 
erally preferring  the  former  ;  but  we  have 
heard  nothing  of  them,  in  the  best  battles 
lately  fought.  Each  one  has  been  presented 
with  a  splendid  sword,  by  his  enthusiastic 
friends  ;  but  we  suspect  that  the  movements 
of  these  gentlemen  are  akin  to  those  of 
the  Navy  Department,  and,  to  carry  the  re- 
semblance still  further,  that  their  splendid 
swords  are  made  only  of  Sheathing  Metal. 


A  Question  for  Chiropodists.. 

If  soldiers  are  to  be  classed  as  Men  of 
War,  will  it  not  be  necessary  to  furnish 
them,  henceforth,  with  iron  toe  and  finger 
nails  ? 


"  Hope  told  a  flattering  Tale." 

As  likewise  did  Hackley,  Hope's  partner , 
when  he  told  us  that  we  should  have  clean 
streets  when  the  snow  went. 


Good  for  the  Spanish  Loan- 

The  London  papers  say  the  Spanish  Loan 
is  to  be  put  upon  "a  new  basis."  The  old 
basis  is — "  Base  is  the  slave  who  pays." 


A   "PERSONAL"  REMINISCENCE. 

"  If  the  young  ladies  who,  etc  etc.,  will  meet  the  two  handsome,  fashionable- 
looking  young  men  who,  etc.,  etc.,"  (See  Herald,  any  day.) 


ter. 


How  to  Settle  Butler's  Troubles. 
Jug  him  again and  the  sooner  the  bet- 


The  Crescent  and  the  Cross. 
New  Orleans  and  her  sulking  secessionist 
citizens. 


THE     SONG    OF    THE    BRIGADIER. 
"  We  have  had  enough  of  Action" [Tennyson. J 


I  wear  a  splendid  uniform, 

I  ride  a  splendid  nag, 
I  talk  both  loud  and  valiantly 

Of  Honor  and  The  Flag  ; 
But  let  the  South  be  easy  still, 

Her  soldiers  need  not  fear, 
Nor  shot  nor  blow  shall  lay  them  low 

While  I'm  a  Brigadier. 


I  canter  gaily  through  the  streets 

Attended  by  my  Staff. 
Unheeding  little  vulgar  boys 

Who  hoot  and  stare  and  chaff  ; 
And  such  a  Staff !  all  foreign  names 

Quite  wonderful  to  hear  ! 
Plain  Yankee  boys  aren't  good  enough 

For  such  a  Brigadier. 


I've  Baron  This,  the  Duke  of  That, 

And  Prince  of  T'other,  too, 
And  people  ask  me  "  what  on  earth 

I  have  for  them  to  do  V ' 
'Tis  plain  to  all  but  vulgar  minds 

I  want  a  kindred  6phere ; 
There's  nought  like  title,  blood,  and  style 

To  Aid  a  Brigadier. 


No  bloody  wounds  and  hurts  for  me  ! 

Perhaps  I  am  a  sham, 
But  Politics  and  Influence 


Have  placed  me  where  I  am  : 
I  give  my  dinners,  draw  my  pay, 

Drink  brandy,  wine,  and  beer, 
And  mean  to  have  a  jolly  time 

While  I'm  a  Brigadier. 


Investigations  pass  me  by, 

Committees  raise  no  row, 
No  one  expects  that  I  will  fight, 

And,  faith  !  I  don't  know  how  ! 
I'm  not  for  use  but  ornament, 

So  each  day  I  appear 
In  buttons,  braid,  and  gold  arrayed, 

A  fancy  Brigadier. 


There  are  a  plenty  in  the  field 

Who  really  like  to  fight, 
Give  me  but  money  and  good  clothes, 
And  I'll  be  harmless,  quite  : 
Yet  there  is  one  thing  on  my  mind 

That  seems  not  very  clear 

How  can  the  Government  afford 

My  style  of  Brigadier  ? 

Mickle  and  Muckle- 

"  The  best  way  for  a  husband  and  wife  to  get  along,  in  money 
matters,"  said  the  Landlady,  is  for  him  to  give  her  So  Much  Money 
every  month." 

"Ah!"  sighed  the  Broker's  Wife,  "I  think  so  too;  but  my 
husband  gives  me  So  Little  !" 

A  Forensic  Problem. 
"  Let  us  suppose  A.  and  B.  two  lawyers,  one  of  whom  is  lame, 
and  the  other  a  wit.     Now,  if  B.  makes  fun  of  A's.  Lameness,  has 
A.  any  right  to  make  fun  of  B's.  Witness  ?"     {Leisure  Thoughts  of 
a  Juryman.'] 
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PATHETIC    INCIDENT    OF    THE    WAR. 

t  is  lon^  since  we  have   felt  so   much 
inclined  to  shed  just  a  tear  or  two,  as 
when  we  read  in  the  Commercial  Adver- 
tiser that    a  White  Soldier  had  been 
seen  in  the  heartless,  pitiless  remorse- 
less and  cold-blooded  act  of  teaching  a 
Black  Individual  to  read  a  newspaper  ! 
We  appeal   to   our   principal   Sensitive 
Reader  ;   and  we  ask    him  confidently 
if  he  ever  found  anything  but  the  most 
poignant  pain  in  reading  any  paper  ex- 
|  cept— ahem  !— V.  F.,  you  know  ?    Now 
here  is   poor  Colored  Contraband.     He 
has,  probably,  not   had  what   you    may 
call  a  delicious  life   of  it.     Sometimes, 
very   likely,   he  has    been     chastised. 
Sometimes  may  be,  he  has  been  over- 
worked.    Sometimes,  he  has  lost  a  Good 
Master,  and  got  a  Bad  One.     Short  com- 
'  mons,  possibly  !     Too  much  shovel  and 
,    i     Too  little 'tiddle'aud  bow!     But  is  there  anything,  we  ask, 
which  would  be  so  likely  to  raise  in  his  bosom  a  burning  and 
passionate  desire  to  go  where  Blacks  of  the  most  Eminent  Virtue 
are  supposed  to  go,  as  being  compelled   to  read,  we  will   say,  for 
instance,  the  leading  articles  in  the  Herald?    Could  a  man  peruse 
the   World  faithfully  for  one  week  without  becoming  a  confirmed 
misanthrope?     Is  it  a  Christian  act  to  introduce  a  mild   g^tle, 
unsophisticated  and  uncontaminated  Child  of  Africa  to  the  fight- 
ings    ribbings,   ferocities,    fatuities,   the  sqmbs  and  squalls    the 
damnable  inuendoes,  the  libels,  insinuations,  horrors  and  highfa- 
lutings  of  an  ordinary,  first-class,  enterprising,  spirited,  popular 
New  York  newspaper?    If  the  Dark  One  above  mentioned  must 
be  taught  to  read  let  him  be  taught  in  some  high-toned,  moral 
journal— like— well,  never  mind  !  we  leave  the  reader  to  conjec- 
ture the  name  of  it. 

-«- — — 

HOW    THE    TAKING     OF    NEW    ORLEANS    TOOK     IN    NEW 
ORLEANS- 

John  F  Monroe,  Mayor  of  New  Orleans  whined  and  dribbled 
over  the  success  of  the  Union  vessels  in  conquering  the  Crescent 
City,  chiefly  in  the  following  style— in  a  letter  addressed  by  him  to 
Flag  Office  Farragut  :— 

"  Sir,  you  have  manifested  sentiments  which  -would  become  one  engaged  in  a 
better  cause  than  that  to  which  you  have  devoted  your  sword.  I  doubt  not 
that  they  spring  from  a  noble  though  deluded  nature,  and  I  know  how  to  appre- 
ciate the  emotions  which  iaspired  them.  You  have  a  gallant  people  to  admin- 
istrate during  your  occupancy  of  this  city-a  people  sensitive  to  all  that  can  in 
the  least  affect  their  dignity  and  self-respect.  Pray,  sir,  do  not  fail  to  regard 
their  susceptibilities.  The  obligations  which  I  shall  assume  in  their  name  shall 
be  religiously  complied  with.  You  may  trust  their  honor,  though  you  might  net 
count  on  their  submission  to  unmerited  ivrcng." 

How  thoughtful  of  the  Mayor  to  remind  Commodore  Farragut 
of  the  susceptibilities  of  the  Crescent  Citizens!  An  imminent 
bombardment,  we  are  inclined  to  believe,  would  perhaps  arouse 
the  tender  susceptibilities  of  a  peculiarly  susceptible  people,  so 
possibly  the  bold  Mayor  was  right  about  it.  We  never  were 
cannc-n-balled  for  any  length  of  time  ourselves,  consequently  we 
own  that  oar  estimate  of  the  effect  which  such  a  circumstance 
might  produce  on  the  "  susceptibilities"  of  even  the  toughest 
nerved  person  is  wholly  unreliable.  The  scared  head  of  the  New 
Orleans  City  Government  winds  up  by  telling  our  gallant  com- 
mander, that  he  "may  trust  to  their  (the  people's)  honor"  which 
is  an  insinuation  that  the  Commodore  must  be  green  ;  but  he  adds 
that  "  he  may  not  count  on  their  submission  to  unmerited  wrong' 
—which  renders  it  very  uncertain  what  the  Mayor's  townsmen 
mean  to  do  about  the  whole  business. 


'  Physicians   were  in  vain-" 


CONFEDERATE     DIPLOMACY    HARD    UP. 

We  have  perused  with  mingled  feelings  of  pity  and  pleasure,  the 
batch  of  correspondence  relating  to  Confederate  Diplomacy  in 
Europe,  found  on  board  the  captured  Steamer  Calhoun;  and  we 
condense  its  pecuniary  pathos  for  the  benefit  of  the  great  Guild  of 
the  Seedy  in  general,  and  the  Disloyal  Seedy  in  particular. 

No.  I.  J.  M.  Vernon  writes  from  Brussels  to  Butler  King,  most 
dolorously,  that  he  hasn't  a  dollar,  and  most  dismally  that  he 
hasn't  a  dime.  Finds  it  "difficult  to  maintain  his  dignity  and 
honor" — to  say  nothing  we  suppose,  of  his  digestion.  Wants  to 
borrow  $250.     Don't  believe  he  got  them. 

No.  II.  F.  S.  Claxton  writes  from  Moscow  to  Butler  King, 
saying  :  "I  am  most  anxious  to  communicate  with  my  Uncle. 
Please  indicate  a  safe  channel."  We  should  have  supposed  that  a 
man  of  Claxton's  experience  would  have  known  that  Three 
Golden  Balls  always  indicate  "  a  safe  channel,"  by  passing  through 
which,  anybody  can  see  his  Uncle. 

No.  III.  Claxton  writes  again  from  Moscow  inviting  the  said 
Butler  King  to  come  to  Russia,  and  says  he  will  be  paid  "for  so 
doing  ;  but  doesn't  say  whether  he  will  be  paid  in  cash  or  confed- 
erate notes  ;  and  so  the  cautious  King  declined  to  undertake  the 
journey. 

No.  IV.  J.  L.  O'Sullivan  writes  to  Mr.  King,  who  seems  to 
have  been  dunned  all  around,  within  an  inch  of  his  life,  that  he 
would  certainly  come  to  London  "if  he  could  afford  it."  But  he 
cannot  elevate  the  breeze.  Says  he  is  in  debt.  Says  he  cannot 
get  away.  This  letter  must  have  extracted  at  least  Five  Dollars 
from  the  compassionate  King  . 

No.  V.  Mr.  Calhoun  writes  from  Paris  a  little  lugubrious  note. 
Says  Greene,  the  banker,  will  not  advance  a  franc.  Poor,  cashless 
Calhoun ! 

No.  VI.  Letter  from  Liverpool  to  T.  Butler  King  threatening 
writs,  arrests  for  debt,  the  King's  Bench,  and  other  awful  indigni- 
ties. 

No.  VII.  Letter  from  J.  N.  Beach,  in  London,  to  T.  Butler  K. 
in  Paris,  stating  forlornly  that  Messrs.  Winieman  and  Mordecai 
decline  to  shave  T.  B.  K.'s  paper.  What  a  sly  old  Winieman! 
What  a  sagacious  Mordecai  ! 

No.  VIII.  Dunning  letter  from  R.  Mitchell  in  Paris  to  Butler 
K.  Says  he  paid  a  till  (£5,)  for  printing  one  of  K.'s  Secession 
pamphlets.  Wants  his  money.  Wants  it  now.  Probably  con- 
tinues to  want  it.  Also,  wants  £1,  for  travelling  expenses.  Proba- 
bly continues  to  want  that. 

We  have  come  to  the  agonizing  conclusion  that  ere  this,  Mr. 
King's  best  diplomatic  knee-inexpressibles  must  have  gone  up  the 
Long  and  Fatal  Spout.  Under  the  circumstances,  we  cannot 
refrain  from  bursting  into  Elegiac  Song  : 

Pity  the  sorrows  of  a  diplomat, 

Who  wanders  hungry  on  a  foreign  shore  ; 

Whose  Uncle  holds  his  breeches  and  cock'd  hat  ; 
0  send  five  shillings  if  you  send  no  more  ! 


The  New  Orleans  and  Last-Ditch  Railroad. 
It  is  stated  that  a  new  railroad  is  to  be  built  from  New  Orleans 
to  Goodness  Knows  Where,  away  beyond  Texas.  The  idea  is  un- 
doubtedly to  find  that  celebrated  but  rather  indefinite  geographical 
point  termed  the  "Last  Ditch."  in  which  every  true  lover  of 
treason  and  enemy  of  liberty  has  sworn  repeatedly  to  die.  We 
presume  furthermore  that  passengers  over  the  New  Orleans  and 
Last  Ditch  R.  R.  will,  when  the  thing  gets  into  Running  Order,  be 
classed  very  appropriately  as  Dead  Heads. 


The  rumor  that  Greeley  had  taken  a  position  with  the  Army, 
as  Nurse,  is  unfounded.  It  arose  from  his  strenuous  and  per- 
sistent efforts  to  Nurse  General  Fremont's  reputation. 


THE    FELICITOUS    FORTRESS    MONROE    DISPATCH. 
[Such  as  comes  to  hand  every  evening  more  or  less,  by  telegraph.] 

To  the  Hon.  E.  M.  Stanton,  Secretary  of  War.  I  have  just 
received  word  from  General  Report  to  the  effect  that  five  negroes 
have  arrived  from  Portsmouth.  The  contrabands  express  various 
opinions,  some  of  which  are  of  the  utmost  importance  if  true. 
Richmond  has,  since  the  taking  of  New  Orleans,  become  a  thickly 
settled  lunatic  asylum.  The  rebel  army  of  the  West  declare  how 
that  if  they  do  not  drive  the  North  into  the  polar  regions  at  the 
next  battle,  near  Corinth  or  Memphis,  they  know  what  they  will 
do.  They  will  immediately  write  to  Pluto  to  take  supreme  command 
in  person,  if  he  has  any,  of  the  entire  Confederate  force,  requesting 
him  to  provide  each  soldier  with  two  extra  spirits  in  addition  to 
the  one  of  Delirium  Tremens  already  possessed  by  him,  viz.  that 
of  Revenge  and  that  of  Despair.  Thus  strengthened  they  hope  to 
equal  in  cowardly  barbarity,  the  foulest  fiends  accredited  to  Tar- 
tarus. Every  woman  has  been  promised  a  Yankee  skull  and  cross- 
bones-  Prattling  infants  are  allowed  already  to  use  the  bones  of 
slaughtered  Union  heroes  as  playthings — and  these  are  termed 
"  Yankee  Notions  for  Children.  Profanity  and  blasphemy  are 
considered  a  mark  of  loyalty  in  women  as  well  as  men. 

The  Merrimac  is  thinking  about  coming  out. 

The  Monitor  is  probably  thinking  about  going  in. 

The  negroes  thus  far  that  have  sought  refuge  within  our  lines 
are  for  the  most  part  black.  Their  hearts  are,  however,  I  trust, 
white  with  the  heat  of  glowing  patriotism. 

John  Wool,  Major  General. 
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VAJSTITY   F^lIR. 


[MAY  10,  1862. 


A  LITTLE  STORY  OF  A  SPOUT. 

Wife — "  Don't  you  think  it's  about  time  for  me  to  put  my  furs  up,  George  ?" 
Husband. — "Up? — what!   at  your  Uncle's  ?  Certainly,  my  love,  that's  where  I 

KEEP  MY  WATCH." 


Ditto  to  that. 

The  Steamship  North  American  brought 
the  following  item  .* 

"  A  deputation  from  the  British  and  Foreign  Anti- 
Slavery  Society  waited  on  Mr.  Adams,  the  American 
Minister,  on  the  16th,  and  presented  an  address,  in 
which  the  hope  is  expressed  that  the  restoration  of 
the  Union  would  he  founded  upon  the  abolition  of 
the  cause  of  strife." 

Amen  !  with  all  our  heart.  Let  the  abo- 
litionists be  abolished.  Crush  out  Southern 
Rebellion,  and  then  colonize  Garrison, 
Phillips,  Greeley  &  Co  with  their  sable 
brethern.  Let  us  play  St.  George  with  the 
truculent  monsters  and  St.  Patrick  with 
the  snakes  in  the  grass. 


A  Sweet  Thought. 
According  to  the  Southern  "beauty  and 
booty"  idea  of  Northern  troops,  the  reason 
for  taking  New  Orleans  must  be  that  more 
'lasses  are  to  be  found  there  than  at  any 
other  Southern  port. 


About  the  Size  of  Him. 

From  rebel  sources  we  learn  that  General 
Humphrey  Marshall  "has  been  compelled 
to  fall  back  near  Abingdon,  Va."  We  may 
daily  expect  to  hear  reports  of  an  earth- 
quake somewhere  in  that  quarter. 


Plain  as  the  Nose  on  your  Face. 

A. — Why  is    the    manufacture  of   rebel 

shinplasters  like  a  delicate  surgical  process  ? 

Q. — Because  it  is  a  rhino-plastic  operation. 


Iron  Pegs  and  Shoe  Pegs- 

First  the  Union  guns  pegged  away,  then 
General  Mansfield  Lovell  Pegged  Away. 


INTERVIEWS    WITH    OUR    AGGRIEVED    SUBJECTS. 

The  Rev.  Henry  Ward  Beecher. — We  had  the  honor  of  a  visit 
from  this  eccentric  but  versatile  divine,  a  few  days  since.  After 
some  general  statements  with  regard  to  the  weather,  the  Rev . 
gentleman  produced  from  his  pocket  a  copy  of  Vanity  Fair  of  the 
26th  April,  and,  pointing  to  his  portrait  upon  the  title-page,  asked 
us  to  look  at  him  straight  in  the  face  and  say  whether  we  consid- 
ered that  funny.  We  looked  at  Mr.  Beecher  straight  in  the  face, 
accordingly,  and  said  we  considered  it  funny.  The  Rev.  gentle- 
man then  said  that  we  had  exaggerated  him  a  good  deal  in  our 
portrait,  had  made  his  neck  too  thick,  his  legs  too  short,  and  his 
hair  too  long.  He  also  stated  that  his  family  and  congregation 
were  greatly  dissatisfied  with  the  shirt-collar  we  had  attributed  to 
him,  which  had  given  rise  to  a  rumor  in  Brooklyn  that  he  is  in  the 
habit  of  borrowing  his  linen  from  Mr.  Walter  Whitman,  the 
originator  of  the  grass  school  of  poetry.  Seeing  that  our  Rev. 
visitor  was  really  hurt  about  the  shirt-collar,  we  promised  to  mend 
it  at  some  future  opportunity,  upon  which  he  took  leave  of  us  in 
tolerably  good  spirits 

The  City  Judge.  About  a  week  since  a  gentleman  walked  into 
our  office,  holding  in  his  left  hand  a  copy  of  Vanity  Fair,  No.  122, 
while  with  his  right  he  pointed  to  the  fine  poem  called  ' '  The  City 
Judge,"  which  is  printed  on  the  last  page  of  that  number.  He 
introduced  himself  to  us  as  Judge  McCunn,  the  subject,  in  fact,  of 
the  poem,  a  portion  of  which  he  proceeded  to  cFiticise  in  a  fluent 
manner  and  with  judicious  emphasis.  The  portion  of  the  poem 
selected  by  the  Judge  for  his  reading  was  the  word  "  rum."  We 
were  mistaken,  he  said,  in  connecting  him  with  rum.  He  had  not, 
in  the  whole  course  of  his  life,  consumed  so  much  as  one  gallon, 
avoirdupois,  of  alcoholic  spirits — did  he  look  like  a  rummy  cove  ? 
look  at  him  well,  and  say.  We  scanned  the  Judge  well,  with  our 
experienced  eye,  accordingly,  and,  being  thoroughly  satisfied  with 
our  scrutiny,  said  that  he  certainly  did  not  look  like  a  man  upon 
whom  beverage  had  wrought  its  diabolical  spells.  Satisfied  with 
our  dilution  of  the  word  "  rum,"  Judge  McCunn  then  dwelt  for  a 


while  upon  the  word  "  drum,"  as  used  by  the  author  of  the 
charming  poem  already  referred  to,  who  implies  that  musical  in- 
struments of  that  kind  were  around  when  the  Judge  retired  from 
military  service.  This,  on  the  Judge's  earnest  assurance,  we 
agreed  to  consider  an  exaggeration,  although  the  author  of  the 
poem  claims  exception  for  it  on  the  grounds  of  the  license  accord- 
ed to  his  craft.  We  then  expressed  to  Judge  McCunn  our  regret 
that  he  had  permitted  the  "rum"  and  the  "  drum"  to  revel  wildly 
around  in  the  purlieus  of  the  daily  papers  for  many  months,  before 
he  had  thought  of  publishing  any  explanation  regarding  them. 
Procrastination,  remarked  we,  is  the  larcener  of  time.  Among 
the  ancient  Romans,  the  testudo,  or  tortoise,  was  the  emblem  of 
tardiness,  the  hirundo,  or  swallow,  that  of  speed.  In  this  lay  an 
application  to  the  case  in  hand  viz.,  that  while,  in  a  rum  sense,  we 
acquitted  Judge  McCunn  of  the  hirundo,  or  Swallow,  we  must,  on 
the  tardy  count,  hold  him  liable  for  the  testudo,  or  tortoise.  The 
Judge  complimented  us  upon  the  sagacity  displayed  in  our  de  cision, 
and  bowed  himself  out  of  our  presence  with  an  expanding  smile. 
And  here  let  us  apologise  to  our  visitor  for  having  neglected  to 
offer  him  a  chair  during  the  interview — the  fact  being  that  we  felt 
some  delicacy  in  offering  any  of  our  furniture  to  a  member  of  the 
Bench,  on  account  of  Judge  Barnard's  statement  that  the  one 
upon  which  he  sits  in  the  Supreme  Court  is  infested  with  journal- 
astic  vermin. 

Mr.  W.  C.  Bryant's  Duck.  This  elegant  waterfowl  waddled 
into  our  editorial  rooms  on  Thursday  last,  apparently  very  much 
excited  about  something.  But  as  we  could  not  get  any  explana- 
tion from  him  further  than  what  may  be  contained  in  the 
words  "  Quack  !  Quack !"  we  supposed  that  he  alluded  in  some 
way  to  the  Evening  Post,  and  said  that  we  could  not  do  anything 
for  him,  upon  which  he  retired  with  an  air  of  extreme  dejection. 


Deepening^  Shades- 
Different  kinds  of  nags  require  different    kinds   of   hitching 
apparatus  :  in  my  mind,  the  Night  Mare  is  always  associated  with 
the  Evening  Post !     [Sentiment  by  a  Cavalry  Officer. ] 


Published  by  Louis  H.  Stefhess,  for  the  Proprietors,  at  116  Nassau  street,  N   T. 


THE    FIFTH    EDITION    IS     NOW    READY     OF 

THE    PEARL    OF    ORR'S     ISLAND, 

A  STORY  OF  THE  COAST  OF  MAINE.        BY  MRS.  HARRTET  BEECHER  STOWE.         1  Volume,  12mo.,  $1  25. 
This  admirable  story  of  New- England  life  is  pronounced  the  best  work  of  fiction  which  has  emanated  from  the  pen  of  the  popular  author 
of  "  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin."     Its  sale  is  remarkably  rapid,  a  Fifth  Edition  having  been  reached  in  one  week  after  publication.     Sent  post-paid 
to  any  address  for  $1  25. 

TICKNOR  &  FIELDS,  Publishers,  135  Washington  Street,  Boston. 
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VANITY    FAIK. 


A    CHOICE    COLLECTION 


Nearly  200  Pieces  for  $1.50. 

THE  HOME  CIRCLE,  a  volume  of  216 
pages,  containing  2o  Marches  and  Quick- 
steps, 47  Waltzes;  31  Polkas,  6  Schottisches, 
4  Redowas,  4  Mazurkas,  and  Polka  Mazur- 
kas, 2  Varsoviennes,  1  Gorlitza,  J  Galop- 
ades,  14  Cotillions  and  Quadrilles  and  44 
Dances,  Hornpipes,  &c,  arranged  for  the 
Piano-Forte — the  cheapest  and  best  collec- 
tion ever  issued.  Price,  plain,  $1.50  ;  Cloth, 
$2 ;  on  receipt  of  which  it  will  be  sent,  post- 
paid.     Published  by 

D1TSOJV  &  CO.,   BOSTON. 


Contain  no  Sulphur.  Have  no  unpleas- 
ant Smell  when  burning.  Are  the  Safest  to 
use.  As  cheap  as  Sulpur  Matches.  War- 
ranted to  stand  Heat  or  Damp  better  than 
any  other.  Patented.  Sold  everywhere. 
SOLiR  MATCH  CO.. 
101  and  103  BEEKMAN  St.,  N.  Y. 


JOSEPH  GILLOT'S 
STEEJL  PEWS, 

OF   THE    OLD    STANDARD    QUALITY 

For  sale  by  all  Stationers  throughout  the 
United  States,  and  to  the  Trade  at  the  man- 
ufacturer's warehouse, 

91  JOHN  STREET.  NEW  YORK. 
Henry  Owkx,  Agent. 


BOKER'S  BITTERS. 

THE  BEST  TO  vIC  AND  MEDICINE  In  all 
cases    of    complaints    connected    with   the 
stomach  or  the  nervous  system— 
THE   MOST  PLEASANT  CORDIAL  OF  ITS 

KIND 
and  since  more  than  thirty  years  acknowl- 
edged to  be 

THE  BEST  STOMACH  BITTERS   EVER  IN- 
TRODUCED. 

For  sale  by  Grocers  and  Druggists  gener- 
ally, and  with  a  liberal  discount  to  the  trade, 
by  the  Agent,  L.  FUNKE,  JR., 

60  Liberty  Street,  New  York. 


J.  H.  &  J,  W.    TTAYJLOR, 

DEALERS  IN 

WATCHES,     JEWELRY 


SILVERWARE, 

759  BROADWAY, 

Between  Eighth  and  Ninth  streets,  N.  Y. 

Particular  attention  paid  to   Watch   and 
Jewelry  Repairing. 

Watches  cleaned  and  warranted  by  expe- 
lenced  workmen    $1. 
JAMES  H.  TAYLOR. 

5  JAMES    N.   TAYLOR. 

I  Late  with  Tiftany  &  Co. 


GREAT    MUSICAL    BOX 
DEPOT.     M.  J.    PAlLLARD, 

Importer,  21  Maiden  Lane,  N.  Y.  Has  for 
sale  the  moat  extensive  assortment  in  the 
country,  at  prices  varying  at  Two  t<  T"wo 
Hundred  and  Fifty  Dollars,  each  playing  1. 
2,  3   4,  6,  8,  10,  12,  16  and  24  airs. 

BEAUTIFUL  TOY  BOXES  FOR  CHILDREN. 
B.KE3  TO  SUIT  ALL  AGS3  AMD  TASrE3. 
Call  and  examine  them  ! 

Fine  Gold  and  Silver   Watches  Cheap  for 
Cash: 

MUSICAL  BOXES  REPAIRED. 


Facts  f^1*  Soldiers. — 

Throughout  the  Indian  and  Crimean  Cam- 
paigns, the  only  medicines  which  proved 
themselves  able  to  cure  the  worst  cases  of 
Dysentery,  Scurvy  and  Fever,  were  HOL- 
LOWAY'S  PILLS  and  OINTMENT. 
Therefore,  let  every  Volunteer  see  that  he 
is  supplied  with  them.  Only  25  cents  per 
Pot  or  Box, 


Advertising  Bates  of  "Vanity  Fair- 
Title  Page,  50  cents  per  line,  occupying  1-3 

'he  space  across  the  page. 
Title  Page,  $1.50  per  line,  across  the  page 
Second  Pave,  25  cents,  wide  column. 
"        "      10  cents,  narrow  column. 


IMPROVED 

Gutta     Percha 

CEMENT 

ROOFING 

It  is  water-proof, 
and 

Costs  only   about 

one  -  third    as 

much    as 

Tin, 

AND     IS     TWICE 
AS    DURABLE. 


the 
•  CHEAPEST 
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ROUF1N 
FlBB  and  Water 
Proof.  Applied 
to  New  and  Old 
Roofs  of  all  kinds, 
and  sent  to  all 
parts  of  the  coun- 
th    lull   di- 
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.  fur  i 


Sender  a  Circulai 


JOHNS  &  CROSLEY, 

SOLE   MANUFACTURERS. 

78  "WILLIAM  ST., 

{COn.    LIBERTY  ST.), 

NEW    YOBK, 


GUTTAPERCHA 

CEMENT, 

FOR  preserving 
,new  and  repairing 
LEAKY  METAL 
ROOFS  of  every 
description ;     Will 

NOT  CRACK  IN  COLD 
OR  RUN  IN  WARM 
WEATHER. 

Agents  Wanted. 

1  crms  Cash  ! 


TOSaWS    &    CKOSLEY'S  AMERICAN    CEMEIVT  GLUE,  FOR 

J    CEMENTING  WOOD,    LEATHER,  GLASS,    IVORY,    CHLNA,     MARBLE, 

PORCELAIN,  ALABASTER,  BONE,  CORAL,  &c,  8><--.  the  only  article  of  the  kind  ever  produced 
which  will  withstand  water.     Liberal  terms  to  Wholesale  balers. 

PRICE   TWENTY  -  FIVE    CENTS. 

JOHNS  &  CROSLEY,  Sole  Manufacturers, 

Wholesale  Warehouse,  87  William  st.,  cor.  Liberty. 


Volume  XVII-1863- 

Established  by  A.  J.  Downing  in  1846. 

THE       HORTICULTURIST, 

And  Journal  of  Rural  Art  and  Rural  Taste. 

PETER  B.  MEAD 
and 

GEORGE  E.    WOODWARD, 

Editors  and  Proprietors,  New  York.  A  Monthly  Magazine  devoted  to  the  Orchard,  Vineyard, 
Garden  and  Nursery;  to  t'ulture  under  Glass ;  Landscape  Gardening,  Rural  Architecture,  and  the 
improvement  and  embellishment  of  City,  Suburban, and  Country  homes. 

The  new  Fruits  and  Flowers,  and  all  improvements  in  rural  art,  will  be  liberally  illustrated. 

TERMS. 

Annual  Subscription,  Two  Dollars;  Four  Copies,  Six  Dollars.  Bound  Volumes  for  I860  and 
1801,  and  Subscription  18d2,  Five  dollars.  Clubs  of  Six,  Nine  dollars  annually  in  advance,  and 
to  the  one  who  gets  it  up,  a  seventh  copy  will  be  sent  gratis,  as  many  years  as  the  club  is  maintain- 
ed.    Specimen  numbers  will  be  sent  free.  Address, 


MEAD  &  WOODWARD, 


37  Park  Row,  New  York  City. 


Editors    throughout    the    Country 

Who  have  received  this  paper  for  ONE  YEAR,  will  please  insert  the  following— NOTICE  AND 
TERMS— THREE  TIMES  in  their  advertising  columns,  and  send  marked  copies  of  the  papers  con- 
taining the  same  to  this  office.  The  paper  will  not  be  sent  to  such  as  do  not  comply  with  our  terms, 
as  our  exchange  list  is  an  unusually  large  one. 
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WE    OFFER    AS   A    PREMIUM    TO 

EVERY   THREE  DOLLAR  SUBSCRIBER   TO   VANITY   FAIR, 

A    COPY   OF 

ARTEMUS    -W-AJEfciD    HIS    BOOK, 

To  be  shortly  issued  by  CARLETON  Publisher,  of  this  city.     Price,  $1  00. 

We  will  send  any  other  ONE  DOLLAR  Publication  which  may  be  preferred. 
We  do  not  prepay  the  paper  to  Premium  Subscribers,  but  the 

BOOK   WILL   BE   SENT   POSTAGE  FREE. 

TERMS     OF    SUBSCRIPTION. 

TO     VANITY    FAIR. 

One  Copy  one  year Postage  unpaid $2  50 

"      '  "        and  "  Artemus  Ward  Letters, "        unpaid 3  00 

"  "        "  paid 3  00 

Two  Copies  one  year  (to  one  address) "  paid 5  00 

Five  Copies  one  year  (to  one  address) "        unpaid 10  00 

One  Copy  one  year  and  Worcester's  Ills  d  Q'rto  Dictionary       "         unpaid fi  00 

Three  Copies  one  year  and  Worcester's  Uls'd  Quarto  Dictionary 9  00 

BOUND    VOLUMES. 

Single  Volume Postage  paid $2  00 

Three  Volumes  and  copy  of  paper  one  year,  books  prepaid  only 7  00 

Four  Volumes  and  Copy  of  Paper,  one  year,  books  prepaid  only, g  qo 

Three  Volumes        "  "  "  (to  California)  books  prepaid  only 8  00 

Four  Volumes         "  "  "  "  "  "  9  00 

Remittances  must  be  made  in  Gold,  New  York  or  Eastern  Currency,  or  other  Currency  at  New 
York  par.     Seal  all  letters  securely,  and  address  plainly  to 

LOUIS  H.  STEPHENS,  Publisher  for  Proprietors, 

No  110  Nassau  street,  N.  Y, 


DOWN  WITH  THE  DUST ! 

BROWN'S  NEW  METALTC 
.,  WEATHER  STRIP,  Patented  February 
li-th,  1802,  effectually  excludes  heat  and  dust 
from  shrunken  doors  and  windows  of  every 
description. 

Send  orders  to  Metalic  Weather  Strip  Co., 
212  Broadway,  N.  Y. 


WORKING  FARMER  AND 
U.  S.  JOURNAL. 

The  Proprietors,  desirous  of  increasing  the 
Circulation  and  influence  of  their  Paper, 
now  commencing  its  Fourteenth  Volume, 
offer  the  following 

VERY   LIBERAL   INDUCEMENTS. 
y  remitting  One  Dollar  you  will  receive 
e  "  Working  Farmer  and   U.   S.  Jour- 
L,"  for  one  year,  and  in  addition  either  of 
e  Elegant  Steel  Plate  Engravings, 

'<  MERRY   MAKING   IN   THE 
OLDEN     TIME," 

a  spirited  English  Engraving  of  the  highest 
artistic  merit,  sheet  24  x  30  inches,  or  the 
beautiful  Engraving 

"SPARKING," 

from  the  celebrated  picture  of  F.  W.  Ed- 
monds, N.  A.  Each  Subscriber  must  remit 
nine  cents  in  postage  stampe,  for  postage  on 
Engraving,  which  will  be  sent  by  mail  in  a 
pasteboard  case. 

Any  one  sending  us  a  club  of 

Three  Subscribers,  and  enclosing  three 
dollars,  and  twenty-seven  cents  in  stamps 
for  postage  on  Engravings,  will  receive 
three  Engravings  for  the  Subscribers,  and  a 
Silver  Pencil  Case  and  Gold  Pen. 

A    PREMIUM   FOR    TEN    SUB- 
SCRIBERS, 

with  an  engraving  to  each, 

A    HANDSOME  MAHOGANY    STEREO- 
SCOPE 

with  twelve  beautiful  Stereoscopic  Views, 
which  with  the  Engraving  will  be  sent  by 
express 

Further  Inducements, 

Those  who  prefer  other  papers  to  the  pre- 
miums we  have  offered,  may  avail  them- 
selves of  the  following,  viz: 

We  will  furnish  any  of  the  TWO  DOL- 
LAR WEEKLIES,  ,and  the  WORKING 
FARMER  and  U.  S.  JOURNAL  for  the 
price  of  the  weekly  alone. 

We  will  furnish  any  of  the  MONTHLY 
MAGAZINES,  for  which  $3  or  more  is 
charged,  with  the  WORKING  FARMER 
and  U.  S.  JOURNAL,  for  less  than  the 
price  of  the  Magazine  alone. 

$2.00  will  pay  for  one  year's  subscription 
to  the  WORKING  FARMER  and  U.  S. 
JOURNAL,  and  either  of  the  following 
TWO   DOLLAR  Publications  : 

THE    METHODIST,  one  of 

the  be.st  Religious  Paper*  iu  the  country. 
The  N.  Y.  WEEKLY  TIMES, 
The  N.  Y.  Wp.EKLY  TRIBUNE, 
The  HOME  JOURNAL. 
PHILA.  SATURDAY  EV'G  POST, 
ARTHUR'S  HOME  MAGAZINE, 
N.  Y   WEEKLY  WORLD, 
NEW  YORK  LEDGER, 
NEW  YORK  MERCURY, 
PETERSON'S   LADIES  NATIONAL 

MAGAZINE, 
CHRISTIAN  INTEIJJGENCER, 
FORNEY'S  WAR  PRESS, 
N.  Y.  ARGUS. 

$2.50  will  pay  for  one  year's  subscription 
to    the    WOKKI  vW     FARMER   and    U.    S. 
JOURNAL  and   either  of    the     following 
THREE  DOLLAR  Publications  : 
HARPER'S  MAGAZINE. 
KNICKERBOCKER  MAGAZINE. 
$2.50  for  lor  HARPER'S  WEEKLY  and 
the  WORKING   FARMER  and  U.  S.  JOUR- 
NAL for  one  year. 

$2.75  will  pay  for  one  year's  subscrip- 
tion to  the  WORKING  FAKMER  and  U.  S. 
JOURNAL  and 

The  ATLANTIC  MONTHLY,  or 
GODEV-'c  LADY'S  BOOK. 

It  is  well  known  that  all  Magazines  and 
Weekly  Papers  are  obtained  at  very  low 
rates  by  News  Dealers  and  those  taking 
large  quantities,  which  accounts  for  our 
ability  to  furnish  them  on  the  terms  named 
named  above, 


American    Steel 
Pens. 

$  1 ,00  WILL  PAY  FOR  A 

gross  of  the  BEST   PENS   EVER  MADE, 
and  pay  the  Postage  to  your  Address. 
J.  P.  SNOW, 

335  Broadway,  New  York. 


MAY  17,  1862.] 


VANITY    FAIR. 


235 


A    QUARTER   OF    TWELVE. 


BY    LE    GENTILHOMME    BLASE. 


CHAPTER  I.— F.  F.  Vicissitudes. 

The  forces  of  the  Southern  Confederacy— so  called  because  a 
majority  of  them  were  forced  into  the  service -had  just  won 
another  glorious  victory  over  their  disinclination  to  retreat,  and 
were  rapidly  following  it  up,  propelled  by  the  National  Army. 
The  richest  and  hest'blood  of  the  South  was  profusely  running  for 
the  cause  to  which  it  was  devoted,  accompanied  by  those  notable 
possessors  in  whose  case  it  poured  in  vein. 

Seated  at  his  breakfast-table  in  the  city  of  Richmond,  with  his 
wife  for  a  vis-a-vis  at  a  board  that  might  well  have  groaned  for 
more  things  than  one,  and  his  daughter  at  his  right  hand,  was  Mr. 
Obdeth,  a  scion  of  one  of  those  Virginia  Families  very  properly 
designated  as  "First"  for  the  reason  that  no  other  Families  on 
earth  have  ever  felt  inclined  to  second  them  in  anything. 

Mr.  Ordeth  was  a  personage  of  fiery  and  chivalrous  visage,  from 
the  lower  circumference  of  which  depended  iron-grey  whiskers,  so 
similar  in  shape  to  the  caudal  appendage  of  a  mule,  that  one 
might  suppose  nature  to  have  intended  the  construction  of  an 
asinus  domesticus  when  first  she  commenced  to  mould  the  mortal 
material,  but,  having  inadvertently  planted  the  tail  at  the  wrong 
end,  was  satisfied  to  finish  him  off  as  a  man.  His  hair  was  too 
much  of  a  brush  in  its  own  character  to  agree  well  with  an  artifi- 
cial brush  in  the  objective  case  ;  he  wore  a  robe  de  chambre  richly 
illustrated  with  impossible  flowers  growing  on  improbable  soil — 
let  us  say  on  holey  ground  ;  his  nether  continuations  were  spotted 
here  and  there  with  diminutive  banners  of  broadcloth  secession, 
and  it  was  noticeable  as  he  stretched  his  feet  under  the  table  that 
his  slippers  had  once  done  duty  as  crochet  watch-cases. 

The  table  spread  for  the  morning  meal  was  peculiarly  Virginiatic, 
being  very  rich  in  plate  and  poor  in  provender  ;  for  hoe-cake  and 
fried  Carolina  potatoes  were  the  only  eatables  visible,  whilst  the 
usual  places  of  coffee-pot,  bread-plate  and  salt-cellar  were  supplied 
with  cards  inscribed:  "Coffee  $20  per  lb.,  in  consequence  of 
Blockade."— "  Flour  $24  per  bbl."— "  Salt  $25  per  lb."  If  any 
member  of  the  Family  felt  inclined  to  wish  for  any  of  these  last 
articles,  he,  or  she,  had  but  to  glance  at  the  card- substitutes  to 
lose  instantaneously  all  appetite  for  said  articles.  There  was 
philosophy  in  this  idea,  mon  ami. 

"Libby,"  said  Mr.  Obdeth,  addressing  his  daughter,  whose 
auburn  curls  and  pretty  face  were  none  the  less  attractive  because 
they  crowned  what  seemed  to  be  a  troubled  fountain  of  extremely 
loud  calico  with  a  dash  of  moonlight  on  top — "  Libby,"  said  he, 
"pass  me  the  morning  journal." 

The  morning  journal,  which  had  recently  augmented  its  value 
as  a  family  and  commercial  sheet  by  coming  out  on  superior  wrap- 
ping paper,  was  passed  to  her  father  by  Libby,  she  having  first 
satisfied  herself,  with  a  sigh  of  disappointment,  that  th«  list  of 
deaths  did  not  contain  the  name  of  a  single  one  of  her  friends. 

Woman,  mon  ami,  does  not  regard  death  as  you  and  I  do.  To 
her  it  is  a  sleep  in  which  the  slumberer  himself  becomes  a  dream 
for  the  rest  of  the  world  ;  and  its  announcement  is  to  her  the 
mere  evening  breeze,  that  softly  lifts  another  leaf  in  the  sacred 
Volume  of  Memory,  and  lets  the  starlight,  falling  through  a 
shower  of  teare,  rest  on  a  name  henceforth  to  live  immortal  in  the 
heart.  I  was  told  this  by  a  young  lady  who  wears  spectacles  and 
writes  for  the  Boston  press. 

As  Mr.  Obdeth  perused  the  latest  news  from  the  seat  of  war,  his 
bosom  heaved  to  such  an  extent  that  one  or  two  of  the  pins  con- 
fining the  front  of  his  dressing-gown  to  his  throat  gave  out. 
"Honoria,"  said  he,  addressing  his  quiet  little  wife,  who  was 
spasmodically  eating,  and  repairing  a  rent  in  her  dre6S  simultaneous- 
ly,— "  we  have  again  defeated  the  hordes  of  Lincoln,  and  I  think, 
my  dear,  that  we  had  better  get  ready  to  leave  Richmond.  The 
Enquirer  says  :  "  Yesterday  a  half  hundred  of  our  troops  were 
attacked  near  Fredericksburg  by  nearly  forty  thousand  Yankees, 
whom  they  compelled  to  retreat  after  them  toward  this  city.  We 
took  four  hundred  prisoners  who  will  be  demanded  of  the  enemy 
immediately,  and  all  of  our  men,  save  the  messenger  bringing  the 
news,  are  now  briskly  pushing  forward  in  the  direction  of  Fort 
Lafayette.'  You  see,  my  dear,  we  always  whip  them  inland. 
The  Yankees  gain  all  their  victories  on  the  water." 

Which  is  very  true,  mon  ami ;  for  it  is  as  much  a  fact  that  the 
national  troops  win  their  triumphs  on  pure  water,  as  it  is  that 
the  rebels  do  their  be6t  on  impure  whibkey. 

Mrs.  Obdeth  made  no  verbal  reply  to  her  husband's  exultations, 
but  assumed  that  simpering  expression  of  countenance  by  which 
ladies  are  accustomed  to  denote  their  amiable  willingness  to  swal- 
low without  question  whatever  the  speaker  may  say. 


"Providence  is  evidently  favorable  to  the  South,"  continued 
the  head  of  the  Family,  impressively,  "and  has  thus  far  treated 
us  in  a  gentlemanly  manner  ;  but  should  it  happen,  Honoria,  that 
the  Hessian  vandals  of  Lincoln  should  reach  this  city,  I  myself 
will  be  the  first  to  fire  all  I  hold  dear,  rather  than  let  it  fall  into 
the  hands  of  the  invader.  Yes!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Ordeth  with 
enthusiasm,  rising  from  his  chair  and  moving  excitedly  toward 
the  door  of  the  apartments,  — "  with  my  own  hands  would  I  apply 
the  torch  to  you  and  to  my  child." 

"0,  Victor!"  said  Mrs.  Ordeth,  with  tears  springing  to  her 
eyes,  "  I  reckon  you  would-" 

"  Aside  from  the  wrongs  of  the  South,"  continued  the  inspired 
Ordeth,  pushing  his  bowie-knife  a  little  further  round  behind  his 
back,  that  it  might  not  hurt  his  hip, — "  we  have  Family  losses  to 
avenge.  Only  yesterday,  my  uncle  was  struck  at  Yorktown  with 
a  shell  that  completely  tore  his  head  from  his  body." 

"  How  perfectly  absurd  !"  ejaculated  the  hitherto  silent  Libby. 

"  Why  it's  actually  ridiculous,"  said  Mrs.  Ordeth. 

And  so  it  was,  mon  ami.  The  sex  have  a  keen  perception  of  the 
ludicrous. 

"  How  I  wish  that  our  vigilants  had  caught  that  low-minded 
Abolition  whelp,  Peters,"  continued  the  Virginian,  grinding  his 
teeth  :  "  but  he  disappeared  so  suddenly  that  day,  that  I  was 
entirely  bewildered.  To  think  that  the  hound — my  cousin's  son 
as  he  is — should  dare  to  demand  payment  of  a  bill  from  a  Southern 
gentleman  !  He  will  find  congenial  souls  among  Lincoln's  hordes, 
I  reckon." 

The  speaker  evidently  recognized  the  fact  that  a  man  with  a 
bill  to  collect  would  derive  very  little  benefit  from  Southern 
hoards,  at  any  rate. 

A  close  observer  might  have  noticed  that  Miss  Libby's  cheeks 
betrayed  the  faintest  tint  of  virgin  wine  at  this  last  speech  of  her 
father's  ;  but  as  it  is  not  my  business  to  inquire  the  wine  where- 
fore of  everything,  mon  ami,  I  shall  say  no  more  about  that  at 
present. 

While  speaking,  the  paternal  Ordeth  had  placed  his  hand  un- 
consciously as  it  were  on  the  knob  of  the  door  ;  and  now,  with  a 
sudden  movement,  he  opened  the  door.  Or  rather,  he  simply 
turned  the  knob  ;  for  the  door  fairly  forced  itself  open  against 
him,  and  there  unexpectedly  tumbled  half  way  into  the  room  a 
somewhat  venerable  person  from  Afric's  sunny  fountains.  From 
the  manner  in  which  this  colored  person  fell  across  the  sill,  it  was 
evident  that  he  had  been  upon  his  knees  the  instant  before. 

The  ladies  uttered  little  shrieks  and  then  went  on  with  their 
hoe-cake  ;  but  Mr.  Ordeth  viewed  the  intruder  with  a  glance  of 
suspicion. 

"  Jocko,  you  black  reskel!"  said  he,  in  a  suppressed  manner, 
"  what  are  you  doing  here  ?" 

The  oppressed  African,  who,  like  most  slaves  was  pious,  rose  to 
his  feet  with  touching  humility,  and  said  he  : 

"  Ise  watchin',  Mars'i,  for  de  Angel  of  de  Lor'1" 

"Oh,"  returned  the  haughty  Virginian,  scorning  to  show  how 
deeply  be  was  affected,"  you're  watchin'  for  that,  are  yon  ?" 

"  Yes,  Mars'r,"  said  the  attached  slave  ;  "  and  I  hab  pray  dat  my 
good  Mars'r  may  gib  up  drinkin'  and  be  one  ob  de  good  angels 
too.     Oh,  Mars'r  Ordeth,  I  hab  wrastle  much  for  you  in  prayer." 

I  know  not  how  that  slaveholder's  heart  was  affected  by  this 
beautiful  instance  of  his  humble  bondman's  devotion  ;  but  I  do 
know,  mon  ami,  that  he  reached  forth  his  right  hand,  seized  the 
chattel  by  the  collar,  and  was  heard  to  carry  on  a  blasphemous 
conversation  with  him  for  the  space  of  fifteen  minutes  thereafter, 
in  the  hall. 


CHAPTER  II. — "  Robert,  Robert  toi  que  j'aime." 

In  a  room  directly  over  the  one  last  mentioned — a  room  whose 
only  furniture  was  a  rude  bedstead,  a  looking-glass  with  a  writing- 
table  under  it  and  a  gas-bracket  extending  half  way  across  it,  and 
a  lounge  extemporized  from  three  tea-boxes  and  a  quilt — stood  Mr. 
Bob  Peters,  aged  twenty-three,  a  bachelor  and  a  fellow  man.  The 
time  was  just  twenty-four  hours  after  the  scene  depicted  in  my 
first  chapter,  and  as  the  rays  of  the  sunny  Southern  sun  poured 
through  a  window  upon  the  figure  of  Mr.  Bob  Peters,  they  revealed 
an  individual  who  was  evidently  unable,  just  then,  to  make  a  raise 
himself. 

Robert  was  a  tall,  smooth-faced,  good-natured-looking  youth, 
wearing  a  coat  that  buttoned  up  to  his  veiy  chin  and  was  painfully 
shiney  at  its  various  angles,  corners,  and  button-holes  ;  a  pair  of  in- 
expressibles very  roomy  and  equally  glossy  about  the  knees  ;  a 
brace  of  carpet  slippers,  and  (although  indoors)  a  hat  in  a  "  Marie 
Stuart"  condition.  That  is  to  say,  the  style  of  hat  worn  thus  inap- 
propriately by  Mr.  Bob  Peters,  corresponded  to  a  fashion  in  vcgue 
with  the  ladies  not  long  ago,  when  the  latter  imagined  that  a  Ion- 
net  very  much  mashed  down  in  front  caused  each  and  all  of  tbem 
to  present  a  touching  and  life-like  resemblance  to  the  unfortunate 
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Musieo-Ornithologioal. 

The  sagacious  gentleman  who  does  the 
musical  criticism  of  The  World,  profoundly 
observes  of  a  new  Polka :  "  After  hearing 
Kellogg  sing  it,  a  person  will  never  care  to 
hear  a  thrush,  let  its  notes  be  ever  so  sil- 
very; and  after  listening  to  Patti's  effort, 
the  nightingale's  song  will  seem  almost 
harsh  and  inimelodious.''  To  which  sensible 
remarks  we  have  only  to  add,  that  after 
hearing  Our  Boy  whistle  it,  nobody  would 
give  two  cents  to  hear  Gottschalk  smash 
three  grand  pianos  ;  and  after  hearing  A 
Young  Lady  of  Our  Acquaintance  play  it, 
nobody  would  give  more  than  six  and  a 
quarter  cents  to  hear  the  Seventh  Symphony. 
There's  criticism  for  you  ! 


A  Big  Thing  on  the  Carpet. 
The  following  heading  to  an  item  appeared 
lately  in  the  Herald  : 

"  Another  Pedestrian  Keat  on  the  Tapis— Walk  from 
Washington  to  Boston  in  Eight  Days  " 

Now  does  any  one  pretend  to  say  that 
some  one  is  going  to  walk  from  Washington 
to  Boston  on  a  carpet?  The  "  feat  is  on  the 
tapis"  says  the  Herald  man,  and  we,  as 
guardians  of  the  public  credulity,  demand 
a  satisfactory  explanation  as  to  what  the 
Pedestrian  means  to  do. 


DISHEARTENING  FOR  THE    MILITARY   GENTLEMEN. 
Boy.—'1  0,  looii  a  heke,   Toiiiir ! — IIsre's  a  couple  o'  p'leecemb.si  Bttf  AND  TOOK  UP 

A  LOT  0'  SOGERS  !'' 


WANTED.— 100,000  neat  and 

commodious  ditches,  spacious  and  well  aired, 
as  dying  places  for  high  chivalric  Confeder- 
ates. Within  a  few  minutes  walk  of  the 
Depot  preferred. 

Appply  to 

JEFF.  DAVIS. 

Somewhere  in  the  neighborhood  of  Richmond,  Va. 


Queen  of  Scots.  In  fact,  this  bonnet  did  really  give  them  just 
about  such  a  frightened  look  as  they  might  be  supposed  to  wear 
should  some  modern  Elizabeth  Tudor  ordered  them  all  to  instant 
execution. 

Adding  to  the  consideration  of  Mr.  Bob  Peters's  severely  strait- 
ened costume  the  fact  that  he  was  smoking  an  incredibly  cheap 
segar,  it  is  reasonable  to  infer  that  he  was  rather  hard-up  when 
awake,  and  not  much  troubled  with  soft  down  when  asleep. 

Viewing  Mr.  Bob  Peters  financially  and  judging  him  by  a  golden 
rule,  one  could  see  about  him  considerable  that  was  due  unto 
others,  as  each  of  the  others  was  likely  to  be  dun  unto  him. 

"  Bless  my  soul !"  soliloquized  Mr.  Bob  Peters,  hastily  turn- 
ing from  a  long  and  profound  contemplation  of  himself  in  the 
mirror  and  commencing  to  pace  noiselessly  up  and  down  the  room, 
'•  here's  misery  !  shut  up  in  a  garret  of  one  of  the  First  Families, 
with  a  chap  thirsting  for  my  blood  at  the  head  of  the  domestic 
circle  down  stairs,  and  the  whole  Confederacy  ready  to  bolt  me 
without  salt — which  is  very  dear  here  just  now  Here's  a  sit- 
uation for  an  unmarried  man!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Bob  Peters,  in- 
tanely  tearing  his  "  Marie  Stuart"  from  his  head  and  bitterly 
crunching  it  in  his  hand—"  confined  here  a  prisoner  by  the  young 
woman  of  my  affections  to  save  my  life  from  her  own  father's 
sanguinary  designs,  Upon  my  soul !"  groaned  Mr.  Bob  Peters, 
drearily  slapping  his  left  leg"  it  is  enough  to  make  me  take  to 
drinking,  and  I—" 

"  Dear  Bob  !" 

Were  you  ever  awakened  from  a  horrid  nightmare  dream  of 
capital  punishment  and  sudden  death,  mm  ami,  by  the  soft  per- 
suasive voice  of  woman  calling  you  to  a  breakfast  of  etherial  rolls 
and  new-born  eggs  ?  If  so,  you  can  understand  the  feelings  of  Mr. 
Peters  when  these  fond  words  roused  him  from  his  terrible 
reverie. 

He  spun  blithely  round  on  his  dexter  heel,  absorbed  the  faithful 
Libb?  to  his  manly  breast,  and  incontinently  kissed  for  his  lips  a 
coating  of  lustrous  bandoline  from  the  head  of  the  fashionable 
maiden. 

"Oh  bliss  !"  ejaculated  Mr.  Bob  Peter?,  standing  on  one  foot  by 
way  of  intensifying  the  sensation,  "my  angel  visits  me  in  my 
dungeon,  as  angels  visited  other  good  meu  in  the  scriptures." 


"Oh   Bob,  how  you  do  smell  of  smoke!"    said  the    devoted 

LtBBY. 

"And  thanks  to  your  thoughtfulness  for  the  regalias  which 
have  so  lightened  my  lonely  hours,  since  the  day  when  you 
brought  me  up  to  this  room  and  then  told  a  virtuous  and  unsus- 
pecting police  that  I  hid  fled  in  the  direction  of  the  aurora  borea- 
lis.  By  the  way  L'bby,"  said  Mr.  Bob  Peters,  thoughtfully,  "  my 
segar-lighters  are  all  out,  and  if  you  could  mike  me  a  few  more  out 
of  the  rest  of  those  Confederate  Treasury  Notes—" 

"  I  will,  I  will,''  responded  Miss  Ordei'h,  lifting  first  one  white 
shoulder  and  then  the  other,  as  though  she  would  thereby  work 
down  her  wa'st  more  firmly  into  the  belt  formed  by  Mr.  PErsRs's 
right  arm  !  "  but  now,  deir  Bob,  we  must  think  of  how  you  are 
to  be  got  safely  away  from  this  house  and  out  of  the  city.  If  my 
pa  should  find  out  that  you  had  been  here  all  this  time,  when  he 
thought  you  were  running  for  dear  life,  he  would— I  really 
believe"  said  Miss  Libbst  OaDEra,  with  increasing  eyes,  "tint  he 
would  actually  apply  the  torch  to  me  without  waiting  for  the 
Yarakees !" 

Mr.  Bob  Peters  shuddered  and  turned  pile,  barely  saving  him- 
self from  fainting  by  clasping  his  companion  more  tightly  and 
leaning  heavily  against  her  lips. 

The  infatuated  girl  did  u;)t  see  the  face  peering  in  through  the 
half  open  door  behind  her,  as  she  continued: — 

"  Quzrler-past    Twelve  is  the  hour,  Bob,   though  I  can't  say  on 
what  night  it  shall  bj,  yet.     You  must  be  all  ready  to  start  on  any 
night,  and  in  the  meantime  our  meetings  are,  if  pjssible, 
To  Be  Continued. 


Singular  Phenomenon. 


We  have  the  authority  of  a  highly  intelligent,  respectable  gen- 
tleman who  accompanied  the  French  Minister  on  his  visit  to  York- 
town,  for  stating  that,  such  was  the  immense  quantity  of  powder 
thrown  into  the  river  by  the  rebels,  previous  to  their  evacuation 
of  that  place,  that  several  gentlemen  of  the  party,  while  bathing 
in  it,  were  arrested  by  our  soldiers  as  vagrant  contrabin  Is,  and 
had  some  difficulty  in  disembarrassing  themselves  of  the  black 
charge  and  establishing  their  identity. 
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JEFF.     DAVIS    AS    A  HUMORIST. 

SCHOOL     com- 
panions    Of     JeFF. 
Davis— now    that 
he  has  nearly  got 
all  the  slack  out  of 
his    rope — are   be- 
ginning to  rake  to- 
gether their  little 
reminiscences      of 
him  as  a  boy  ;  and 
particularly     -with 
reference     to     the 
time  when,  in  the 
character  of  a  West 
Pointer,  he  had  not 
yet  branded   him- 
i  self  with   the   op- 
s' probiium    now  at- 
|  taching  to  him  as  a 
£ o  ithern  Blood- 
hound.     One  tells 
us  what  a  capital 
mimic    Jeff,   was, 
under    the    classic 
shades    of    West 
Point  birches. 
This  is  surprising 
to  us,  as  we  should 
have  thought  that 
birch    must    have 
been  a  scarce  arti- 
cle    of    timber 
wherever  Jeff,  got 
his  schooling.     He 
used    to    imitate 
beasts,  we  are  told, 
and    with  great 
success,  combining 
with  Protean  facil- 
ity the  roar  of  the 
lion  with  the  bray 
of  the  jackass.     He  does  it  still.     His  power  of  producing   fac- 
similes of  the  sounds  emitted  by  inanimate  objects  was  also  very 
remarkable.     There   is   a  tradition  at  West  Point  of  his  having 
spun  six  pounds  of  flax  into  thread  by  his  forcible  delineation  of  a 
spinning-wheel  ;  a   trick   which   he   does   not   seem  to  have  for- 
gotten, if  we  are  to  judge  by  the  pertinacity  with  which  be  is  now 
occupied   in   weavii  g   the  rope   from    which   he  is  ultimately  to 
dangle.    His  imitation  of  a  buck-saw  was  so  perfect,  that  all  the 
saw-bucks  for  many  miles  around  would  come  toddling  in  as  fast 
as  their    wooden  legs  would  carry  them,  and  were  immediately 
confiscated  by  him  as  contrabands  of  war.     Doesn't  he  "whistle 
in  the  timber"  yet,  when,  with  his  iron  ram  at  his  heels,  he  bids 
his  wooden   ships  keep  within  the  bounds  of  the  fold?     Another 
tells  us  about  Jeff,   as  a  raconteur,  at  West  Point— a  retailer  of 
Western  tales  and  delineator  of   vVestern  character.     There  was 
one  story  in  which  he  was  immense,  one  character  :  so  immense, 
indeed,  that,  as  our  informant  states,  he  would  nightly  have  been 
calhd  out  between  the  curtain  and  the  footlights  on  account  of  it, 
only  there  was  no  curtain  and  about  the  same  number  of  foot- 
lights.    It  was  but  the  rusty  old  tale  of  the  lion  and  the  old 
woman,  and  how  the  latter — who  called  herself  a  Lion  Queen,  per- 
haps— used  to  put  her  head  into  the  creature's  mouth  to  create  a 
sensation  in  the  family  circle,  while  it  was  her  old  man's  business 
to  call  out  to  her  when  the  noble  animal  began  to  wag  his  tail,  the 
sure  sign  that  be  wasn't  going  to  stand  any  more  nonsense.     Jeff. 
is  said  to  have  been  very  good  just  at  the  point  where  the  old  man 
must  have   been   made  a  disconsolate  widower  had  he  not  spoken 
at  the   critical   moment.     How  the   boy  Jeff,   was  father  of  the 
man ! — Davis  the  Cadet  sire  of  Davis  the  Confederate  !     And 
yet,  to  whittle  things  to  a  filler  point,  we  should  lather  say  that 
the  boy  was  father  to  the  old  woman  ;  for  Jefferi-on  Davis,  like 
the  Lion  Queen  of  the  rusty  old   story,  has  got   his  head   into  a 
pretty  tight  old  place — as  he  will  know  when  it  shuts   down  upon 
him,  with  nobody  by  to  tell  him  when  the  tail  wags 


Sixes  and  Sevens. 


The  Richmond  Dispatch  says  :  "Six  Yankees  and  Seven  Domestic 
Traitors  arrived  in  this  city  yesteiday  ;•'  and  our  Mathematical 
Professor  proposes  the  following  Problem  :  "If  the  Rebels  capture 
Seven  of  their  own  men,  to  Six  of  ours,  when  they  have  captured 
all  their  own  men,  how  many  will  they  have  lelt  to  fight  ours?" 
Handle  Slates  !     Shoulder  Pencils  !     Cypher  ! 


JONATHAN    ON    MEAN    MEN. 

We  live  an'  l'arn,  they  say  ; — I  never  knew 

I'll  lately,  wat  an  all -fired  pesky  crew 

0'  mean  men  Uncle  Sam  bed  sprinkled  raound 

'Mongst  folks  that  everybody  s' posed  wooz  saound. 

A-leavin'  all  the  Rebels  a6ut  o'  the  scene, 
(An'  goodness  knows,  they're  mostly  wus'n  mean  !) 
Jest  p'int  your  spy-glass  almost  any  wers — 
You'll  bring  up  forty  o'  the  sneakin'  curs. 

There's  the  Contractors,  chucklin'  to  theirselves, 
With  not  a  rotton  remnant  on  their  shelves  : 
They've  sold  aout  clean,  an'  sold  the  Government ; 
An'  naouw  they'll  swear  they  hain't  laid  up  a  cent- 
Rut  wat's  a  lie  to  them  ? — 'F  you  want  to  make 
A  little  clean  cash,  'thout  nary  risk,  jest  take 
An'  help  'em  to  another  losin'  thing  : 
Your  little  per  cent.  '11  keep  you  like  a  king  ! 

Ry  mighty  !  w'en  a  man  '11  take  V  skin 
His  bleedin'  pertector,  wbere's  your  other  sin 
That  holds  a  candle  to  't  ?    Tain't  Judas's, — 
Resides,  you  know,  he  got  his  pay  for  his 

I  know  one  so't  o'  cuss  that  o't  to  choke, 
W'en  the  contractin'  so't  git  their  necks  broke  : 
Him  that's  so  tickled  w'en  we  git  a  blow, 
Recuz  he'd  prophesied  'twould  turn  aout  so  ! 

No  matter  wat's  the  loss — loss  go  to  grass  ! 
"  I  know'd  it !"  says  the  stony-hearted  ass 
An'  ef  he's  ever  said,  "  The  Union's  gone !" 
Then  he's  for  givin'  totker  dog  the  bone. 

W'en  these  two  kinds  git  well  saiirved  aout,  I  hope 

The  hangman  won't  refuse  a  mite  o'  rope 

For  them  air  peddlin',  speckilatiu'  fry 

That  runs  the  price  o'  needful  things  so  high. 

A  two-cent  raise,  on  truck  from  furrin  shores, 
Gits  to  be  twenty,  in  their  one-hoss  stores  ; 
An'  w'en  you  say  thei'  ain't  that  difference  made, 
They  ruther  guess  you  dunno  much  'baout  trade. 

The  cuss  that  specs  in  man's  necessities, 
An'  makes  big  profits,  in  sicb  times  as  these, 
An'  hes  to  lie  in  poor  men's  daoubtiu.'  faces 
To  help  him  abut,  is  wuss  'n  t'other  cases. 

The  cap-sheaf,  though,  of  mean  Americans, 
Is  the  bio  win'  Congrissman,  that  goes  an'  stan'6 
Afore  the  wisdom  o'  this  mighty  nation, 
Forgittin'  all  abaout  his  lofty  station, 

An'  wut  he's  paid  for  doin', — an'  jest  yaws, 
Withaout  one  mite  o'  honor  in  his  cause  : 
Playin'  the  bully,  every  naouw  an'  then  ; 
Praisin'  hisself  ;  abusia'  better  men  ; 

Givin'  the  same  old  plunderin'  scheme  a  boost 
That  people  hoped  last  year  'ad  gone  to  roost  : — 
An'  here's  his  masters,  waitin'  for  the  cuss, 
Hopin'  he'll  stop,  bime-by,  an'  'tend  to  us  ! 

A  pooty  sight,  for  averige  decent  folks, 

That  can't  deb  nothin'  but  fret:  that's  haouw  it  chokes  ! 

Ry  next  election,  everybody  knows, 

'Twon't  make  no  odds  to  him,  w'at  cold  wind  blows. 

P'i'aps  not.     Rut  w'en  we've  finished  up  this  war, 
We  sha'n't  be  jest  like  wut  we  wooz  afore. 
One  thing  I'm  sart'in  on,  that  vva'n't  so  then, 
We  shaa'n't  be  quite  so  easy  on  mean  men. 


Newspaper    Grammar. 


We  have  endured  it  as  long  as  possible.  We  shall  endure  it  no 
longer.  The  Tribune  began  it  by  saying  "  Albermanic,"  and  now 
the  World,  not  to  be  outdone  in  barbarism,  has  added  to  the  wealth 
of  Reporters'  English  the  hideous  abomination,  "  Cuuncilmanic  '' 
Ry  and  by,  we  shall  be  saying  of  some  hero,  that  his  conduct  was 
"  Manic" — of  some  heroine,  that  her  behaviour  was  "  Womanic  " 
— of  some  Mose,  that  he  demeaned  himself  "  Fieemanioally," 
and  of  A  22,  that  his  course  was  "  Unpolicbmanical  "  Why  not 
say  of  the  World  that  it  is  "  Wouldic  "  and  "  Enojiirerish,"  and 
of  the  Tribune,  that  it  is  "  Tribunous."  The  schoolmaster  evi- 
dently has  not  returned  from  his  travels.     He  is  still  abroad. 
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UNCOMPLIMENTARY,   IN  A  LITERAL  SENSE. 

Toy  Vender. — "  Here  you  are,  mum  !" 


A  Sweeping  Penalty. 

In  a  letter  from  Charleston,  recently  found 
on  board  a  prize,  occurs  the  following  start- 
ling passage  :  «'  Living  is  enormously  high 
corn-brooms  cost  $14  a  dozen  I" 

Straitened  for  food  as  we  know  the  Rebels 
to  be,  we  had  no  idea  they  were  reduced  to 
broom-fodder.  That  corn-whisky,  however, 
has  long  been  the  staff  of  chivalric  life', 
may  probably  explain  the  Southern  power  of 
drawing  sustenance,  in  some  mysterious 
manner,  from  corn-whisks.  We  should  like 
to  know  whether  the  broom  is  picked  "  when 
the  bloom  is  on  the  rye,''  and  whether  the 
'new  brooms  make  the  cleanest  sweep"  of 
the  Rebel  market,  and— constitution. 


How  Does  He  Know  ? 

In  a  fugitive  jingle  called  the  "  Destined 
Wife,"  credited  to  Mr.  Coventry  Patmore, 
we  discover  the  following  stunning  state- 
ment : 

' '  In  all  things  better  than  desire, 
His  merits  in  her  presence  grow, 

To  match  the  promise  in  her  eyes, 
And  roun<?  her  happy  footsteps  blow 

The  authentic  airs  of  Paradise." 

Through  what  Medium  did  Mr.  C.  P.  get 
his  whiff  of  Celestial  breezes  ? 


Capping  the  Climax. 

Jenks  says,  that  though  he  feared  Senator 
Sumner  would  at  length  darken  his  mental 
vision  by  exercising  it  so  violently  upon  the 
Colored  questions  of  the  time,  he  was  not 
prepared  to  read,  in  the  Report  of  the  Con- 
gressional Proceedings,  that  the  unfortunate 
Senator  from  Massachusetts  had  already 
gone  Stark  mad. 


NON     COMPOS    MENTIS. 
"Mad,  Mad,  Mad!" 

The  disasters  which  have  lately  befallen  the  Confederate  Arms 
and  legs,  are  said  to  have  so  affected  Mr.  Beauregard  that  his 
friends  entertain  serious  fears  concerning  his  mind. 

These  apprehensioas,  we  are  grieved  to  learn,  are  not  entirely 
without  grounds,  for,  ever  since  the  battle  at  Pittsburg  Landing, 
Mr.  Beauregard  has  been  very  flighty. 

Oar  esteemed  friend  Mr.  John  B.  Magruder  late  of  Yorktown, 
appears  to  be  laboring  under  a  similar  draw-back. 

A  desire  for  a  constant  change  of  scene  and  climate,  is  a  prom- 
inent feature  of  his  monomania. 

A  few  sniffs  of  fresh  salt  air  (say,  one  or  two  per  diem  for  the 
next  ten  years,)  taken  on  the  parapet  of  Fort  Warren,  would  suit 
John  B.  Maoruder's  complaint. 

The  insanity  of  this  delirious  hero  manifests  itself  most  gro- 
tesquely. 

Finding  it  altogether  too  hot  for  him  at  Yorktown,  now  that 
McClellan  and  the  warm  weather  are  coming  on,  he  immediately 
takes  up  his  residence  farther  down  South  ! 

He  is  evidently  insane  on  the  subject  of  Geography. 

Mons.  Beauregard  ditto. 

The  cases  of  both  these  gentlemen — we  do  not  now  allude  to 
those  elegant  metallic  caskets  which,  likely  enough,  are  being  pre- 
pared for  them — excite  the  deepest  commiseration  in  this  com- 
munity. 

We  understand  that  Mr.  George  Christy  proposes  to  give  a 
matinie  at  Richmond  for  their  benefit,  on  the  Fourth  of  July  next. 

By  that  time  respectable  colored  "  pussuns"  will  have  become 
so  scarce  iD  those  precincts,  that  anything  in  the  shape  of  a  darkey 
will  be  refreshingly  novel. 

Mr.  Barnum  has  been  induced  to  exhibit  his  "Happy  Family" 
on  this  occasion. 

In  the  meanwhile,  the  observant  student  of  human  nature 
laboring  under  difficulties,  will  find  food  for  philosophic  reflec- 
tion in  watching  the  convoluted  movements  of  our  eccentric 
friends,  Mons.  Beauregard  and  John  B.  Magruder. 


AMERICAN    INSTITUTE     FARMER'S    CLUB. 
(As  Reported  for  the  Tribune.) 

Barn  Yard.  Solon  Robinson  said  he  had  been  applied  to  by  a 
correspondent  in  Oregon,  who  wanted  to  know  if  pitch-forks  w  ere 
superior  to  shovels  in  cleaning  barn-yards.  His  own  opinion  was, 
that  if  you  had  no  shovel  you  should  use  a  pitch-fork  ;  but  he  had 
used  both  alternately,  with  good  success. 

Rotation  Crops.  Solon  Robinson  said  he  had  received  a  letter 
from  Minnesota,  asking  if  tomatoes  rotated  best  with  turnips  or 
cauliflowers.  He  had  always  rotated  to  suit  himself,  and  should 
continue  to  do  so. 

Agricultural  Implements.  Solon  Robinson  said  that  he  had  a 
letter  from  California,  enquiring  as  to  the  merits  of  Sharp  Cutter 
&  Co's  Patent  Back- Action  Reaper.  He  had  seen  better  reapers, 
and  then,  again,  he  had  seen  worse. 

Herds.  Solon  Robinson  said  he  had  been  asked  if  Long-Horns 
were  a  proper  breed  for  Long-Island.  He  had  seen  very  long 
horns  taken  there  by  farmers,  who  seemed  satisfied  with  their 
purchases. 

Sheep.  Solon  Robinson  said  he  had  received  a  letter  from 
Aroostook,  enquiring  if  turnips  for  sheep  should  be  sliced.  That 
would  depend  upon  the  size  of  the  turnips. 

Dressings.  Solon  Robinson  said  he  thought  there  was  alto- 
gether too  much  talk  about  carbon  in  dressings.  What  you  want 
is  a  plenty  of  hydrogen,  nitrogen,  oxygen,  sulphur  and  phos- 
phorus .  Then  throw  in  your  carbon,  and  the  vegetable  fibrine 
will  develope.  For  potatoes  he  should  never  use  more  than  one 
per  cent,  of  phosphorus — say  three  papers  of  friction  matches  to  a 
hill — unless  there  was  a  great  deal  of  felspar  in  the  soil.  Pro- 
toxide of  iron  was  all  gammon,  except  in  stiff  clay  soil.  So  were 
alkaline  salts.    You  must  rely  on  your  ammonia. 

Adjournment.     Solon  Robinson  moved  that  the  Club  do  now 

adjourn.    Adjourned. 

♦ 

Dramatic. 
By  Our  Own  Irishman. 
And  isn't  she  a  darlint,   that  pretty  wan  at  the  theayter  ?    But 
why  do  they  call  her  Bate  Man  !  enure  it's  the  wimmen  she  bates 
intirely. 


V^INTITY   FAIE. 
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"  I  SHALL  PUSH  THE  ENEMY  TO  THE  WALL. 
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(General  McCkllan's  Dispatch  of  Ath  May.) 
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SYMPATHY  FOR  THE  EUROPEAN  POWERS. 

HERE  is  a  great  deal 
of  affliction,  just  now, 
in  the  large  "  Powers" 
family  of  Europe,  who 
have  been  brought  to 
meditate  upon  the 
mutability  of  human 
affairs  by  that  little 
one  of  the  Monitor 
and  Merrimac.  In 
England,  all  the 
science  of  engineer- 
ing and  artillery 
practice  is  daily  dis- 
played upon  fresh 
plates,  like  veal  kid- 
neys in  a  restaurant 
window.  Five-inch 
plates,  and  Warrior- 
plates,  and  all  sorts 
of  plates  as  yet  in- 
vented, are  in  such 
demand  for  experi- 
menting on  that  the 
Queen's  horses  have 
been  instructed  to 
give  up  wearing  iron 
shoes,  and  the  poor 
creatures  are  to  go 
shod  with  silver  to  their  early  graves— for  what  horse  could  sur- 
vive such  an  insult  ?  The  shoes  are  to  be  taken  to  Shoeburyness, 
and  forged  into  plates  for  the  Artillery  Mei-s  they  are  making  of 
it,  there,  with  their  new  Armstrong  gun.  Lord  Palmerpton  has 
given  up,  for  a  similar  purpose,  the  iron  bedstead  upon  which  he 
has  reposed  for  so  many  years ;  and  it  is  confidently  expected  that 
Earl  Russell  will  issue  instructions  to  his  butler  to  fork  over  all 
the  iron  ladles  and  spoons  and  things  used  in  the  servant's  hall, 
and  deliver  them  to  the  proper  authorities  for  conversion  into 
plates.  So  absorbing,  indeed,  is  the  "  plate"  question  in  England, 
that  a  Member  of  Parliament  actually  enquired  in  the  House, 
whether  the  Queen's  Plates  to  be  run  for  at  Newmarket  and  other 
race-courses  during  the  present  year,  are  not  of  iron,  and  if  so, 
whether  they  should  not  be  withdrawn  for  the  use  of  Armstrong's 
gun.  In  fact,  if  England's  goose  were  on  the  point  of  being 
cooked  at  this  moment,  and  all  her  prospects  dished,  she  could  not 
make  a  greater  ro  n  about  plates  than  she  is  now  kicking  up. 

Nor  is  France  less  affected  by  the  Monitor  shock.  Into  her  soul, 
also,  has  the  iron  entered,  deeply.  The  Moniteur  is  mad  with 
Ericsson,  for  pirating  its  name,  and  sneers  at  the  idea  of  his  tower 
being  a  tour  de  force.  Vincennes  is  now  the  Shoeburyness  of 
France,  and  Louis  Napoleon  has  established  an  American  bowling 
alley  there,  in  which  he  occupies  himself  several  hours  every  day, 
rolling  red-hot  32  lb.  shot  against  various  thicknesses  of  iron 
plates.  This  will  effect  American  society  in  a  way  but  little  con- 
templated by  belle  and  swell.  We  shall  have  no  Alexandre  kid 
gloves  the  ensuing  summer  :  Jouvin  will  be  equally  off  our  hands. 
And  the  reason  of  this  is  that  both  of  these  renowned  manufac- 
turers have  been  retained  to  furnish  gloves  exclusively  for  the  use 
of  the  Emperor,  who  wears  out  4000  pairs  a  week  in  the  pursuit 
just  referred  to.  A  separation  is  now  openly  spoken  of  between 
him  and  the  Empress,  on  account  of  a  bitter  mot  attributed  to  the 
latter,  who  is  reported  to  have  remarked  to  him  that  she  hoped  he 
would  not  burn  his  fingers  with  his  experiments. 

An  Act  of  Parliament  has  lately  been  passed  in  England,  pro- 
viding that  Pig  iron  shall  be  denominated  Ham  iron,  for  the  future. 


-0 


OUR    WAR    CORRESPONDENCE. 
Letter  from  McArone. 

Near  Yorktown,  May  14th. 
My  Dear  Vanity  :--  This  morning,  as  I  stood  before  Yorktown, 
taking  a  horn  and  an  observation,  I  was  joined  in  both  by  General 
McClellan.     He  held  the  last  number  of  Vanity  Fair  in  his  hand, 
and  pointed  jocosely  to  my  letter  therein. 

"  Why  ought  you  to  be  swamped  and  bust  up  at  once  ?"  asked 
he. 

"  Why,  indeed  ?"  asked  I. 

"  Because,"  asked  he,  "  aren't  you  a  Merry  Mac?" 
I  immediately  presented  him  with  a  fine  old  gin-cocktail,  vintage 
of  '776,  and  made  him  a  Chevalier  of  the  Legion  of  Honor. 

There  was  an  assault,  last  night  and  battery.     It  was  committed 


by  a  detachment  of  the  Louisiana  Riff-Raffs,  upon  a  regiment  of 
Vermonters.  The  rowdies  were  arrested,  and  as  there  are  numer- 
ous witnesses  of  the  assault,  they  will  undoubtedly  be  made  to 
suffer  to  the  full  extent  of  the  law.  These  disorderly  and  ruffianly 
attacks  are  becoming  disgracefully  common  in  this  region  ;  and 
when  the  grand  action  takes  place,  I  fear  that  a  uiau's  life  will 
hardly  be  safe.  The  Rebels  in  Yorktown  are  nearly  as  bad  as  the 
Abolitionists  in  Congress. 

Our  few  Abolition  officers  in  the  Army  here,  however,  are  of  the 
greatest  service.  They  entertain  most  hospitably  anything  in  the 
shape  and  color  of  Contrabands,  and  their  camps  are  always  open 
to  the  inspection  of  any  big  nigger  that  thirsts  for  rum,  liberty,  or 
information.  A  slight  difficulty  is  presented  in  the  fact  that  most 
of  these  Contrabands  are  servants  of  officers  in  the  Rebel  service, 
sent  over  by  their  masters  to  learn  what  they  can  of  our  forces, 
position  etc.,  and  as  soon  as  our  kind  Abolition  friends  send  them 
off  "  toward  the  North  Star,"  they  quietly  return  to  the  enemy's 
lines  and  tell  all  they  have  learned. 

Still,  how  much  better  it  is  to  have  an  intelligent  foe  in  front  of 
you  ;  who  knows  all  about  your  movements  and  strength.  The 
old  plan,  of  keeping  your  enemy  in  ignorance,  is  fast  dying  out, 
under  the  discipline  of  these  warm-hearted  colonels  who  love  the 
Nigger  and  the  Union,  six  of  one  and  half  a  dozen  of  the  other. 

Better  yet ;  when  not  engaged  in  furnishing  information  to  the 
niggers,  the  Abolition  officers  are  kind  enough  to  enliven  the 
Army  with  the  most  humorous  and  side-splitting  anecdotes.  They 
circulated  a  funny  story,  you  will  remember,  a  few  weeks  ago,  to 
the  effect  that  one  of  our  best  and  most  temperate  generals  was  so 
drunk  as  to  fall  from  his  horse.  Those  who  know  General  Smith 
could  but  see  the  magnitude  of  the  joke  ;  but  I  regret  to  say  that 
many  persons  who  did  not  know  him  actually  gave  credence  to  the 
story,  and  the  result  was  a  serious  temporary  injury  to  the  reputa- 
tion of  a  most  worthy  officer. 

It  seems  that  some  people  still  believe  what  Abolitionists 

say ! ... . 

The  fools  are  not  all  dead  yet  ! 

Barring  these  little  inconveniences,  I  prize  my  nigger- worshippers 

highly.     They  are  playful  and  blood-thirsty  at  once,  and so 

far  as  the  enemy  is  concerned perfectly  harmless. 

Send  me  on  some  more.  Get  me  the  cut-throat  editor  of  the 
Tribune,  and,  if  you  can,  the  man  who  does  the  sneaking  para- 
graphs about  McClellan,  in  the  Earning  Post.  They  won't  fight, 
I  know,  but  they  will  make  splendid  examples  for  my  soldiers  to 
avoid. 

As  I  write,  heavy  cannonading  is  Going  On 

Heavy  cannon  are  evidently  Going  Off. . . . 

I  must  go  off,  too,  and  see  what  it  means. 

Later.— I  have  taken  Yorktown 

Yorktown  is  Ours  ! 

The  Rebel  papers  said  that  Yorktown  would  be  a  Bitter  Pill  for 
me. . . . 

Nevertheless,  it  is  a  pill  I  have  taken. 

At  present  I  am  quite  sober 

Now  the  town  is  taken,  however,  I  intend  to  go  on  the  biggest 
kind  of  a  Rantamscoot. 

The  Rebels  have  been  trenching  on  my  ground.  Now,  my 
ground  covers  their  trenches. 

I  shall  re-christen  this  city,  in  compliment  to  your  metropolis, 
I  shall  call  it  New  York-Town.  Probably,  I  may'have  it  painted 
up  nice,  and  give  it  to  President  Lincoln.  He  is  really  a  most 
deserving  young  man.  Very  promising.  I  predict  a  noble  future 
for  him.  It  gives  me  pleasure  to  speak  well  of  such  a  man.  I 
would  endorse  for  him.     And  that  is  saying  a  deal. 

I  am  dry. 

Word  has  just  been  sent  me  to  go  at  once  to  Williamsburg. 
That  is  on  the  Chickahominy,  and  is  sometimes  called  the  East 
District  of  Brooklyn. 

I  go.  It  may  be  four  years,  or  it  may  be  forever.  If  I  am 
wounded,  I  shall  lean  upon  my  Staff. 

Like  crustaceous  insects,  the  Rebels  continue  to  Cast  their  Shells. 

Victory  shall  now  be  truly  mine,  but  I  am 


Truly  yours, 


MoArone. 


Why    Not? 

We  notice  a  meeting,  last  week,  of  "  The  Society  for  Ameliorating 
the  Condition  of  the  Jews" — but  why  don't  we  have  a  "  Society 
for  Ameliorating  the  Condition  of  the  Jewed?"  That  is  the  ques- 
tion which  "  One  Who  Buys  His  Clothes  in  Chatham  Street,"  asks 
us  to  propound. 
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THE  EEBEL  CAPITOL  ON  THE  MOVE. 


Contributors  to  Barnum's  Dog  Shovr- 

The  SeDior  Editor  of  the  Herald  sends  a 
rough  Scotch  Terrier,  answering  to  the  name 
of  "Fib." 

Mr.  Horace  Greeley  contributes  a  black 
African  Poodle,  named  "  Sambo." 

The  Editors  of  the  Religious  Papers  have 
clubbed  together,  and  send  a  number  of 
Prayery  Dogs. 

Mr.  John  B.  Gough  contributes  a  Cold 
Water  Dog. 

Mr.  Hackley,  Street  Contractor,  sends  a 
Dirty  Dog. 

The  Aldermen  and  Common  Council  have 
not  yet  decided  which  of  their  number  to 
send. 

Mr.  Lester  Wallack  sends  a  Good-look- 
ing Dog. 

-    The  Editor  of  the  Evening  Post  exhibits  a 
Pug. 

Judge  BARNARDgoes  himself,  to  look  after 
the  newspaper  "  vermin." 


Intelligence :  for  Practical  Builders  Only. 
We  learn  that  the  pious  and  highly  re- 
spectable "  Freedman's  Relief  Association" 
are  "putting  up  a  great  number  of  build- 
ings" at  Port  Royal.  Now  what  a  thunder- 
ing lot  ef  Canting  Dogs  they  must  use,  hey? 


TO    YOUNG   GENTLEMEN    WHO   ABE  PREPARING  FOR 
COMMENCEMENT    DAY. 

Vanity  Fair,  as  the  Conservator  of  Sound  Learning  and  Pro- 
moter of  Classical  Acquirements  in  America,  remembers  that  the 
Commencement  Days  are  drawing  nigh  ;  and  with  its  usual  benevo- 
lence, it  is  desirous  of  giving  an  impetus  to  potent  but  puzzled 
Seniors,  in  search  of  a  subject  for  Oration,  Dissertation,  Essay  or 
Conference.  We  beg  permission  to  subjoin  the  following  list  of 
topics,  which  we  have  carefully  compiled,  after  an  attendance  upon 
more  Commencements  than  we  shall  ever  be  fools  enough  to  attend 
again.  Any  A.  B.  about  To  Be,  will  see  the  propriety  of  selecting 
one  of  these  Thrilling  Themes,  most  of  which  are  silly  enough  to 
pass  muster  with  the  silliest  Professor  of  Rhetoric. 

I.  For  a  Classical  Oration.  Epaminondas  and  Thucydides  in 
their  relations  to  the  Punic  War,  as  compared  with  Harmodius  and 
Aristoqiton. 

II.  For  a  Historical  Oration.  The  Battle  of  Marathon,  and 
how  Miltiades  felt  after  he  was  Through  With  It. 

III.  For  a  Philosophical  Oration.  The  Stuck-Eichen-Dummer- 
Junger-Kleinbocker  of  Immanuel  Kant  in  its  influence  upon  Walt. 
Whitman. 

IV.  For  a  Mathematical  Oration.  The  Calculus  of  Army- 
Contracts  as  involving  an  Unknown  Quantity  of  Profit. 

V.  For  a  Scientific  Oration.  The  Velocity  of  Propulsion  as 
affected  by  a  Series  of  Chromatic  Glasses. 

VI.  For  a  Philological  Oration.  English  Grammar  and  the 
Messages  of  President  Lincoln. 

VII.  For  an  Agricultural  Oration.  Phalon's  Anti-Dandruff 
as  a  Top-Dressing. 

VIII.  For  a  Poem.    The  Loves  of  the  Editors. 

IX.  For  a  Critical  Oration.  The  superiority  of  Vanity  Fair 
to  Aristophanes. 

X.  For  a  Surgical  Oration.  The  Influence  of  Brudder  Bones 
upon  the  Nerves  of  Cachinnation. 

XI.  For  an  Antiquarian  Oration.  The  Age  of  the  Editor  of 
the  Herald. 

XII.  For  a  Medical  Oration.  The  Use  of  Hemp  in  Rebellious 
and  Stiff  Necked  Cases. 

&c,  &c,  &c,  &c,  &c,  «fec,  &c,  &c,  &c,  &c,  &c,  &c. 
9°8  We  have  500,000  other  subjects  all  as  good  as  the  above. 
Charge  per  Subject,  One  Shilling  ;  and  no  Stamps  or  Confederate 
Money  received. 


Comfortable  though  Conqueied. 

The  Petersburg  (Va.)  Express  wants  to  see  an  Invasion  of  the 
North  so  that  "  while  the  Yankees  are  taking  our  cities,  we  will 
be  sweeping  theirs."  Speaking  only  for  New  York,  we  can  say 
that  if  the  Rebels  succeed  in  sweeping  it,  they  will  do  more  than 
any  contractor  has  yet  been  able  to  do,  and  will  be  entitled  to  the 
thanks  of  a  defeated  but  no  longer  dirty  community. 


OUR    BOOK     REVIEW. 

The  Rebellion  Record  :     Part  XVI.     New  York. 


G.  P.  Putnam. 


Prefixed  to  this  number  of  the  Record,  we  have  a  portrait  of 
Captain  Wilkes,  U.  S.  N.,  and  one  of  Lieut.  Greble,  of  the  army, 
both  very  well  executed  steel  engravings.  The  Companion  to  the 
Rebellion  Record,  also  published  by  Mr.  Putnam,  is  embellished 
with  excellent  portraits  of  the  Hon.  Chas.  Sumner  and  the  Hon. 
Joseph  Holt. 

Agnes  of  Sorrento :  By  Mrs.  H.  B.  Stowe.  Boston:  Ticknor  and 
Fields. 
A  story  of  sunny — and  daughtery — Italy,  already  made  popular 
to  a  large  reading  public  in  the  pages  of  the  Atlantic  Monthly. 
The  volume  is  very  elegantly  brought  out  by  Messrs.  Ticknor 
and  Fields. 

The  Pearl  of  Orr's  Island  :  By  Mrs.  H.  B.  Stowe.  Boston  :  Tick- 
nor and  Fields. 
Yankee  life  and  character  are  here  depicted  with  that  graphic, 
homely  force  which  has  brought  so  much  grist  to  the  mill  of 
Mrs.  H.  B.  Stowe.  We  refrain  from  an  obvious  but  brilliant  pun, 
springing  from  the  word  "stowage."  The  book  is  an  exact  pen- 
dant to  the  above-mentioned  one  by  the  same  authoress. 

Pen  trail  of  General  Burnside  :  H.  A.  Brown  :  35  Winter  Street : 
Boston. 
This  beautifully  executed  steel  engraving  is  uniform  in  size  and 
style  with  those  of  General  McClellan  and  Governor  Sprague, 
already  issued  by  the  same  publisher.  It  is  engraved  in  line  and 
stipple — which  latter  words  remind  us  that  a  capital  quip  might 
be  made  by  any  person  reckless  enough  to  do  it,  by  saying  that 
although  Gen.  Burnside  belongs  to  the  line,  he  is  not  likely  to 
Stipple-ate  with  the  enemy  unless  on  terms  favorable  to  himself 
and  the  Federal  Government. 


Another  Richmond  in  the  Field. 

The  London  Correspondent  of  the  Philadelphia  Press  says  that 
"  The  Life  of  the  late  Duke  of  Richmond,"  a  book  just  published, 
is  full  of  "  racy  anecdotes"  of  leading  men. 

Considering  that  the  late  Duke  of  Richmond  was  the  owner  of 
Goodwood  Park,  we  are  not  surprised  to  hear  that  there  are  a  good 
many  Racy  anecdotes  to  be  found  in  his  biography. 


BARNARD'S    VINDICTIVE 
VERMIN    POWDER, 

Disgusts  all  respectable  persons.  It  kills  and  exterminates  Editors,  Reporters, 
and  other  insects,  but  is  nourishing  to  inhuman  beings  and  the  lower  animals 
generally.  Look  out  for  spurious  imitations.  None  is  genuine  without  the 
signature  of  G.  G.  BARNARD. 

Barnard's  Powder  worse  nor  fifty  cats  is  : 
Reporters  from  it  runs,  it  gives  'em  ratses. 
A  regular  sell  everywhere.    Depot  in  the  Supreme  Court. 
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THE    FLIGHT    OF    THE    CHIEFS. 

A    I  TORY    OF    YORKTOWN. 


ONG  within  the  citadel, 
Swearing  as   they  did  in 
Flanders, 
Saying — "  this  is  very  well," 
Sat  and   talked   the  grim 
commanders  : 
"No  erratic  shot  nor  shell, 
Fraught    with    ruin,    this 
way  wanders  ?" 


But    beyond    the    leaguered 
walls — 
Ever    drawing    nigh    and 
nigher — 
Came  the  mortars,  with  the 
balls, 

Came  the  cannon,  breath- 
ing fire, 
Came  the  murderous  hail  that  falls 
With  a  red-hot-iron  ire. 


Said  the  rebel  chieftains  three,— 
That  is,  Johnson,  Lee,  and  Davis— 

"  Thus  with  Southrons  to  make  free, 
Very  badiy  to  behave  is ! 

Let  us"  therefore  quickly  see  _ 

Which  the  way  our  skin  to  save  is  !" 


Quoth  the  stalwart  Johnson  then— 
"  Clear  it  is  as  muddy  water, 

If  we  wait  those  armed  men 

There  will  ceitainly  be  slaughter. 

I'm  a  worthy  citizen, 
And  I  say  we  hadn't  orter." 


Quoth  the  noble  Davis—"  Hear ! 

What  a  mine  of  wisdom  this  is  1 
Doth  he  not  indeed  appear 

Sapient  as  the  old  Ulysses  ? 
Lo,  a  heart  unknown  to  fear  ! 

Lo,  a  fire  that  never  misses  1" 

VI. 

Up  then  spoke  the  doughty  Lee — 
"  'Tis  the  way,  if  you'll  but  take  it. 

Emulate  the  busy  bee, 
And  a  busy  bee-line  make  it ; 

And  instanter,  for  you  see, 

As  to  Yorktown,  they  will  rake  it." 


"  Cowards  !  is  it  thus  ye  say  !" 

So  in  wrath  roared  old  MaGRItder — 

"  Will  ye  tamely  run  away 
Fiom  the  blasted,  damned  intruder! 

This,  with  very  fearful  bray, 
This  he  said,  and  more,  and  ruder. 


Then  the  three,  in  calm  disdain, 
Each  upon  the  other  winking, 

Sighed,  and  said,  "  It's  very  plain 
Old  Magruder  has  been  drinking. 

He  will  sing  another  strain 

When  he's  sobered  back  to  thinking 


So  the  valiant  chieftains  all — 

Valiant  chiefly  where  the  slave  is — 

Seeing  that  the  cannon  ball 

Rougher  is  than  song  of  mavis, 

Left  the  rampart,  ditch,  and  wall — 
Lee — Magruder— Johnson— Davis  ! 


"BETWEEN    YOU    AND    ME    AND    THE    POST.'' 

Meeting  the  Lightning  Calculator  in  the  street,  a  day  or  two 
since,  we  asked  bim  to  what  extent  our  income  would  be  reduced, 
supposing  we  were  obliged  to  buy  the  Evening  Post,  at  three  cents 
a  number,  six  times  a  week.  He  immediately  answered,  "eighteen 
pence,"  a  result  so  startling  to  us  that,  for  a  moment,  we  saw 
nothing  but  mendicancy  in  our  dim  prospective.  Rallying  after  a 
while,  however,  we  persuaded  ourselves  that  it  might  have  been 
worse.  It  might  have  been  a  tax  of  twenty-one  pence  a  week  upon 
our  pocket,  had  it  been  so  ordained  that  the  Evening  Post  should 
be  published  upon  Sunday,  as  well  as  upon  the  work-days  of  the 
week.     This  we  are  spared.     Gaudeamus. 

We  love  the  Post.  It  has  long  been  a  weakness  of  ours  to  adore 
the  Post,  and  to  exchange  with  it ;  and  we  should  like  to  have  the 
larrupping  of  the  sloppy  puler  who  said  that  he  never  saw  the  Post 
but  once,  and  then  at  a  great  distance,  and  that  he  thought  it  was 
a  Pump.  We  looked  for  our  usual  exchange  Post,  last  Tuesday 
evening  ;  but,  although  the  shades  of  night  came  punctually  with 
their  usual  promptitude  and  dispatch,  the  Post  didn't  come  at  all. 
Morning  dawned  upon  our  haggard  and  wilted  form,  as  we  contin- 
ued to  howl  perseveringly  for  our  exchange  Post :  and  then,lo  !  wal- 
lowing in  the  wake  of  beautiful  morn,  like  a  dirt-barge  in  tow  of 
some  cygnet-like  walker  of  the  waters,  dawned  upon  us  the  homely 
truth  that  the  Post  had  cut  off  its  exchange  !  Was  it  for  this  that  we 
revived  airy  memories  of  the  aquatic  poetry  of  the  Post  ?  Was  it 
for  this  that  we  employed  a  yoke  of  our  strongest  artists  to  draw 
one  duck,  for  the  purpose  of  illustrating  the  aquatic  poetry  of  the 
Post!  May  we  enquire  whether  it  could  possibly  have  been  for 
this  that  we  reserved  all  our  punkiest  little  squibs,  and  crackers, 
and  bomb-bombs,  and  500  lb.  comical  shells  for  the  Post,  when  it 
used  to  dip  its  finger  in  its  own  duck-puddle,  and  smear  unseemly 
blotches  with  it  on  the  clean  record  of  General  McClellan  ?  Was  it  ? 
Ho !  clothier  man  of  the  Rue  Chatham,  fetch  sack-cloth  and 
cloth  yard-shaft,  and  measure  us  mournfully  for  a  suit  of  woe! 
Ho  !  ash-box  emptier  of  the  Plazi  Tompkins,  bring  embers  for  the 
top-dressing  of  our  dishevelled  head  !  Ho  !  Porphyrogenitus, 
page  who  trimmest  our  sanctuary  lamp,  and  pourest  the  coal-black 
wine  of  wit  (sold  at  five  cents  the  small  bottle,  retail  price)  into 
the  lordly  standish  that  towereth  upon  our  desk,  gently  slop- 
ing to  the  West — ho,  there  !  cut  off  your  buttons  and  button-holes, 
and  wear  your  tight  roundabout  jacket  wrong-side  out  for  thirty 
days  and  a  span.  Ho  !  fair  young  type-setters,  who  featly  turn 
these  words  into  metal  and  mystic  "sticks,"  don't  go  off  into  fits 
and  wrong  founts  of  type  when  you  learn  that  the  Evening  Post  de- 
clines exchanging  any  further  compliments  with  Vanity  Fair. 
Don't  do  it,  now — mind  you  don't ! 

There  ! — we  feel  better  now,  thank  yon. 
How  are  you,  Evening  Post  ? 


To  -whom  it  may  Concern. 


Foundlings,  unlike  dumplings,  are  sometimes  hard  nuts  to 
crack.  We  picked  up  in  an  omnibus,  a  day  or  two  since,  a  docu- 
ment bearing  prima  facie  evidence  of  its  being  intended  for  the 
London  Morning  Herald.  It  contains  an  elaborate  description  of  a 
shirt  of  mail  just  completed  for  President  Lincoln,  with  a  con- 
densed report  ot  a  pun  made  by  that  gentleman  upon  the  garment 
in  question,  in  connection  with  the  word  Link.  The  writer  states 
that  President  Lincoln  inaugurated  his  new  shirt  by  putting  it  on 
in  secret  caucus,  and  causing  all  his  cabinet  ministers  to  discharge 
navy  revolvers  at  him  across  a  table.  The  bruised  and  flattened 
bullets  fell  into  singular  forms.  A  dozen  of  them  representing  a 
perfect  miniature  tea  service  have  been  preserved,  and  are  lo  be 
sent  as  a  present  to  the  infantile  heir  of  the  Emperor  of  the 
French.  The  document  further  states  that  arrangements  have 
been  made  by  the  President  for  testing  himself,  with  his  new  shirt 
on,  against  Parrot  guns,  short  range. 

Should  the  above  mentioned  document  happen  to  be  the  prop- 
erty of  Manhattan,  the  New  York  correspondent  of  the  London 
Herald,  tbat  voracious,  if  not  veracious  writer  can  obtain  it  at  the 
office  of  Vanity  Fair,  on  proving  property  and  paying  charges. 


(Advertisement ) 


INFORMATION  WANTED.— Of  a  M;ijor-General,  calling  himself 
John  C.  Fbemont.  When  Inst,  heard  from,  he  was  appointed 
to  the  Mountain  Department.  This  was  many  weeks  ago,  and 
since  then,  although  several  of  his  subordinates  have  rendered  a 
good  account  of  them.-elves,  no  news,  good,  bad,  or  indifferent, 
has  been  received  of  John.  Fearing  that  he  has  been  foully 
dealt  with,  or  that  he  has  been  dealing  foully  with  somebody,  the 
undersigned  will  gladly  receive  any  information  that  may  be 
addressed  to  Uncle  Sam. 
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Shakespeare— Very  Shaky. 

Fitz  Boozey,  rather  the  worse  for  brandy 
straight  and  the  legitimate  drama,  insists 
that  the  ease  with  which  the  French  Ambas- 
sador was  "done"  by  Davis  &  Co.,  on  his 
recent  visit  to  the  Rebel  Capital,  has  been 
distinctly  (?)  foretold  by  Shakkspearb,  in  the 
well-known  lines  (with  Fitz  B.'s  new  read- 
ing): 

"  The  quality  of  Mbrcihr  is  not  strained, 
But  droppeth  in  a  gentile  'do'   from — 
Richmond ! 


Carmonization  of  the  President. 

We  are  told  that  Captain  Rodman  is  forg- 
ing a  "  pocket  piece"  for  the  President,  which 
is  described  as  "carrying  a  3000  lb.  ball, 
having  a  range  of  seven  miles,  and  a  diam- 
eter of  30  inches." 

With  reference  to  the  above  we  are  ena- 
bled to  state,  by  aathority,  that  the  Presi- 
dent's tailor  has  received  orders  to  rig  out 
the  President's  pantaloons,  for  the  future, 
with  G»nny  Bags  instead  of  pockets. 


SECESSION    COLORS. 
Rebd  Officer. — "  Hallo,  tou,  Sir  !  where  did  you  get  all  that  dirt  ?'' 
Rebel  Soldier. — "  Dyed  in  the  last  Ditch,  Cawing, — Fast  colors  !" 


Destitution  at  the  South. 

The  Tribune  gives  an  eafcract  from  a  let- 
ter written  by  a  lady  at  Charleston,  ia 
which,  after  asking  the  touching  question 
"  What  do  you  think  of  calico  §1  per 
yard?*'  she  screams  "  Do  tell  me  what  the 
fashions  are?  '■'  This,indeed.  to  alter  slightly 
a  frequently  quoted  line,  may  be  described 


The  ruling  passion  strong  in  the  last  ditch. 


GONE    IN. 

"  See  how  they  run  !" — Madam  Goose. 


Poor  Jeff  Davis 
His  low  grave  is 

Made  beneath  a  paw-paw  tree  : 
He  is  laid  out, 
He  is  played  out 

On  the  land  and  on  the  sea  I 


Write  Hie  Jacet 
For  that  gay  set, 

Johnson,  Beauregard,  and  Lee 
They  are  fled,  too, 
They  are  dead,  too, 

On  the  land  and  on  the  sea  ! 


0,  hereafter 

Food  for  laughter 
Will  John  B.  Magruder  be  ! 

He  did  run,  too, 

Fired  no  gun,  too  ! 
So — it'c  semper  Chivalry  ! 

A  Bad  Bird. 

Count  Chain,  the  swindler,  who,  by  forged  letters,  obtained  credit 
for  a  large  amount  of  champagne  at  the  New- York  Hotel,  and  an 
appointment  upon  Fremont's  Staff,  has  absconded.  The  necks  of 
most  Cranes  are  long  enough,  naturally  ;  but  in  the  case  of  this 
specimen,  a  little  artificial  stretching  would  not  shock  the  ingenuous 
mind. 


A  Pair  of  'Em. 
When  Yorktown  wag  captured  only  one  person  was  found  there, 
and  he  was  a  Black   Man,  while  Col.  Black  of  Ours,  was  the  first 
to  enter.     This  rencontre  of  Black  and  Black,  must  have  been 
something  like  Greek  meeting  Greek . 


BUNCOMBE. 

Will  anybody  be  so  kind  as  to  tell  us  what  General  Buncombe, 

or  Colonel  Buncombe has  done ?    Has  he  "done  the  State  some 

service  ?"  Has  he  ever  won  a  battle  ?  Has  he,  in  a  word,  proved 
himself  a  soldier  in  any  sense,  further  than  the  wearing  of  a  uni- 
form goes  ? 

There  are  many  colonels,  and  captains,  and  lieutenants,  not  to 
mention  the  majors,  adjutants,  etc.,  who  have  scars  to  show, 
gained  in  noble  and  self-forgetful  daring  before  Donelson,  and 
Newbern,  and  Pittsburg.  Shall  they  linger  in  their  present  rank, 
while  a  drill-sergeant  civilian  steps  in  over  their  heads  ? 

It  strikes  Vanity  Fair  that  there  are  already  a  very  satisfactory 
number  of  Brigadier-Generals  in  our  Army.  There  is  little  suffer- 
ing, if  any.  for  want  of  them ;  and  before  we  make  cinning 
lawyers  and  politicians  commanders  of  brigades,  let  us  think 
for  a  moment  about  the  generous  and  valiant  young  fellows 
who  have  already  earned  something  above  their  pay,  and  let  out 
their  good  life-blood  in  defense  of  the  Union. 

Political  Capital  has  been  the  bane  of  our  country.  It  was  in 
no  small  degree  the  cause  of  the  present  vast  but  hopeless  Rebel- 
lion. It  has  destroyed  more  than  one  Republic  heretofore,  and  we 
most  solemnly  call  upon  our  law-givers  to  avoid  it,  hereafter,  as 
they  would  avoid  any  other  form  of  palpable  treason.  The  manu- 
facture of  brigadiers  out  of  smug  lawyers  is,  we  hope,  at  an  end. 
The  only  incentive  to  any  further  exercise  in  that  direction,  is  this 
same  old  serpent  of  Political  Capital.  Buncombe  has  been  before  the 
public  quite  conspicuously  enough,  one  way  or  another,  and  it  be- 
hooves our  Congress  to  give  him  a  resting-spell. 

If  we  must  have  more  brigadiers,  let  them  be  chosen  from 
among  the  "  hunkey  boys"  who  came  down  from  Illinois,  to  turn 
the  purple  tide  of  battle  on  that  dreadful  Monday  at  Pittsburg. 


Interesting    to    Smokers- 

"  Pray,  Revered  Sir,"  enquired  our  Youthful  Contributor,  of  our 
Private  Diogenes,  "  how  did  you  color  that  peerless  pipe  of  yours  ?' ' 

"By  toiling  for  it,  Sir,"  was  the  stern  reply,  "as  John  Jacob 
Astor  toiled  for  his  millions." 

The  Infant  wilted,  and  immediately  gave  away  his  whole  stock 
of  Fiolet  French  Pipes  and  Jabac  a  Fumer,  thus  indicating  his  final 
etirement  from  the  Smoking  World. 


Published  by  Locia  H. Stephens,  for  the  Proprietors,  at  116  Nassau  street,  N   Y. 


THE    FIFTH     EDITION     IS    NOW     READY     OF 
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A  STORY  OF  THE  COAST  OF  MAINE.         BY  MRS.  HARRTET  BEECHER  STO^E.         I  Volume,  12mo.,  $1  25. 
This  admirable  story  of  New-England  life  is  pronounced  the  best  work  of  fiction  which  has  emanated  from  the  psn  of  the  popular  author 
of  "  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin."     Its  sale  is  remarkably  rapid,  a  Fifth  Edition  having  been  reached  in  one  week  after  publication.     Sent  post-paid 
to  any  address  for  $1  25. 
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ARTEMUS  WARD  AS  A  POPULAR  LECTURER. 

(From  a   Portrait   in   the  possession  of  Vanity  Fair.) 


V.AJNTTY    F^lIR, 


DR.  BRIGGS, 
The  Chiropodist, 

is  a  wonderful  operator.  His  method  of 
treating  Corns,  Bunions,  Bad  Nails,  Frosted 
and  Blistered  Feet,  &c,  is  perfection  itself. 
Suffer  no  longer  from  those  terrible  evils. 
Submit  their  treatment  to  the  science  and 
skill  of  Dr.  J.  Briggs,  at  212  Broadway,  op- 
posite St.  Paul's  Church,  New-York.  Dr. 
Briggs's  CORN  AND  BUNION  ALLEVIA- 
TOR is  working  wonders  in  the  same  line. 
25  and  50  cents,  and  $1  per  box.  Sent  by 
mail  on  receipt  of  price  and  six  cents.  Sold 
by  druggists  generally. 


STATIONERY. 

D,    APPLE  TON   &  CO. 
443  and  445  Broadway, 

Have  adied  to  their  Book  Business  a 
STATIONERY  DEPARTMENT,  in  which 
will  be  included  Letter,  Note  and  Fools-Cap 
Papers,  Envelopes,  Gold,  Steel  and  Quill 
Pens,  Blank  Books,  Knives,  Backgammon 
Boards,  Chess  Men,  Inkstands,  Inks,  Sand, 
Wafers,  Paper  Weights,  and  all  the  articles 
in  the  long  Catalogue  embraced  under  the 
general  head  of  Stationery. 


"  A  story  of  strange   and  fascinating  pow" 
er." — [London  Examiner.] 

PASJIi   F£BtROL, 

BY     LADY     CLIVE, 

Author  of  .-Why  Paul  Ferroll   Killed   his 

Wife." 

An   edition   of   this    '-rather   remarkable 

novel"   having    been  exhausted   some  time 

A  NEW  EDITION, 
in  cheaper  form,  is  now  published  (from  the 
fifth  English  edition)  to  meet  the  renewed 
demand  created  by  the  appearance  of  the 
same  author's  book,  "Why  Paul  Ferroll 
Killed  his  Wife  " 

READY    SATURDAY     MAY    17th. 

12mo.,  cloth $1  00 

"        paper  covers 50cents. 

W.   J.   WIDDLETON, 

(Successor  to  Redfield.) 

Publisher,  N.  Y. 


GLORIOUS 
PARSON    BROWNLOW. 

The  new  Card  Portraits  of  PARSON 
BROWNLOW,  for  which  he  sat  in  Cincin- 
nati expressly  for 

E.  ANTHONY, 
No.  501  Broadway,  New  Yorl; 
are  now  ready  for  sale, 

Twenty-five  cents  in  stamps  will  bring  the 
Parson  by  return  mail.     Also, 

COMMODORE  FARRAGUT, 
CAPT.  DAVIS, 
(iEN.  HANCOCK, 
And  all  the  heroes  of  the  day. 
Catalogue  sent  on  receipt  of  stamp. 
Photographic  Albums  in  great  variety,  and 
of  superior  workmanship  and  durability. 

BOKER'S  BITTERS. 

THE  BEST  TO^JIC  AND  MEDICINE  In  all 
cases    of    complaints    connected    with    the 
stomach  or  the  nervous  system— 
THE   MOST  PLEASANT  CORDIAL  OF  ITS 

KIND 
and  since  more  than  thirty  years  acknowl- 
edged to  be 

THE  BEST  STOMACH  BITTERS   EVER  IN- 
TRODUCED. 
For  sale  by  Grocers  and  Druggists  gener- 
ally, and  with  a  liberal  discount  to  the  trade, 
by  the  Agent,  L.  FUNKE,  JR., 

HO  Liberty  Street,  New  York. 

"W&3  Assefi'8.  if.  boldly. 

— There  are  no  other  Medicines  so  reliable, 
effectual  and  convenient  as  HOLLOWAY'S 
PILLS  &  OINTMENT,  always  ready  for 
use.  They  are  invaluable  to  the  Soldier 
exposed  to  Wounds,  Sores  Fevers  and 
Bowel  Complaints.  They  never  fail-  Only 
25  cts.  per  Box  or  Pot. 
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Advertising  Rates  of  Vanity  Fair. 
Title  Page,  50  cents  per  line,  occupying  1-3 

he  space    across  the  page. 
Title  Page,  $1.50  per  line,  across  the  page 
Second  Paae,  25  cents,  wide  column. 
"        "      10-cents,  narrow  column. 


T  AT 


-ATTEISTTIOlSr  : 


^l  voice  from  yoi&:kto~w:in"! 


Read  the  following  brief  note  received  this  morning  from  one  of 
our  brave  soldiers  now  before  Yorktown  : 

Camp  Winfield  Scott,  near  Yorktown. 
THOMAS  IIOLLOWAY,  Esq., 

SO  MAIDEN  liAiVE, 

May  1st,  1862 
Sir, 

As  there  are  none  of  "Hollo-way's  Pills"  for  sale  hereabouts,  I  enclose  an  order,  for  which 
please  send  me  the  amount  in  your  very  valuable  Pills  without  delay.  If  there  is  any  postage  or  ex- 
pressage  please  deduct  it,  and  oblige  Yours  truly,  in  haste, 

T.  HANLEY,  Adjt., 

9  th  K  Y.  Cavalry. 
Before  Yorktoicn,   Va. 

P.  S.— Your  Pills  are  famous  for  the  cure  of  Dysentery,  andl  have  no  doubt  that  they  will  prove  as 
efficacious  in  Chills  and  Fever  here  as  they  have  in  other  divisions  of  the  army. 


IMPROVED 

Gutta     Percha 
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ROOFING  4 

It  is  water-proof, 
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Costs  only   about 

one  -  third    as 

much    as 

Tin, 

AND    IS     TWICE 
AS  DURABLE. 


THE 
CHEAPEST  and' 
most  DURABLE 
ROOFING 
Fire  and  Water 
Proof.  Applied 
to  New  and  Old 
Roofs  of  all  kinds, 
and  sent  to  all 
parts  of  the  coun- 
try with  full  di- 
rections for  use. 
Send  for  a  Circular 


JOHNS  &  CR0SLEY, 

SOLE   MANUFACTURERS. 

78  WILLIAM  ST., 

(COR.    LIBERTY  ST.), 

TtfEW    YOBK, 


GUTTA  PERCHA 

CEMENT, 

FOR  preserving 
new  and  repairing 
LEAKY  METAL 
ROOFS  of  every 
description ;  Will 
not  crack  in  cold 
or    run    in    warm 

WEATHER. 

Agents  Wanted. 

Icrms  Cash! 

&    CKOSLEY'S  AMERICAN    CEMENT  GLUE,  FOE 
J    CEMENTING  WOOD,    LEATHER,  GLASS,    IVORY,    CHINA,    MARBLE, 

PORCELAIN,  ALABASTER,  BONE,  CORAL,  &c,  &<■-..  the  only  article  of  the  kind  ever  produced 
which  will  withstand  water.     Liberal  terms  to  Wholesale  J_-alers. 

PRICE    TWENTY  -  FIVE    CENTS. 

JOHNS  &  CROSLEY,  Sole  Manufacturers, 

Wholesale  Warehouse,  87  William  st.,  cor.  Liberty. 

jEdffors    ihrwiigfiiwwt    ifie    Country 

Who  have  received  this  paper  for  ONE  YEAR,  will  please  insert  the  following— NOTICE  AND 
TERMS— THREE  TIMES  in  their  advertising  columns,  and  send  marked  copies  of  the  papers  con- 
taining the  same  to  this  office.  The  paper  will  not  be  sent  to  such  as  do  not  comply  with  our  terms, 
as  our  exchange  list  is  an  unusuaLy   large  one. 
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ARTEMUS    ^W^^tTy    HIS 


VANITY   FAIR, 
BOOK, 


JOSEPH  GILLOT'S 

STEEL  PENS, 

OF    THE     OLD     STANDARD    QUALITY 

For  sale  by  all  Stationers  throughout  the 
United  States,  and  to  the  Trade  at  the  man- 
ufacturer's warehouse, 

91  JOHN  STREET.   NEW  YORK. 


Hexky  Owen,  Agent. 


Solar  Matches. 

Contain  no  Sulphur.  Have  no  unpleas- 
ant Smell  when  burning.  Are  the  Safest  to 
use.  As  cheap  as  Sulpur  Matches.  War- 
ranted to  stand  Heat  or  Damp  better  than 
any  other.     Patented.     Sold  everywhere. 

SOLAR  MATCH  CO..  101  and  103  BEEK- 
MANSt.,  N.  Y. 


A    CHOICE    COLLECTION 


PIAW©  MUSIC. 

Nearly  200  Pieces  for  $1.50. 

THE  HOME  CIRCLE,  a  volume  of  216 
pages,  containing  25  Marches  and  Quick- 
steps, 47  Waltzes,  31  Polkas,  6  Schottisches, 
4  Redowas,  4  Mazurkas,  and  Polka  Mazur- 
kas, 2  Varsoviennes,  1  Gorlitza,  1  Galop- 
ades,  14  Cotillions  and  Quadrilles  and  44 
Dances,  Hornpipes,  Sec,  arranged  for  the 
Piano-Forte — the  cheapest  and  best  collec- 
tion ever  issued.  Price,  plain,  $1.50 ;  Cloth, 
$2;  on  receipt  of  which  it  will  be  sent,  post- 
paid.     Published  by 

DITSOJV  &  CO.,  BOSTON. 


J.  H.  &  J,  W.    TAYLOR, 

DEALERS  IN 

WATCHES,     JEWELRY 

AND 

SILVERWARE, 

759  BROADWAY, 

Between  Eighth  and  Ninth  streets,  N.  Y. 

Particular  attention   paid  to   Watch    and 
Jewelry  Repairing. 

Watches  cleaned  and  warranted  by  expe- 
ienced  workmen    $1. 
JAMES  H.  TAYLOR. 

5  JAMES   N.   TAYLOR. 

(  Late  with  Tiffany  &  Co. 


GREAT    MUSICAL    BOX 
DEPOT.     M.  J.    PAILLARD, 

Importer,  21  Maiden  Lane,  N.  Y.  Has  for 
sale  the  most  extensive  assortment  in  the 
country,  at  prices  varying  at  Two  t<  T^o 
Hundred  and  Fifty  Dollars,  each  playins  1, 
2,  3  4,  6,  8,  10,  12,  16  and  24  airs. 


To  be  shortly  issued  by  CARLETON  Publisher,   of  this  city.     Price,  $1  00. 

We  will  send  any  other  ONE  DOLLAR  Publication  which  may  be  preferred. 
We  do  not  prepay  the  paper  to  Premium  Subscribers,  but  the 

BOOK   WILL   BE   SENT   POSTAGE  FREE. 
TEKMS    OF    SUBSCRIPTION. 
TO     VANITY    FAIR. 


One  Copy  one  year Postage  unpaid 


and  "  Artemus  Ward  Letters, 


.$2  50 

unpaid, 3  00 

paid 3  00 

paid 5  00 

unpaid 10  00 

unpaid 6  00 


Two  Copies  one  year  (to  one  address) 

Five  Copies  one  year  (to  one  address) 

One  Copy  one  year  and  Worcester's  Ills  d  Q'rto  Dictionary 

Three  Copies  one  year  and  Worcester's  Ills'd  Quarto  Dictionary, 9  00 

BOCND    VOLUMES. 

Single  Volume Postage  paid $2  00 

Three  Volumes  and  copy  of  paper  one  year,  books  prepaid  only 7  00 

Four  Volumes  and  Copy  of  Paper,  one  year,  books  prepaid  only 8  00 

Three  Volumes        "  "  "  (to  California)  books  prepaid  only 8  00 

Four  Volumes         "  "  "  "  "  "  0  00 

Remittances  must  be  made  in  Gold,  New  York  or  Eastern  Currency,  or  other  Currency  at  New 
York  par.     Seal  all  letters  securely,  and  address  plainly  to 

LOUIS  H.  STEPHENS,  Publisher  for  Proprietors, 

No   110  Nassau  street,  N.  Y, 


BEAUTIFUL  TOY  BOXES  FOR  CHILDREN. 
BOXES  TO  SUIT  ALL  AGE3  AND  TASTES . 
Call  and  examine  them  I 

Fine  Gold  and  Silver   Watches  Cheap  for 
Cash. 

MUSICAL  BOXES  REPAIRED. 


DOWN  WITH  THE  DUST ! 

BROWN'S  NEW  METALIC 
WEATHER  STRIP,  Patented  February 
18th,  1862,  effectually  excludes  heat  and  dust 
from  shrunken  doors  and  windows  of  every 
description. 

Send  orders  to  Metalic  Weather  Strip  Co., 
212  Broadway,  N.  Y. 


Americas!    Steel 
Pens. 

$1,00  WILL  PAY  FOR  A 

gross  of  the  BEST   PENS   EVER  MADE, 
and  pay  the  Postage  to  your  Address. 
J.  P.   SNOW, 

335  Broadway,  New  York. 
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A   QUARTER   OF    TWELVE. 


BY    LE    GENTILHOMME    BLASE. 


CHAPTER  II.— Continued. 

"  You  say  that  quarter-past  twelve  is  the  hour  ?"  observed  Mr. 
Peters,  reflectively,  patting  the  head  against  his  shoulder  in  a 
somewhat  paternal  manner. 

"  Yes,  dear  Bob  ;  and  I  wish  I  could  he  sure  of  pa's  going  to  bed 
earlier  than  that  ;  for  I  know  it  will  he  hard  for  you  to  go  out  into 
the  street  at  that  time  of  night.  You  are  not  accustomed  to  such 
late  hours  at  home." 

And,  indeed,  he  was  not ;  for  Mr.  Bob  Peters's  "  hours  "  at  home 
were  apt  to  be  considerably  later,  especially  when  he  went  into 
morning  for  some  dear  friend. 

"  Sweet  innocence !"  exclaimed  the  young  man,  much  affected 
by  this  evidence  of  thoughtfulness  in  his  behalf,  "  your  kindness 
almost  makes  me  forget  the  treatment  1  have  experienced  at  the 
hands  of  your  being's  author.'' 

"I  think  you  can  get  off  next  Sunday  night,"  continued  Libby, 
"  if  brother  is  sergeant  of  the  guard  ;  for  he  promised  to  see  that 
you  got  across  the  bridge  and  past  the  patrol.  Jocko  will  open  the 
street  door  for  you  when  you  start ;  and  I  want  you  to  send  me 
word,  if  you  can,  after  you  get  to  New-York,  what  kind  of  bonnets 
they're  going  to  wear  this  summer." 

"  Dear  girl !"  murmured  Bob,  fondly,  "  I'll  find  out  the  style 
and  mention  it  to  one  of  our  Generals,  who  will  let  you  know  by 
note,  as  soon  as  he  arrives  here." 

"  Dear  Bob  !— but  I  must  go  now.  Is  there  anything  I  can  send 
you  to  make  you  more  comfortable?" 

As  they  stood  there  facing  each  other,  Mr.  Bob  Peters  closed  his 
right  eye  for  an  instant,  and  suffered  the  muscles  of  his  mouth  to 
relax,  thereby  expressing  some  want  too  deep  for  words. 

"  You  shall  have  it,"  said  the  young  girl,  turning  to  leave  the 
room.  At  the  door  she  was  met  by  Jocko,  who  entered  as  she 
passed  out,  for  the  ostensible  purpose  of  removing  the  remains  of 
the  captive's  recent  surreptitious  breakfast. 

The  sound  of  the  maiden's  light  footsteps  soon  died  away  in  the 
passage,  like  the  vibrations  of  a  high-strung  instrument  in  a  pas- 
sage of  music,  and  the  two  men  stood  alone  together. 

There  they  were— the  White  and  the  Black  :  the  one  a  freeman 
in  all  save  being  deprived  of  his  liberty  ;  the  other  a  slave  in  all 
save  being  unrestricted  of  his  freedom.  Who  could  tell  what  was 
working  in  the  mind  of  each  ?  Who  should  draw  the  line  between 
those  men,  when  all  was  dark  for  the  white  and  a  luckless  wight 
was  the  black  ?  Who  should  say  the  white  man  was  anything  bet- 
ter than  th  e  black  man,  that  the  latter  should  bear  the  bonds  of 
slavery — bonds  as  hard  to  bear  even  as  Confederate  bonds  ?  Look 
at  inanimate  nature.  Is  it  not  the  White  of  an  egg  that  bears  the 
yolk  1  Then  why  should  the  white  man  turn  the  yoke  altogether 
over  to  the  black  man  ?  But  I  must  refuse  to  follow  out  this  great 
metaphysical  question  any  further.  The  weather  is  too  warm.  I 
will  leave  it  to  the  Awful  and  Unfathomable  German  Mind,  which 
delights  to  toy  heavily  with  the  elephants  of  Thought. 

"Mas'r,"  said  Jocko,  handing  a  folded  paper  to  the  fugitive 
prisoner,  "  dis  was  gub  to  me  for  you  by  my  chile,  Efrum,  dat 
b' longs  to  Missus  Adams  ;  and  I  hope,  Mas'r,  dat  you  will  read  um 
with  fear  an'  trem'lin',  for  de  Lor'  is  berry  good  to  let  you  lib  in 
your  great  sins,  Mas'r." 

How  beautiful,  mon  ami,  is  that  strong  spirit  of  piety  we  often 
find  developed  in  the  uncultivated,  like  the  rich  oyster  found  on  the 
barren  sea-shore.  Taken  in  connection  with  the  children  of  Ham, 
it  is  as  mustard  to  a  sandwich,    for  moving  us  to  occasional  tears. 

Mr.  Bob  Peters  waved  the  faithful  black  from  his  presence,  and 
read  the  note,  which  ran  thus: 

Mr.  Peters, — Sir  . — Though,  as  a  daughter  of  the  Sonny  South,  I  cannot  but 
regard  you  as  a  traitor  to  our  country,  the  memory  of  past  hours  in 
my  soul-life  induces  me  to  act  toward  you  as  a  heart-fi  iend.  I  have  heard, 
through  those  faithful  beings  of  which  your  friends  would  rob  and  murder  us, 
that  you  are  a  prisoner,  and  will  save  you.  Contrive  to  get  out  of  the  house  in 
some  way  on  Sunday  (to  morrow)  evening,  at  a  quarter  of  twelve,  and  you  will  find 
those  waiting  for  you  who  will  deliver  you  for  a  time  from  our  vengeance.  It  is 
the  impulsive  heart-throb  of  a  weak  woman  that  bids  me  do  this — not  the  spirit- 
aspiration  of  the  Southern  daughter.  "  Eve  Adams." 

Mr.  Bob  Peters  lowered  the  hand  holding  the  note  until  it  rested 
heavily  on  his  right  knee,  and  gazed  before  him,  as  he  sat  on  his 
couch,  with  a  puzzled  expression  of  countenance.  He  had  been 
sitting  in  this  way,  perfectly  motionless,  for  five  minutes  perhaps, 
when  the  door  was  gently  pushed  open  a  few  inches,  a  dainty 
white  hand  came  through  the  aperture,  deposited  a  mysterious 
black  bottle  on  the  floor  very  softly,  and  disappeared  as  it  came. 


In  an  instant,  Mr.  Peters  sprang  to  his  feet,  dashed  the  note  to  the 
ground,  seized  the  bottle,  and  immediately  applied  it  to  his  lips 
with  great  enthusiasm. 

His  Mistress  had  understood  that  last  subtle  glance  he  gave  her. 
With  the  wonderful  insight  of  man's  deeper  nature  peculiar  to 
girls  about  eighteen  years  old,  she  had  divined  the  one  thing  re- 
quired to  make  the  captive  comfortable. 

Oh ,  woman,  woman  !    In  the  language  of  a  revised  poet — 

"  Without  the  smile  from  partial  beauty  won, 
Ah,  what  were  man  ! — a  world  without  a  son-" 


CHAPTER  III.— the  widow's  mite. 

The  Adamses  resided  in  one  of  the  aristocratic  by-ways  crossing 
Main  Street,;and  were  directly  descended  from  those  distinguished 
and  chivalric  anciens  pauvres  of  the  Old  Dominion,  who  boa&ted  the 
blood  of  the  English  cavaliers,  and  were  a  terror  to  their  foes  and 
creditors.  Adams,  the  husband  and  father,  was  a  fine  specimen  of 
the  Southern  gentleman  in  his  day,  possessing  an  estate  in  Louisa 
County  so  completely  covered  with  mortgages  that  no  heir  could 
get  to  it,  and  having  won  great  fame  by  inventing  an  entirely  new 
and  singularly  humorous  oath  for  the  benefit  of  a  Yankee  governess , 
when  that  despised  hireling  presumed  to  ask  for  a  portion  of  her 
last  year's  salary.  He  might  have  lived  to  a  green  old  age,  but  for 
the  extraordinary  joy  he  experienced  at  having  negotiated  a  second 
mortgage  on  some  property  not  worth  quite  half  the  first,  which 
filled  this  worthy  man  with  such  exceeding  great  joy,  that  he  drank 
rather  more  at  a  sitting  than  would  start  an  ordinary  hotel-bar,  and 
died  soon  after  of  delirium  tremens,  as  such  noble  and  chivalric 
souls  are  very  apt  to  do.  The  family  left  by  the  lamented  Adams 
consisting  of  a  wife  and  one  child — a  daughter,  at  once  assumed 
the  most  becoming  style  of  mourning,  moved  in  a  funeral  proces- 
sion through  society  for  six  months,  and  then  resigned  themselves 
to  the  will  of  Providence  with  that  beautiful  cheerfulness  which 
may  either  denote  a  high  order  of  Christianity,  or  a  low  order  of 
memory,  as  the  case  may  be. 

At  the  period  of  which  the  present  veracious  history  treats,  the 
bereaved  mother  and  daughter  were  living  in  subdued  style  in  the 
locality  designated  above.  Among  their  most  intimate  associates 
were  the  Ordeths,  between  whose  family  and  theirs  there  existed 
that  pleasing  and  kindly  familiarity  which  permits  the  most  open 
recognition  of  mutual  virtues  in  society  and  the  most  searching 
criticism  of  individual  weaknesses  at  home.  The  Adamses  and 
Ordeths  met  at  each  others  houses  with  gushes  of  endearment 
that  edified  all  beholders  ;  and  if  Miss  Eve  said  to  her  mother  on 
their  way  home  from  church  that  Libby  Ordeth  looked  like  a 
perfect  fright  in  that  ridiculous  new  bonnet  of  hers,  it  was  only 
because  her  affectionate  heart  felt  a  pang  at  seeing  her  bosom- 
friend  appear  to  less  advantage  than  her  own  self-sacrificing   self. 

It  is  a  touching  peculiarity  of  this  modern  friendship,  mon  ami, 
that  a  majority  of  the  errors  its  fairest  votaries  detect  in  each 
other,  are  those  of  the  head — not  of  the  heart.  Eve  Adams, 
whose  diminutive  size  had  given  occasion  to  the  mot  by  which  she 
was  denominated  the  "  Widow's  Mite,"  was  calliug  at  the  Ordeths 
when  Mr.  Bob  Peters  first  came  in  under  a  flag  of  truce  from 
Fortress  Monroe,  and  was  witness  to  the  chivalric  reception  ac- 
corded to  that  gentleman  by  his  relatives,  before  his  pecuniary 
mission  was  known.  In  the  exuberance  of  his  nature,  Mr.  Peters 
had  kissed  her  with  the  rest  of  the  family,  and  from  the  moment 
of  receiving  that  chaste  salutation,  Eve  had  selected  the  Northern 
stranger  as  her  hero  in  that  ideal  novel  of  spiritual  yellow-covers 
in  which  all  maidens  live,  and  move  and  have  their  beiugs  until 
stern  reality  bursts  upon  them  in  the  shape  of  a  husband  or  a 
snub. 

From  thenceforth  she  was  a  frequent  visitor  at  the  Ordeths,  and 
laid  close  siege  to  the  gay  Robert's  heart  with  all  the  languish- 
ment  deemed  necessary  in  such  cases,  and  a  tremendous  flirtation 
was  going  on  before  the  maiden  discovered  that  the  affections  of 
the  youth  were  already  given  to  another.  Then  came  a  revulsion 
of  feeling,  opening  the  eyes  of  the  Widow's  Mite  to  the  fact  that 
Mr.  Bob  Peters  was  a  thieving  abolitionist,  unworthy  the  tolera- 
tion of  any  true  daughter  of  the  South.  After  this  overpowering 
revelation,  it  was  the  first  thought  of  Eve  Adams  to  at  once  inform 
the  festive  Peters  of  the  utter  detestation  in  which  she  held  him, 
and  a  favorable  opportunity  soon  offered.  At  a  social  gathering 
at  the  Ordeth's,  she  had  withdrawn  for  a  moment  to  an  ante-room 
for  the  purpose  of  drawing  from  her  bosom  an  elegant  silver  snuff- 
box, dipping  therein  a  small  brush,  and  subsequently  applying 
the  same  to  her  pearly  teeth,  when  Mr.  Bob  Peters  entered 
unannounced  and  agreeably  demanded  a  "  pinch."  The  situation 
was  favorable  to  an  avowal  of  enmity,  and  a  suitable  expression 
was  rising  to  the  lips  of  the  maiden,  when  the  thought  of  a  still 
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IMIIPFFIC! 


A  SKETCFI  IN  NEW  ORLEANS. 
Federal  Officer,   (to  Hotel  Clerk). — ;,Let  us  have  good  rooms,  on  the  first  floor. 
We  shall  remain  some  time  probably,  and  spend  lots  of  tour  own  Confederate 
money  in  the  house  !''     (Hotel    Clerk  doesn't  quite  relish  the  point  of  the  joke.) 


Requires  Explanation. 

A  telegram  from  the  division  of  General 
Banks  contains  the  following  statement  : 

"  Deserters  and  prisoners  continue  to  come  in. 
Several  important  cases  have  been  forwarded  by  the 
Provost  Marshal  to  Washington. 

Are  we  to  infer  from  the  above  that  de- 
serters and  prisoners  are  packed  like  dry- 
goods,  in  cases,  for  transmission  to  Washing- 
ton ?  The  matter  should  be  explained  at 
once,  by  the  proper  authorities ;  else,  should 
the  Secession  journals  get  hold  of  the  idea, 
they  will  make  use  of  it  as  an  offset  against 
the  Federal  reports  of  their  savage  treat- 
ment of  prisoners. 


Contradictory . 

Who  are  we  to  believe  in  these  chequered 
times,  and  what  ?  One  newspaper  man  tells 
us  that  Mobile  is  to  be  taken  by  Water,  while 
another  insists  that  it  has  already  been  taken 
by  Porter. 

.*- 

He  Couldn't  Have  Done  It. 

A  Piece  of  Shakesperian  Playfulness,  Sup- 
posed TO  BE  FROM  THE   PEN  OF  &0g$£D   G-ssftT 

Our  friend  Epicurus  sometimes  indulges 
in  a  mot.  Having  supped  one  evening  on 
anything  but  "  funeral-baked  meats,"  at  the 
upper  Delmonico's,  he  remarked  the  next 
morning,  rather  dejectedly ,  that  Shakespeare 
would  never  have  written  the  line 

Truffles  light  as  air, 

if  he  had  been  in  the  habit  of  eating  them . 
He  couldn't  have  done  it. 


keener  revenge  kept  her  silent,  and  she  contented  herself  with  a 
temporary  sneer  and  a  majestic  exit  from  the  apartment. 

It  was  soon  after  this  incident  that  Mr.  Bob  Pete  as 's  presenta- 
tion to  Mr.  Ordeth  of  the  bill  of  furniture  which  he  had  been 
empowered  to  collect  by  a  New  York  house,  reminded  the  latter 
that  it  was  his  duty,  as  a  patriot,  to  sacrifice  even  his  cousin's  son 
for  the  good  of  the  Confederacy.  With  the  stern  self-devotion  of 
an  ancient  Roman,  Mr.  Ordith  not  only  accused  his  hapless  rela- 
tive of  flagrant  Abolitionism,  but  at  once  made  arrangements 
with  the  military  authorities  for  that  relative's  immediate  incar- 
ceration as  an  enemy  to  the  Commonwealth.  An  enemy  to  the 
Commonwealth  of  Virginia  must  be  indeed  an  unnatural  wrefch  ; 
for  no  such  wealth  is  known  to  be  in  existence  just  now,  and 
enmity  to  the  dead  is  a  thing  inexcusable.  It  was  a  crime  of 
which  Mr.  Bob  Peters  was  incapable  :  yet  would  he  have  suffered 
for  it  had  not  the  devoted  Libby  concealed  him  in  the  hour  of 
danger. 

Of  this  concealment,  Miss  Eve  had  learned  from  Efrum,  the  son 
of  Jocko,  though  she  knew  not  how  long  it  was 

To  be  Continued. 


Which  Reminds  us  of  a  Little  Story. 

The  Mayor  of  New  Orleans,  in  surrendering  that  thrifty  munici- 
pality to  Commodore  Farragut,  intimates  that  the  act  is  wholly 
due  to  compulsion — in  fact,  not  to  put  too  fine  a  point  on  it,  he 
surrenders  the  City  because  he  can't  help  himself.  He  adds  that 
his  people  are  "sensitive,"  and  gives  us  to  understand  that 
although  conquered,  they  still  repudiate,  as  idiotically  as  ever, 
the  Star  Spangled  Banner.  This  reminds  us  of  the  perverse 
inebriate,  who  having  fallen  under  the  festive  board  at  a  disgrace- 
fully early  hour,  was  strongly  urged  by  his  friends  to  go  out  and 
take  the  air.  "  Never,"  he  said — a  billion  times  never  !"  But 
they  nevertheless  took  him  quietly  up  and  set  him  out  on  the  door- 
stone.  "  I'm  out  here,"  he  said  "  by  Brute  force.  Thaz  way  (hie) 
I'm  out  here  ;  but  'f  yer  shink  I'm  goin'  (hie)  to  take  er  air,  yer 
very  mush  'staken  !" 


THE    BLOWING    UP    OF    THE    MERRIMAC 
By  an  old  woman  out  of  breath. 

My  goodness— gracious !  Is  that  fearful — thing — 

Bu'sted  ? — How  inexpressible— I  feel ! 
Blowed  up— and  sunk  ?— Well,  I  declare  to  man— 

'Tis  enough— to  make  a  feelin'  woman— reel ! 

My  patience — how  I've— lied  awake  o'  nights  : 
Oh  dear  !— my  breath's  all  gone  !—  a-thinkin'  on't ! 

I  thought  of  raovin  straight  to  cousin  Joe's — 
In  Huckleberry  County — in  Vermont. 

They  said  New  York  wasn't  safe  !— if  that  thing  come  ! 

Nothing  could  stop  it !— Oh,  my  !  how  I  do  talk  !— 
'Twould  set  us  all  afire  ! — them  shells' d  throw 

Everybody's  things— out  on  the  walk  ! 

Oh  dear  ! — I've  heerd  my  father  tell — how  things  : — 
Oh,  where's  my  fan  ?— I  shall  sink  to  the  ground  !  — 

They  didn't  hev,  in— Revolution  times- 
No  murdering  iron  things— a  steaming  round  ! 

They  fit  with  guns — and  other  Christian — things 
Like  Decatur — Perry — and  that  air  Paul  Jones  ! 

No  Merrimac — and  Monitor  things — went  round — 
A-giving  folks— the  agur  in  their — bones  ! 

My  patience  ! — I'm  so  glad  that — thing's  blowed  up  ! 

Nothing  has  made  me  narvous — but  that  one  thing  ! 
I  hope  they'll  keep  to  Christian — warfare,  now, 

For  regular  sleep's  so  nessary — in  the  spring. 


The  Dog  Show. 

It  has  been  well  observed  by  our  friend  Shakespeare,  that  there 

is  a  "  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men,  which  taken  at  the  flood  leads  on 

to  fortune.''    Barnum's  tide  just  now  must  be  considerably  high: 

at  any  rate,  many  heavy  Barks  have  been  noticed  at  the  Museum. 
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GOING    TO    THE    DOGS. 

VERY  dog,  who  was  any  dog 
=^1  used  to  wag  his  tail  in  recogni- 
tion of  the  immutable  old  statute 
by  which  he  was  declared  to  he 
entitled  to  his  day.  Bat  the 
rising  generation  of  dogs,  like 
that  of  men,  has  its  own  dog- 
mas on  the  subject  of  life  ;  and 
so  it  came  to  pass  tbat  the  dogs 
of  New  York  City  and  its  envir- 
ons, made  a  six  days  wonder  of 
it  at  Barnum's,  last  week.  It 
was  not  without  a  glimmering 
of  his  usual  sagacity  that  the 
great  Showman  thus  prepared 
his  public  with  pups  for  his  ap- 
proaching exhibition  of  babies. 
Bark  is  a  good  tonic  ;  and  Bar- 
num has  cunningly  provided  us  with  it,  in  order  that  we  may  de- 
vour the  babies  with  greater  relish  when  he  serves  them  up. 

Passing  lightly  over  the  fact  that  we  received  a  cut  upon  the 
legs  from  a  whip  in  the  hands  of  Commodore  Nutt,  who  was  em- 
ployed in  coercing  a  large  dog  with  it,  we  took  our  stand  before  an 
object  which  first  struck  us  as  being  the  original  Egyptian  Spkynx, 
come  over  on  a  visit  to  Barnum,  but  which  turned  out,  after  all,  to 
be  Frank  Butler's  immense  Siberian  Bloodhound,  among  whose 
valuable  properties  may  be  mentioned  the  first  premium  of  $1,000 
paid  down  to  him  on  the  spot — of  which  he  has  a  great  many — by 
Mr.  Barnum. 

A  monochromatic  creature,  of  the  kind  known  as  the  Yellow 
Dog,  next  arrested  our  attention.  Its  limbs  were  altogether  out  of 
drawing  ;  but  it  was  placed  so  low  down  that  we  were  unable  to 
appreciate  all  its  depravities.  In  justice  to  the  owner  we  must  ex- 
press our  opinion  that  this  animal  ought  to  have  been  hung  a  good 
deal  higher  up. 

The  specimen  called  a  Scottish  Deer  Hound  did  not  recall  to  us 
very  forcibly  anything  ever  seen  by  Landseer,  or  any  other  Seer. 
It  would  be  a  Dear  bargain,  at  any  price,  to  anybody  weak  enough 
to  take  it  for  a  Deer  hound. 

What  did  somebody  mean  by  introducing  a  large,  hairy,  nonde- 
script animal  to  the  public  as  an  Irish  Wolf  Dog  ?  There  were  but 
two  or  three  representatives  of  that  kind  of  dog  in  existence,  at 
late  dates,  and  they  belonged  to  the  Marquis  of  Sligo.  They  were 
large,  indeed,  but  the  reverse  of  hairy,  and  by  no  manner  of 
means  nondescript.  Possibly  the  exhibitor  meant  this  as  a  Sly  Go, 
to  astonish  the  Brownes.  N.  B. — Browne  is  the  family  name  of 
the  Marquis  of  Sligo,  as  it  is  also  that  of  Artemus  Ward. 

The  Pugs  were  not  represented  at  all — perhaps  on  account  of  the 
absence  of  the  Benicia  Boy  in  England. 

As  a  specimen  of  the  perfection  to  which  the  art  of  manufac- 
turing dogs  has  been  brought,  we  were  much  interested  in  a 
Double-nosed  Setter.  This  animal  was  evidently  crossed,  more  or 
less,  \?ith  a  double-barrelled  gun. 

The  Mont  St.  Bernard  Dogs,  although  much  awed,  of  course,  at 
the  majestic  figure  cut  by  Commodore  Nutt  with  his  whip — we 
have  already  mentioned  that  he  cut  us  upon  the  leg  with  it,  we 
think  -breathed  a  fine  Alpine  atmosphere  around.  They  are  well- 
fed  and  otherwise  monastic  animals,  and  seemed  to  be  greatly  ad- 
mired by  a  group  of  elegant  ladies,  though  whether  the  latter  were 
Convent  Belles,  or  not,  we  are  unable  to  say. 

The  Boar  Hound  is  a  credit  to  his  parents  ;  but  he  seems  weary 
for  want  of  work.  If  he  would  only  take  our  advice,  and  alter  the 
spelling  of  his  name  to  Bore  Hound,  what  a  splendid  field  for  bis 
talents  would  be  open  to  him  in  Congress ! 

It  was  instructive  to  remark  the  effects  of  Barnum's  famous  band 
upon  the  different  animals  exhibited.  For  instance,  an  English 
Bull-Dog  howled  his  dissatisfaction  very  dismally,  when  the 
pleasant  strains  of  Yankee  Doodle  meandered  through  the  dim, 
religious  halls  ;  while  the  Italian  Greyhounds  beat  time  accurately 
with  their  tails  through  the  whole  overture  to  11  Irovatore  ;  and 
the  Spanish  Pointer,  noble  beast,  made  some  very  pointed  objec- 
tions to  the  manner  in  which  a  guaracha  was  interpreted  by  the 
cornet  a-piston.    That  dog  evidently  understood  counter-point. 

On  the  third  day  of  the  exhibition,  a  great  many  fighting  dogs 
were  introduced.  One  of  these  was  of  remarkable  appearance, 
having  the  slender,  sinewy  form  of  a  greyhound,  long  legs,  a 
round  bullet  head,  and  an  unmistakeably  pugnacious  expression  of 
face.  An  artist,  of  the  "  special''  kind,  was  engaged  in  sketching 
this  animal,  whose  portrait  will  probably  appear  in  one  of  the 
heavy  illustrated  hebdomadals  OB  that  of  Parson  Brownlow. 

There  was  a  mongrel  animal,  of  no  particular  note,  on  exhibi- 
tion chiefly  for  his  name.  He  was  picked  up  by  one  of  the  Feder- 
al officers,  on  a  Southern  battle-field,  and,  having  refused  to  take 


the  oath  of  allegiance,  was  named  Jeff.  Davis,  and  expressed  up 
for  Barnum's  show.  We  should  like  to  see  this  fellow  turned  loose 
into  a  pit  with  the  dog  described  in  the  foregoing  paragraph,  and  to 
bet  a  good  deal  of  money  with  some  great  capitalist  that  the  Par- 
son would  win  the  fight  in  the  first  round. 

Toward  noon,  refreshments,  of  rather  a  meagre  kind,  however, 
were  handed  round  among  the  sagacious  creatures  on  battered 
trays.  Air  from  band  very  appropriate  to  the  occasion — "Poor 
Dog  Tray." 

The  premium  Skye  Terrier  of  the  show,  appeared  to  be  rather 
under  a  cloud.  He  persisted  in  combing  his  hair  over  his  eyes,  and 
would  not  be  comforted  even  when  the  watcher  of  the  Skyes  came 
round  with  a  drink  for  him.  The  Skyes  are  proverbially  fickle, 
and  when  they  look  very  blue  squalls  may  be  expected. 

The  English  Greyhounds— which  may  well  be  looked  upon  as  the 
representative  of  the  English  Fleet— were  evidently  quite  out  of 
sorts  in  consequence  of  something  or  another.  Perhaps  it  was  be- 
cause the  Monitor  has  knocked  the  English  Fleet  on  the  head  : 
perhaps  because  they  expected  an  entertainment  in  regular  Courses, 
and  "  didn't  see  it.''  We  watched  these  animals  closely  as  they 
exchanged  wags  of  their  tail  with  the  French  Poodles,  hut  could 
not  detect  anything  in  their  caudal  expressions  from  which  we 
might  infer  an  understanding  between  England  and  Fiance  with 
regard  to  intervention  in  American  affairs. 

To  the  keen  observer  of  canine  character  it  must  have  been  in- 
teresting to  remark  that  though  many  of  the  Blood  Hounds  looked 
sheepish,  none  of  the  Sheep  Dogs  looked  bloodish.  Among  the 
latter  may  be  classed,  we  suppose,  a  beast  entered  as  a  German 
Cattle  Driver—a  brindled  creature  of  the  bull-dog  type.  This  ani- 
mal was  described  upon  his  label  as  "  very  scarce,''  an  assurance 
which  must  bring  comfort  and  satisfaction  to  every  well-regulated 
mind. 

We  regret  that  our  space  prevents  us  from  reproducing  the  charm- 
ing characteristic  couplets  dedicated  to  each  variety  of  dog.  They 
are  evidently  the  productions  of  a  master  mind  :  possibly  those  of 
a  master-of-dogs  mind :  indubitably  those  of  the  mind  of  a 
master  of  doggrel . 

It  will  please  the  followers  of  Aquarius  to  hear  that  no  drink 
stronger  than  water  was  served  to  the  children  of  Sirius.  We 
heard  it  stated,  indeed,  that  there  was  an  infusion  of  Wolfe's 
Schnapps  in  the  beverage  lapped  by  the  Shepherd-dogs  and  larger 
hounds,  but  of  this  we  have  no  certain  information. 

In  conclusion,  let  us  respectfully  inform  the  matrons  of  America, 
that  our  mind  is  now  fully  prepared  for  anything  to  which  they 
can  treat  us  in  the  way  of  Babies. 


"With  all  the  Modern  Improvements" 

When  lodging-house  keepers  advertise  for  boarders,  it  is  usual 
for  them  to  include  "  hot  and  cold  water"  among  the  inducements 
held  forth.  We  are  glad  to  find  that  the  luxury  of  hot  water  has 
been  added  to  the  other  accommodations  of  our  war-steamers, 
with  such  machinery  as  to  make  it  available  for  boarders  at  a 
moment's  notice.  This  "  modern  improvement''  was  fully  tested 
on  the  Mississippi,  a  few  days  ago,  by  some  intending  boarders  from 
the  rebel  ram,  Mallory,  who  went  to  board  and  lodge  upon  the 
Steamer  Cincinnati,  the  captain  of  which  first  obligingly  intro- 
duced them  to  the  hot  bath,  and  afterwards  assisted  them  in  the 
process  of  "  drying  up." 


"  Not  that  Man,  but  another  Man." 

Several  of  our  daily  journals  have  been  dealing  rather  bitterly 
with  Mr.  Alfred  Munroe,  Tailleur, — late  of  this  city,  but  at 
present  residing  in  New  Orleans,  awkwardly  supposing  that  gen- 
tleman to  be  the  rebel  Mayor  whom  General  Butler  has  recently 
taken  into  his  own  family.  This  is  doing  great  injustice  to  Mr. 
Alfred  Munroe,  Tailleur,  for  the  other  Munroe  isn't  even  the 
twentieth  part  of  a  man,  to  say  nothing  about  his  being  a  ninth. 


Marksmanship. 

The  Brooklyn  papers  publish  a  story  of  a  Brooklyn  Policeman 
who  shot  with  his  revolver,  at  a  cat,  seven  times,  before  killing 
the  furious  animal .  As  there  are  about  two  hundred  cats  in  the 
immediate  vicinity  of  our  boarding  house,  this  is  to  request  the 
early  attendance  of  the  above  named  warrior,  with  fourteen 
hundred  rounds  of  ammunition. 


From  the  Rural  Districts. 
A  friend  of  ours,  who  is  acquainted  with  navigation,  having  read 
in  the  papers,  that  "  the  yards  of  the  school-ship  John  Adams  have 
been   sent  aloft,"  wishes  to  know  "if  these  yards  are  the  hoys' 
play-grounds."    Not  to  speak  of. 


O.K 


VANITY    FAIR. 


I      ■  /     O  .)  A         ■'I'/     ? 
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JUST  SO. 
Slim  Parti/.—"  The  idea  op  that  fat  Mks.  Flannikin  wearing  short  sacks  !     Now, 

ON  GENTEEL  FIGURES  LIKE  YOURS  AND  MINE,  DEAR,  THEY  ARE  CHARMING  !" 


Hurray  for  TJs ! 
Mr.  Storey,  the  American  artist,  has  ear- 
ned off  the  honors  of  Sculpture  at  the  Ex- 
hibition in  London,  as  another  American 
did  in  1851 .  European  nations  have  certain- 
ly attained  a  high  degree  of  eminence  in 
the  arts  cf  civilization,  but  America,  on 
this  occasion  at  least,  happens  to  be  one 
Story  higher  than  anything  their  Royal 
Houses  can  show. 


The  Rebel  Ixions. 

The  Secesh  leaders,  who  are  continually 
erecting  works,  to  abandon  them  as  soon  as 
finished,  put  us  in  mind  of  the  idiotic  acrobat 
who  does  the  coach-wheel  business  in  Tar- 
tarus. Their  forte,  like  his  role,  is  unpro- 
ductive labor ;  and  in  honor  of  their  great 
exemplar,  the  revolutionary  hero  of  Hades, 
they  should  be  called  Ixions,  instead  of 
Dixie-ans. 


"Why  Not  ? 

Since  Mr.  Bateman's  impersonation  of  the 
Welsh  Bard,  in  Geraldine,  is  regarded  by 
every  one  who  has  seen  it,  as  the  rarest  bit 
of  acting  we  have  had  for  a  long  time,  our 
Highly  Absurd  Contributor  thinks  it  would 
be  a  good  idea  to  designate  it  a  Welsh 
Rarebit. 


Shakespeare  Adapted  to  Present  Exigen- 
cies. 

The  Divine  Williams  was  "  not  for  a  day, 
but  for  all  time."  Who,  that  has  listened 
spell-bound  to  the  tragedy  of  Richard  III, 
does  not  recognise  as  apropos  to  things 
immediate,  the  remarkable  exclamation, — 
"  Richmond  is  on  the  Seize  ?" 


SAD    CASE    OF     PICTORIAL    PARALYSIS. 
(Fbom  a  Bothered  Contributor.) 

To  The  Editor  of  Vanity  Fair,  Sir ;  I  take  fall  the  Pictorial 
Papers,  Daily  and  Weekly,  and  am  in  such  a  state  of  mind  as 
never  was.  You  buy  a  Map  of  the  Seat  of  War,  for  instance, 
spotted  all  over  with  letters,  as  if  it  had  the  measles.  Dotted 
lines  running  in  every  direction.  Big  blots  to  represent  forts. 
Little  blots  to  represent  camps.  Spider  trenches — intoxicated 
spiders,  too,  to  represent  roads.  Smooches  to  represent  water. 
Cyphers  to  represent  where  Burnside  was  last  week.  More  cyphers 
to  represent  where  he  will  be  next  week.  It's  alia  muddle. 
Upon  my  honor,  it  took  me  five  hours  to  find  the  Great  Chicka- 
hominy  River  ;  and  as  for  Court-Houses,  there  are  about  ten 
thousand  in  Virginia  alone.  It's  a  pity,  with  so  many  of  them, 
that  they  shouldn't  have  a  little  more  law.  I  am  for  using  these 
confounded  Court-Houses  I  am  ;  and  the  ropes,  and  the  other 
apparatus  thereunto  belonging. 

Then  as  to  Portraits.  What's  the  reason  one  Brigadier  in  the 
Pictorials  looks  exactly  like  another  ?  It's  all  epaulettes,  except 
what's  buttons.  You'd  think  all  the  Brigadiers  were  twin-brothers, 
and  born  like  Minerva,  in  full  regimental  rig. 

Then  as  to  Battles.  What's  the  teason  one  Battle  in  the  Pic- 
torials is  exactly  like  another  ?  Seven  men  in  havelocks  running 
east.  Four  men  in  their  shirt-sleeves,  rushing  west.  One  old 
horse,  with  "  U.  S."  on  his  flank,  tumbling  over.  Six  slaughtered 
horses  in  one  corner.  Three  men  and  a  gun  in  the  center.  Lot 
of  Secession  Officers  biting  the  dust.  Bomb  in  the  distance  ex- 
ploding.    Flags  flying  all  over  the  lot. 

Then  as  to  Camp  Scenes.  Sentinel  in  one  corner.  Private 
smoking  his  pipe  in  another.  Pot  of  something  boiling  in  the 
centre.     Seven  miles  of  tents  in  a  row. 

Then  as  to  Contraband  Scenes.  Black  man  playing  the  banjo. 
Black  woman  washing  the  Colonel's  shirt.  Black  boy  cleaning 
potatoes, 

Then  as  to  Naval  Scenes.  Big  ship  in  the  middle.  Seven  little 
ships  in  the  distance.     An  atmosphere  highly  spotted  with  shells. 


Dreadful  explosion  in  each  corner.     Boat  upset,  three  tarpaulin 
hats  floating  on  the  briny. 

And  this,  I  suppose  is  called  the  Art  of  War.  These  I  suppose, 
are  National  Cuts.  These  are  your  Plated  Ships.  This  is  drawing 
the  Enemy's  Fire — is  it  ? 

Are  you  acquainted  with  statistics  ?  Then  will  you  tell  me  how 
many  square  miles  of  uniform  have  been  engraved  for  Harper 
during  the  last  year  ?  how  many  leagues  of  swords?  how  many 
bushels  of  buttons  ?  how  many  cubic  feet  of  cocked  hats  ?  how 
many  billions  of  bayonets  ? 

And  if  you  are  not  too  modest,  dear  V.  F.,  m\\  you  tell  me 
why,  to  this  day,  not  a  single  Pictorial  Paper  has  published  your 
own  portrait,  although  you  are,  as  everybody  knows,  the  principal 
military  writer  of  the  century  ? 

I  am  most  tenderly,  your  friend  and  admirer, 

Benjamin  Barnacles. 


AN  EVERLASTING  LAST  WILL. 

There  has  been  something  else  done  by  the  Pennsylvania  Courts 
to  Stephen  Girard's  Last  Will  and  Testament.  There  is  always 
something  doing  to  it ;  sometimes  it  is  reversed  ;  sometimes  it  is 
sustained ;  then  again  it  is  knocked  on  the  head  ;  then  it  is 
brought  to  life  again  ;  sometimes  the  kin  are  to  have  everything  ; 
sometimes  the  college.  When  we  were  a  child,  that  Will  Case  was 
in  court ;  now  that  we  are  venerable,  that  Will  Case  continues 
bobbing  around  like  a  Will  o'  the  Wisp.  We  don't  pretend  to  un- 
derstand it;  we  don't  wish  to  understand  it ;  it's  all  a  muddle  of 
rebutters  and  sur-rebutters,  and  joinders  and  non-joinders,  and  re- 
joinders, and  traverses,  and  motions,  and  records,  and  entries,  and 
cross-bills,  and  supplementary  bills,  and  the  Lord  (Coke)  knows 
what  beside.  Our  only  object  in  referring  to  this  mixed  matter, 
is  to  express  our  hearty  thanks  to  Stephen  Girard's  ghost,  for  not 
leaving  us  a  penny  ;  and  if  any  other  Man  of  Money  about  to 
vamose  this  earthly  rancho,  thinks  of  willing  us  anything,  all  we 
have  to  say,  with  tears  in  our  eyes,  is  "  Don't  Do  It  !" 


VANITY    FAIR. 


&£?<&&£ ' /T-/yC/£//='.-'~.- '? 


THIS  IS  WHERE  THE  LAUGH  COMES  IN. 


A    YEAR    AGO,    WHEN    Mr.    LlNCOLN    ISSUED     HIS     PROCLAMATION      FOR    15,000    SOLDIERS.    IT    WAS    READ     IN     THE      REBEL 

Congress,  "  amid  jeers  and  laughter.'' 
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VAJNTITY    FAIE. 
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THE    HEMP    CROP. 

There  is 
compensa- 
tion in  the 
certainty 
that,  as  the 
Eehels  are 
making  an 
auto  da  fe 
of  their 
Cotton 
crop,  its 
ashes  fall 
not  fruit- 
lessly upon 
the  "sacred 
soil,"  but 
opportune- 
ly fertilize 
it  for  the 
prolific  pro 
duction  of 
hemp;  now 
that  the 
corrugated 
bands  of 
the  Union 
are  tight- 
ening their 
grip,  peo- 
ple are  be- 
ginning to 
speculate 

upon  the  manner  of  punishment  to  be  meted  out  to  such  of  the 
leaders  in  this  ill-advised  revolt,  as  may  not  swindle  Justice  by 
falling  upon  their  own  swords,  or  bowie  knives,  as  the  case  may  be. 
Hanging  is  not  generally  conceded  to  be  a  genteel  form  of  expia- 
tion. A  keen  observer  of  suspensions  has  given  his  opinion  that 
"  the  very  worst  use  to  which  you  can  put  a  man  is  to  hang  him:" 
but  this  dictum  is  liable  to  exception,  on  the  ground  that  there  is 
a  worse  use  to  which  a  man  may  be  put,  which  the  author  of  the 
dictum  would  perhaps  acknowledge  were  he  ordered  to  prepare 
himself  without  delay  to  be  hung  by  one.  To  return  to  the  point, 
however,  hemp,  although  not  a  fashionable  flower,  seems  to  be 
looking  up,  just  now. 

General  Scott,  who  is  a  mild  man  for  his  size,  is  reported  to 
have  lately  expressed  himself  to  a  friend,  in  these  terms  : 
"  To  the  more  prominent  traitors  who  may  be  taken,  I  would 
mete  out  a  system  of  judicious  but  liberal  hanging."  Parson 
Brownlow,  who  cannot  see  hemp  by  retail,  is  more  extensive, 
still,  in  his  view  of  the  hanging  matter.  He  wants  to  resolve 
himself  into  a  Hanging  Committee  of  one  for  the  whole  State  of 
Tennssee,  and  to  get  all  the  rebels  there  "  on  a  string,"  at  once. 
The  Parson,  himself,  came  so  near  hemp  from  his  atrocious  neigh- 
bors at  Knoxville,  lately,  or  as  he  says  himself,  so  near  "  looking 
up  a  rope,"  that  he  is  quite  a  judge  of  the  article,  now.  We 
think  it  would  not  be  the  "  .vorst  use"  to  which  the  Rev.  Mr. 
Brownlow  could  be  put,  were  the  Government  to  nominate  him 
for  the  responsible  post  of  Hangman  General.  The  "judicious 
but  liberal  hanging"  recommended  by  General  Scott  would  then 
be  carried  out  with  fidelity  and  dispatch.  Floyd  would  form  an 
elegant  subject  for  Mr.  Brownlow' s  lethal  knot.  His  many  crimes 
would  entitle  him  to  be  specially  commended  by  his  clerical 
executioner  to  "  the  Devil  and  Tom  Walker,"  occasionally  alluded 
to  by  the  Parson  in  his  popular  speeches.  Benjamin  who,  from 
robbing  bird's  nests  when  a  schoolboy,  and  stealing  from  class- 
mates' trunks  when  a  collegian,  has  acquired  a  very  enviable 
reputation  in  a  community  where  light  fingers  are  hardly  less  re- 
spected than  light  heels,  might  be  selected  by  the  Reverend 
Executioner  as  a  subject  for  fancy  hanging.  Altogether,  the  topic 
is  a  cheerful  one,  putting  us  in  good  humor  with  the  world  and 
everybody  in  it  except  those  who  are  bound  to  go  out  of  it  with 
the  assistance  of  hemp.  Hascheesb,  as  our  readers  are  aware,  is  a 
preparation  from  hemp,  and  exhilarating  in  its  effects.  It  is 
pleasant  to  the  taste,  without,  however,  being  Ropy — in  which 
latter  quality  it  is  decidedly  inferior  to  the  Brownlow  extract 
from  the  same  useful  vegetable. 


A  Way  the  Ladies  Have. 
Among  foreign  items  the  following  protrudes  ; 

"Speculation  in  stocks  is  just  now  a  mania  in  Vienna,  and  the  Eourse  there 
is  crowded  by  ladies  who  speculate  largely." 

Are  we  to  understand  from  this  that  the  ancient  punishment  of 
the  Stocks  has  been  revived  at  Vienna,  and  that  large  numbers  of 
good-looking  young  male  Austrians  have  been  placed  in  them  ? 


LETTER  FROM  A  COUNTRY  EDITOR, 

Office  Wiggletonian,  1 
15*7*  May,  1862.      j 


Wanity  Fair  : 

Certingly,  you  may  make  extrax  from  our  collumes,  purwided 
you  gin  us  credit,  an  we  continoo.  We  wuz  fust  established  gret 
while  ago  onto  a  broad  enuff  Platform  of  principels  to  Suck  in  all 
classes  so  dispoged.  Rooted  onto  the  wings  of  favure,  and  the  top 
wave  of  an  adwancing  Public  opinion,  it  wuz  oilers  a  good  paper, 
tho  the  pay  wuz  poor.  Sum  paid  us  in  hard  cider,  punkins,  grits, 
spruce  gum,  et  cetery  ;  in  wegetables,  garding  skas,  an  sieh  like — 
sum,  as  dear  Mr.  Wagstaff  used  to  say  onct,  (we  do  hope  he  wont 
take  no  offens)  in  water,  mush,  and  other  millions, — in  straw,  rasp, 
blue,  black,  huckle,  goose,  mul,  and  other  berries  ;  one  Individooal 
of  the  lower  orders,  i  pon  my  word,  in  Wurrums  for  bait,  but 
most  all  on  em  wouldn't  pay  nuffin.  The  quack  medcin  advertisin' 
at  fust  done  us  good  ;  certingly  the  pills  done  us  good  in  one  par- 
tic'lar,  bekase  as  many  folks  lived  by  'em  as  what  died  by  em. 
Finally,  howsomever,  the  publik  beowels,  (which  was  a  great  loss 
to  us,  my  dear  fren',)  kind  o  gin  eout,  and  weather  plasters  or 
Pills,  they  would  n't  swallow  'em.  The  medicated  apple  Skas  man 
told  us  that  there  warn't  no  body  would  take  his  Skas.  Spalding's 
glue,  who  made  extensive  uset  of  our  collumes,  that  alsoe  must 
needs  stick.  Then  we  were  snaked  out  of  post  offis  Printin',  be- 
case  the  other  man  sed  his  circoolation  beat  Ourn,  and  the  on'y 
way  he  hed  to  prove  it  was  to  swear  to  itt !  0  dear,  o  Dear !  if  that 
warnt  a  shef  doover  of  iniquity.  We  write  a  good  plain  Saxton 
English,  but  we  carnt  find  no  words  to  express  our  feelinks. 
What  was  the  codensequens  ?  A  lass,  a  Lass  ! — We  fell  thro. — For 
the  time  beink  mark  you  !  Arter  a  while  our  friens'  say  to  Us,— 
"  Perley  C.  Tucker,  we  carnt  afford  to  do  without  that  organ. 
Children  cry  for  it !  The  family  suckle  must  hev  it !"  "  Wal," 
says  we,  "  what' 11  you  do?  Hevn't  we  worked  long  enuff  free 
gratis,  certingly  without  one  partickel  of  condensation?"  "Sub- 
scribe's  the  word,"  said  they,  all  to  Onct.  "  My  Christian  friens," 
sed  we,  "  'twont  doo.  Subscribin's  no  wally  to  Us.  We've  tried 
it  on,  and  it  wont  fit.  You  mas'  pay  'n  adwance."  They  done  so, 
and  so,  like  the  gret  Dannel  Webster,  we  still  live.  There  you 
hev  in  the  compress  of  an  eg  shell  the  hull  history  of  our  sheet. 
Paps  we  may  Continoo,  and  paps  not.  While  we  do  speak,  itt 
will  be  to  the  porpoise.  These  is  times  my  dear  fren'  that  tries 
men's  souls,  but  then  agin  there's  souls  that  tries  the  times.  A 
yaller-legged  chicking  is  better  nor  a  white  one,  and  there's  a  grat 
differens  in  men.  Doo  we  make  ourselfs  essentially  self  evident 
on  that  point  ?  Taint  the  times  that's  so  bad.  They're  's  good  's 
ever  they  wuz.  The  clocks  strikes  the  hours  reg'lar,  the  sun 
shines  onto  his  axle,  don't  he  ?  their  ain't  no  jog  in  natur,  the 
fethyerd  songsters  sing  the  jujubee  of  spring,  the  kedws  gin  milk , 
the  hens  lays  egs,  the  wether's  bin  uncommonly  pleasant  for  the 
season  of  the  year,  aint  no  considdibul  ameount  o'  sickness,  paps 
less  'n  they  wuz  a  spell  ago,  there's  more'n  nuff  jews — and  rain 
and  moister  for  the  crops  that  we  callellate  will  bring  a  good 
price  in  the  next  market.  Don'  talk  to  us  of  times  tryin'  the 
souls,  it's  the  souls  chuck  full  uv  treson  that  tries  the  times.  It 
doos  seem  to  us,  my  dear  frien,  that's  so  plain  that  it  strikes  right 
eout. 

Paps  ef  there's  anythink  callated  to  try  the  times  jullike  greast 
into  the  fire,  it's  the  soul  of  a  wery  mean  man .  Put  a  pin  in  thar. 
The  pint  of  it,  ef  it  was  wittled  down  fifty  thousand  per  centage 
mor'n  tis,  would  be  big  nuff  for  him  to  build  his  house  onto,  and 
hev  a  garding-patch  and  a  barn  an'  paps  a  pig  pen  et  Cetery.  The 
smallest  things  ofting  put  us  in  wery  gret  perplexity,  as  we  sed 
onct  to  the  nats,  when  we  went  a  fishin'  in  Orgust. 

School  learnin'  and  argooment,  my  dear  fren',  we  know  nothin' 
about,  because  like  the  needle  to  the  Pole,  we  go  in  for  sheer  com- 
mon sense.  A  caph  that  is  born  with  five  legs  is  ater  all,  not  of  so 
murch  wally  as  a  caf  taint  got  no  mor'n  four  legs.  We  wuz  once 
argooing  this  pint  with  a  very  good  nabor,  who  meant  well,  and 
did't  kno'  nuffin,  and  we  done  it  to  draw  him  eout.  "  One  leg," 
sez  we,  ' '  wouldn'  t  be  good  for  nuffin  to  speak  of,  in  man  or  beast, 
would  it  ?" 

"  Certingly  not." 

•'Wery  well,  if  two  legs  is  better'n  one  leg,  why  isn't  three  legs 
better'n  two  legs?" 

"That's  proved,"  sed  he,  "  ef  they'wud  do  good  in  or' nary  suck- 
umstances,  an'  accorri  to  Natur." 

"Wal,"  sez  we,  "you  talk  jullike  a  fool.  We  don't  warn't  no 
natur'  abeout  it.     Isn't  it  so,  accorn  to  Logick  ?" 

"Oh,  jis  so,"  sez  he,  "accorn  to  logic,  but  we  dono  no  more 
about  logict  than  we  doo  about  Paregorick." 

"  Then  you  grant  it,  do  you,''  sez  we,  in  the  mildest  way  possi- 
bul. 
"Certingly  we  do." 
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Easier  said  than  Done. 

There  is  much  distress,  it  appears,  in  Bel- 
gium. We  are  informed  that — "  The  civil 
war  in  America  is  the  cause  alleged  for  it, 
and  there  is  loud  outcry  for  some  measures 
of  relief  by  a  joint  action  of  the  European 
Powers." 

We  don't  know  about  that  Joint  action. 
It  seems  to  us  that  the  European  Powers 
are  growing  somewhat  stiff  about  their  joints, 
lately, — owing,  perhaps,  to  the  fact  that  they 
are  reserving  their  joint  oil  for  their  joint 
armor,  in  prospect  of  the  "  tug  of  war." 


The  Shifting  Sands  of  Secessia- 

A  Correspondent  of  the  Daily  Tithes  makes 
the  following  suggestive  statement  : 

"  Mrs  Smock  and  her  daughters,  who  live  some 
three  miles  out  of  Fredericksburg,  were  to-day  de- 
tected in  making  signals  to  the  rebels,  and  arrested 
by  our  pickets." 

Is  there  not  something  in  the  above  cu- 
riously indicative  of  the  signal  shifts  to  which, 
the  Secessionists  have  been  driven  ? 


Street  Boy. — "  Roll  on,  old  Butts!     Don't  ter  know  the  p'lekce  has  orders  to 

PER  WENT   OBSTRTJCTIN'    THE   SIDE"  WALK   WITH   BARRELS,  AND  BALES   AND  THINGS  ?" 


A  Specimen  of  our  Recklessness . 

"  The  Druids,  or  Ox-horn  Blowers,"  a 
company  of  traveling  musicians  out  West, 
are  severely  pitched  into  by  the  Keokuk 
(Iowa)  papers,  for  going  off  without  paying 
their  printing  bills  ;  but  if  the  case  were 
ours  we  think  that  inasmuch  as  they  are 
Druids,  we  should  feel  like  Oxhornorating 
them  from  all  blame  in  the  matter,  if  they 
had  served  us  in  that  there  way. 

Con.:  By  a  Retired  "Cly-Faker." 

Q. — Why  is  a  combat  of  steam  rams  like  a 
fight  among  Detectives  ? 
A. — Because  it  is  a  battle  of  "  beaks." 


"  What  of  four  legs  then  ?" 

That  struck  him. 

"That,"  sed  he,  "is  a  monstruous  improvement,  if  it  is  an 
animalcule  of  the  calf  keind!'' 

"  All  right,"  sed  we,  "  then  we  got  you  there,  my  fren.  Neow, 
then — if  two  legs  is  better  nor  one  leg,  an  four  legs  better  'n  three 
legs,  why  aint  five  legs  better  than  four  legs  ?" 

He  was  confuzid. 

"  Cant  tell  yer,"  sez  he,  "and  guess  they  be,  accorn  to  Logick." 

"  Yes,  my  dear  sur,"  sez  we,  comin'  to  the  pint,  "  and  so  they  be 
but  we  wouldn't  gin  a  red  cent  for  logick,  when  it's  agin  natur,  and 
comming  6ense,  an'  religus  instinck." 

You  will  see  from  this  simple  nanecdote  from  what  pint  of  view 
we  take  things.  We  don't  want  no  dictionary.  We  do  our  own 
spellin'.  That's  the  way  it  wuz  two  hundred  years  ago.  Every 
man  spelt  his  own  words  in  's  own  way,  an'  we  like  it  far  better 
than  Noses  Webster.  We  don't  warnt  no  books.  We  think  for 
ourselfs,  we  hev  philosophied  for  ourselfs,  we  have  made  our  own 
gardings  and  planted  our  own  turnips  for  ourselfs,  and  from  the 
ramparts  of  this  kind  of  self-independens,  we  fling  edut  our  bom- 
shells  with  eagle  grip,  agin  all  enemies  of  the  kentry  and  of  the 
wurruld.  We  don't  fess  to  be 's  wise  's  Solomon  nor  as  cun's  a  fox, 
but  we  want  to  say  thinks  in  our  own  way  no  matter  how  humbly 
it  is,  and  we  don'  keer  the  crack  of  a  flea  who  don'  like  it,  becase 
there  is  sum  of  the  almightiest  truths  that  arter  all  carnt  be  put 
over  the  rud,  and  jammed  right  into  the  thruts  of  our  fellow 
critters,  no  other  way  whatsumever.  It  doos  seem  to  us  that  there 
is  sum  Humbugs  too.  We'll  gin  it  to  'em  fore  we  git  thro,  an'  we 
don'  care  ef  we  roll  right  head  over  heels  in  the  full  blown  luxurous 
expression  of  our  honest  sentimens.  Doo  we  make  ourselfs  unstood  ? 
We  write  our  own  stile,  whatsever  crickets  may  say  about  it,  an'  it 
is  a  good  stile,  tho  it  waries  considdabul  from  the  common  run,  it 
does. 

We  onct  knowed  a  cat.  His  eyes  wus  green,  his  whiskers  wus 
speckled,  his  thrut  wuz  sky  blue,  his  Hed  was  yaller,  his  clause  wuz 
white,  one  of  his  chops  got  no  fur  onto  it,  his  ribs  was  streaked 
like  an  Algebra,  his  belly  was  vermillion,  his  right  side  was  tor- 
tuous-colored, his  ears,  one  on  'em  was  chiselled  eout  in  a  cati- 
cornerd  direxion,  just  whar  his  tail  jined  onto  his  back  bone  it 
was  scalded  off,  the  hair  wuz, — he  hed  a  Diermond  patch  onto  his 
left  hanch, — Onto  his  forred  wuz  a  grut  big  tuft,  he  hed  suthin 


looked  like  a  Dog  coller  rebund  his  neck,  his  tale  from  the  stump 
to  the  tip  eend  was  ringed  around  with  alternative  white  and  black, 
onto  his  chest  was  a  set  of  warigated  spots,  the  Stars  and  Stripes  of 
the  Flag  of  our  Union  was  incrusted  an'  inwolved  in  the  pecooliar 
markings  which  wuz  all  over  onto  his  person  as  thick  as  hail  stuns, 
an'  we  doo  think,  he  was  different  from  any  crittur  we  put  neer 
ever  clap  our  eyes  onto  in  the  hull  course  of  our  lives.  He  wuz 
the  originall  Jacobs  of  his  keind.  He  was  Sui  Genius.  What  wuz 
the'codensequens  ?  My  dear  fren,  we  wouldn't  a  gin  him  for  any 
other  cat  in  the  hull  wurruld.  He  sot  us  a  thinkin'  more'n  any 
other  cat.  We  stopt  to  inwestigate  him  more'n  any  other  cat. 
We  dreamed  over  him  more'n  any  other  cat.  There  wuz  more 
sparks  cum  ebut  of  him  nany  other  cat,  and  since  the  days  of  the 
Lud  Mare  of  Lundun  (that's  the  great  pint  we're  comin'  to)  he  hed 
more  influence  over  rats  and  varmint  than  any  other  cat.  I  never 
knowd  him  to  kill  any,  but  they  runned  away  from  him. 
He  was  a  wallabel  critter,  for  he  done  a  great  deal  good,  and  dint 
shed  no  blood.  Do  we  make  ourselfs  plain  ?  Paps  we  hev  sed 
more'n  we  ought,  and  more'n  what  we  meant  to  when  we  sot 
down.  If  we  sud  write  to  you  agin,  we  shall  lay  on  some  hard 
licks  onto  Society  as  itt  is  nebw  constitooted,  for  there's  a  great 
fuss  made  about  wirtue,  and  a  wery  a  little  doin'  in  that  direxion. 
I  am  your  affectionate  fren'  an'  brother,  in  the  printin'  Bussi- 
ness.  Perley  C.  Tucker. 


A  Valuable  Cow- 

We  are  informed  by  newspaper  authority  that  "Col.  Olmstead, 
the  rebel  commander  of  Fort  Pulaski,  presented  Cal.  Terry  of  the 
Connecticut  Seventh  with  a  cow,  which  furnishes  the  tea  and 
coffee  of  the  officers,  with  milk." 

We  can  only  account  to  ourselves  for  the  above  curious  state- 
ment by  supposing  that  the  cow  in  question  must  have  once  be- 
longed to  Hermann,  the  Prestidigitateur,  and  picked  up,  with  her 
fodder,  that  wonderful  trick  of  his  by  which  a  bottle  is  made  to 
supply  every  kind  of  tipple  to  order.  By  feeding  a  cow  of  this 
disposition  judiciously  with  maple  leaves,  she  would  doubtless  be 
soon  capable  of  contributing  the  sugar,  as  well  as  the  tea,  the 
coffee  and  the  milk  to  the  family  tray  ;  while  an  occasional  dose 
of  log- wood  might  result  in  her  producing  a  valuable  stock  of  fine 
crusty  old  Port  bottled  in  the  year  1769. 


VAJSTITY   FAIE. 
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Mysterious  Disappearance  of  Henry  Ward 
Beecher. 

At  a  meeting  of  the  American  Congrega- 
tional Union,  the  other  night,  at  the  Brook- 
lyn Academy  of  Music,  our  dear  friend 
Beecher  was  advertised  to  perform,  and 
was  at  the  Academy  early  in  the  evening  ; 
but  when  summoned  by  the  call-boy,  Bev. 
Dr.  Thompson,  this  eminent  artist  was  mis- 
sing. The  audience  was  immediately  dis- 
missed. An  actor  has  no  right  thus  to 
trifle  with  his  patrons.  The  elder  Booth 
used  to  do  it ;  but  Beecher,  though  good 
in  his  line,  isn't  a  Booth  ;  and  we  advise 
this  wayward  son  of  Thespis,  when  he  next 
makes  an  engagement  at  a  respectable 
theatre,  not  to  disappoint  the  public. 


Con,  By  a  Hickory  Quaker. 
Q. — Why  is  a  non-combatant  like  a  favo- 
rite fancy  stock  in  the  N.  Y.  Board? 
A.- — Because  he  is  a  Bacific  Male. 


A  Boston  Notion. 
They  are  very  particular  about  the  Ther- 
mometer, in  Boston.  We  have  always  re- 
marked that  the  Boston  Transcript,  for  in- 
stance, reports  the  thermometer  with  great 
care  ;  and  we  were  told,  lately,  that  the 
Police  have  received  strict  orders  to  take  up 
all  Thermometers  found  falling  in  the 
streets  of  Boston. 


BRIDGET'S  CHARACTER. 

Phrenologist. — "  Great  purpose " 

Bridget, — "  A  great  Porpus  !     Well,  I'm  sure  !" 


To  Anxious  Shepherds. 
In  reply  to  the  numerous  applicants  who 
enquire  of  us  where  the  Rams  intended  for 
the  rebutting  of  Rebellion  are  to  be  seen, 
we  say,  once  for  all,  that  they  are  to  be  seen 
in  the  Folds  of  the  Anaconda. 

Looming  Darkly  upon   the  Distant  Hori- 
zon. 

'      The  Silk  Looms  of  France. 


JifiFF'ti    PROCLAMATION. 

FREELY   PARAPHRASED. 

With  gunboats  of  ungodly  size,  roofed  o'er  with  iron  deck  tiles, 
With  most  unrighteous-looking  guns  and  fiendish  projectiles, 
With  batteries  of  scalding  steam,  and  other  aids  mechanical, 
Unknown  in  Christendom  till  now — all  specialties  satanical. 
An  enemy  is  at  our  gates,  impatient  to  subdue  us, 
And  every  clay  hisy'eu  d  enter  goes  smashing  through  and  through 

us  ; 
So  let  us  call  on  Heaven  for  help,  before  this  thing  goes  farther, 
Since  if  that  help  is  long  delayed,  we  shall  be  past  it — rather. 

Our  rectitude  we  know  's  first-class,  but  yet  there's  no  relying — 
On  consciousness  of  native  worth,  to  send  these  Yankee  flying  ; 
Tophet  with  good  intents  is  paved,  and  ours  despite  our  bragging, 
Seem  of  the   somewhat  worthless  kind,  with  which  fiends  do  their 

flagging  ; 
Our  martyrs  fall  amazing  fast,  we  haven't  time  to  bury  'em, 
<5ur  living  heroes  want  for  breath,  so  much  the  victors  hurry  'em  ; 
Therefore  non-combatants  with  me,  while  others  do  the  slaying, 
Down  on  your  marrow-bones  en  masse,  lets  try  a  spell  of  praying. 

At  Pittsburgh  Landing,  Beauregard,  brim-full  of  pagan  daring, 

Made,  in  the  hope  to  mend  our  luck,  th'  experiment  of  swearing  ; 

But  as  his  trust  in  blasphemy,  vexation,  proved  and  vanity, 

And  Beizebnb  won't  lend  a  hand— to  Hades  with  profanity. 

It  shent  be  said  in  future  times  we  made  a  fatal  blunder, 

In  leaving  out  the  pious  dodge — we'll  try  it  on  by  thunder! 

So  bullies  go  for  once  to  church — profanity  ignoring, 

And,  .since  defying  Heaven  don't  do,  betake  you  to  imploring. 

To  this  end,  lest  a  worse  should  come,  do  I,  Jeff.  Davis,  President, 
Now,  though  I  know  not  for  how  long,  in  Richmond  city  resident, 
Issue  to  you,  beloved  ConfedB,  my  solemn  proclamation, 
To  meet — if  not  on  the  stampede — for  humble  supplication, 
On  Friday,  the  Sixteenth  of  May,  (the  hangman's  day  is  my  day,) 
And  make  it  (as  you  have  good  cause)  a  thorough-going  sigh  day  ; 
To  pay  his  best  in  duty  bound  each  faithful  rebel  knave  is, 


GEN.  PRENTISS. 

This  oratorical  warrior — if  we  may  believe  the  reports — is  mak- 
ing Union  speeches  to  Secession  crowds  in  Memphis,  and  with  the 
most  distinguished  and  signal  success.  True,  the  Provost  Mar- 
shal of  that  city  did  (according  to  the  correspondent  of  a  West- 
ern journal)  venture  to  mildly  remonstrate,  when  the  intrepid  and 
golden-voiced  Prentiss  called  the  inhabitants  "  vipers  ;"  but  there 
was  enthusiastic  applause,  if  we  may  credit  the  same  authority, 
and  the  Illinois  warrior  kept  right  on.  Perhaps  we  shall  be  told 
that  Gen.  Prentiss  has  tweaked  the  Provost  Marshal's  nose  and 
bunged  the  eyes  of  a  large  number  of  citizen  Secessionists  "  amidst 
tremendous  applause."  Why  not?  They  apparently  like  being 
called  "  vipers" — why  shouldn't  they  be  pleased  at  a  little  rougher 
usage  ?  But  Gen.  Prentiss,  so  brave  and  patriotic  in  Memphis, 
doesn't  tell  us  how  or  for  what  possible  reason  he  suffered  his 
entire  brigade  to  slip  into  the  hands  of  Beauregard,  at  Shiloh. 
Alas  !  this  prairie  warrior  hadn't  any  such  thing  about  him  as  a 
piece  of  generalship  on  that  occasion  ;  and  we  fear  this  rumor  of 
his  bold  eloquence  in  the  heart  of  Secession  is  a  gag  of  elephant- 
ine proportions,  originated  and  promulgated  by  somebody  who 
hopes  to  thus  galvanize  his  action  at  Shiloh.  And  if  the  gag  shall 
prove  a  success,  Prentiss  will  be  in  a  far  better  condition  than  a 
General  or  two  of  higher  rank  in  that  gallantly  fought  but  dis- 
gracefully directed  battle.    You  have  heard  us ! 


So  let  the  thin-'  1 


done  up  brown,  for  things  look  black, 

Jeff.  Davis. 


A  Nut,  for  Scotchmen 

A  newspaper  paragraph  informs  us  that: 

"A  female  dromedary,  belonging  to  a  menagerie  exhibited  at  Stirling, 
Scotland,  has  lately  given  birth  to  a  promising  infant  dromedary — the  first  ever 
born  upon  English  soil." 

Surely  there  must  be  a  mistake  here.  Is  it  possible  that  the 
writer  of  the  above  paragraph  does  not  know  that  all  the  Camp- 
bells originally  came  from  Scotland  ? 


The  Smell  of  Burning  Cotton. 
Is  it  not  with  a  view  to  their  last  Bolt  that  the  Rebels  are  now 
engaged  in  destroying  their  great  Staple? 
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Dobson — 

CHEAP  AND 


AN    ENGLISH    VIEW    OP    IT. 

"  MORB  HOPEEATIVES  OUT  OF  EMPLOYMENT  IN  HeNGLAND,  I  SEE." 

"Ah  ha!  that'll  bring  malt  and  'ops  down,  and  then  hale  will   be 
"appiness  complete  !" 


The  Father  of  It. 

By  late  European  arrivals  come  renewed 
rumors  of  French  intervention  in  American 
affairs.  The  Rebels  are  very  anxious  for 
foreign  interference.  The  Rebellion  was 
conceived  in  sin — a  devilish  scheme,  and 
born  of  Satan— and  it  is  not  to  be  wondered 
at  that  they  should  now,  in  their  extremity, 
desire  the  assistance  of  an-ApoLLYON. 

Old  Port  in  New  Bottles. 
The  connoisseurs  of  the  North  are  antici- 
pating a  jolly  re-union  next  1st  of  June, 
when  the  President  will  open  some  of  his 
best  Port,  as  he  has  announced.  The  arti- 
cle has  been  sealed  up  for  some  time,  and  it 
is  thought,  will  be  much  improved  by  age. 
The  President  has  a  Butler  at  New  Orleans, 
who  will  do  the  honors  of  the  occasion  in 
that  city. 


The  Turf. 
It  is  a  remarkable  fact  that  none  of  the 
dailies  give  more  unctuous  and  detailed  re- 
ports of  trotting  matches  than  the  Tribune, 
while  the  Senior  Editor  of  that  piper  never 
seems  to  "  see"  anything  except  the  African 
Race. 


Asphyxiated. 

General  Wool  tersely  telegraphs  to  Wash- 
ington— 

"  We  have  Suffolk." 

The  process  is  nearly  complete,  then.  The 
anaconda  is  tightening  its  last  coil,  and  Suf- 
folkation  has  already  set  in. 


Quite  Bight. 
We  are  informed  that  Mr.  Artemus  Ward 
has  positively  declined  to  exhibit  his  Child- 
ren in  the  Wood  at  Barnum's  approaching 
Polyphlosboyandgirlopanopticus,    or 
Show. 


THE    PEN    IS    MIGHTIER    THAN    THE    SWORD. 

Here  follows  an  interesting  little  paragraph  from  the  Richmond 
Enquirer  of  May  6  : 

THE    WAE. 

"Important  events  are  come  to  the  birth,  and  the  waiting,  anxious  solici- 
tude which  possesses  the  public  mind,  is  not  favorable  for  audience  to  other 
themes.  And  upon  the  pending  battles  the  thought  of  which  now  engages  the 
concern  of  the  country,  conjecture  would  be  but  mockery.  The  future  is 
about  to  throw  open  her  gates,  and  great  events  to  stalk  forth.  We  attend 
the  development  with  the  sensibility  which  the  occasion  evokes  :  and  we  sus- 
pend the  conflict  of  opinions  and  the  balancing  of  speculations,  to  listen  in 
silence  to  the  sentence  of  fate  and  the  logic  of  accomplished  results." 

Dictionary  is  evidently  still  rife  in  the  Confederacy — at  least  a 
few  pages  of  it  are.  The  editor  of  the  Enquirer  is  a  feeling 
writer,  a  rising  journalist,  who  straddles  a  fence  in  a  truly  beauti- 
ful manner.  We  guess  the  upper  rail  began  to  feel  uncomfortable 
for  him  when  Mr.  Editor  wrote  :  "  and  we  suspend  the  conflict 
of  opinions  and  the  balancing  of  speculations,  to  listen  in  silence 
to  the  sentence  of  fate  and  the  logic  of  accomplished  results." 
As  for  the  "  future  throwing  open  her  gates,"  it  is  not  so.  She 
hasn't  any  gate,  consequently  no  gates,  consequently  she  can't 
throw  them  open.  Great  events,  however,  may  stalk  forth,  but 
they  won't  do  anything  except  scare  the  F.  F.  Vs.  A  few  little 
events  may  likewise  "  stalk  forth  out  of  the  back-door  of  Rich- 
mond, and  some  of  them  may  look  like  Jeff  Davis  and  Joe 
Johnston,  and  little  Stephens,  and  feel  like  those  parties  too. 

By  the  way,  Enquirer  man,  how  far  is  it  from  Richmond  to 
Mexico — going,  and  never  coming  back  ? 


No  Wonder. 
The  Norfolk  correspondent  of  the  New  York  Times,  speaking  of 
the  down-fall  of  Secesh  currency,  very  naively  remarks  that  "  gold 
and  silver  are  welcomed  with  enthusiasm  by  all  classes  of  the 
population."  We  should  like  to  know  the  location  of  that  spot 
of  earth  where  the  Golden  god  and  the  Silvern  goddess  are  not 
received  with  open  palms. 


THE    LAST    NIGHT    OF    THE    •'MERRIMAC" 

The  gunner  of  the  late  unlamented  Merrimac,  who  has  repented  of 
his  complicity  with  that  renowned  ram  now  gone  to  mutton,  brings 
curious  anecdotes  regarding  it,  to  Fortress  Monroe.  He  says  that — 
"  Upon  Saturday  night  a  consultation  took  place  on  board  the 
Merrimac.  The  officers  all  became  intoxicated,  and  in  this  con- 
dition debated  what  the  Southern  chivalry  should  do  with  their 
vessel.  The  conference  ended  with  the  determination  to  blow  her 
up,  and  destroy  one  of  the  rebellion's  greatest  hopes." 

In  this  we  have  but  a  dry  narration  of  facts :  but  the  Master's 
Mate  of  the  defunct  Merrimac,  who  came  to  Fortress  Monroe  along 
with  the  Gunner,  happens  to  be  an  excellent  mimic  and  delineator 
of  character,  burnt-cork  or  otherwise,  and  from  him  our  special 
reporter  has  obtained  the  following  dramatic  sketch  of  the  Last 
Night  of  the  "  Merrimac." 

Scene. — The  bight  of  the  binnacle,  round  which  several  of  the  Officers 
are  seated  upon  anchors  of  rum,  with  fir  e-bucJoets  of  grog  and  smoke* 
stacks  of  tobacco  before  them,  and  smoke  pipes  in  their  mouths. 

Captain. — Say,  ole  stick  in  z'mud,  wha'll  we  do  wiz  ship  ? 

1st  Lieut.— Rammerashore  ! 

2d  Lieut. — Ler'r'r  rip  ! 

3d  Lieut. — Blowerblays  ! 

4lh  Lieut. — Dammerize. 

bth  Lieut. — Spikersmoke — hie  ! — p-p-pipe  ! 

6th  Lieut. — Scutler  ! 

Captain. — Say,  ole  stick  in  z'mud,  wha'll  we  do  wiz  ship  ? 
1st  Lieut. — Rammerashore ! 

Captain. — {seizing  a  marlinspike.)    You  sedzat  'fore — Take  zat !  and 
zat !  {Spikes  him.) — 'Say,  ole  stick  in  z'mud,  wharlwedo  ship  ? 

2d  Lieut. — Ler'r'r  rip 

Captain. — (seizing  a  boll)  Wharamean  by  zat,  blazyer  ? — Take 
zat '  and  zis  !     (Bolts  him) — Zat's  my  lil  game,  zat  is  ! 

3d  Lieut. — (seizing  a  block)  Player  out  zen !  so!  (Blocks  the 
Captain' s  little  game  by  knocking  him  on  the  head;  throws  the  mortal 
remains  into  the  powder  magazine,  which  explodes  at  the  contact  of  the 
Fire  Eater,  blowing  the  ship  to  bits,  with  every  body  in  it,  except  the 
Ounner  and  Master's  Mate,  who  drop  quietly  into  the  water  and  swim 
to  Fortress  Monroe.) 
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Our  Fighting  Minister  from  Tennessee, 


VANITY    FAIR. 


T 


Dr.  Brings,  tfi&e  €har- 
OPODI^T,  is  a  wonderful  operator. 
His  method  of  treating  Corns,  Bunions,  Bad 
Nails,  &c,  is  perfect;  therefore,  delay  not 
nor  tarry,  hut  submit  your  feet  to  his  inspec- 
tion without  delay,  at  212  Broadway,  oppo- 
site St.  Paul's  Church,  New  York.  Dr. 
Briggs's  Alleviator,  for  corns,  bunions,  frost- 
ed and  blistered  feet,  &c,  is  destined  to  se- 
cure public  confidence  by  its  own  intrinsic 
merits — ».impl«  and  pleasant  in  its  applica- 
tion, satisfactory  and  surprising  in  its  results. 
25  and  50  cents,  and  $1  per  box.  Sent  by  mail 
on  receipt  of  price  and  six  cents.  Sold  by 
druggists.     Remember,  212  Broadway,  N.  Y. 
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JUNE,  1862, 
Is  Ready  To-day. 

The  June  N  umber  is  for  sale  to-day,  with 
the  following  attractive  articles: 

J8®- STJNTHIN'  IN  THE  PASTORAL 
LINE  :  a  new  Biglo  w  Paper,  the  Sixth  of  the 
Series,     By  James  Russell  Lowell. 

jm~  ASTKAEA  AT  THE  CAPITOL  :  a 
new  Poem.     By  John  G:  Whittier. 

«=THE  AUTHOR  OF  "CHARLES 
AUCHESTER":  a  Biographical  Sketch  of 
this  favorite  author,  and  a  critical  estimate 
of  her  writings,     By  Harriet  E.  Prescott. 

«®-  THE  HEALTH  OF  OUR  GIRLS  :  a 
mostinstructive  and  entertaining  Essay  upon 
an  important  topic.     By  T.  W.  Hig»inson 

tiS~  WAR  AND  LITERATURE.  By 
John  Weiss. 

4®"  WALKING  By  the  late  Henry  D. 
Thoreau. 

jm~  THE  SAM  ADAMS  REGIMENTS 
IN  THE  TOWN  OF  BOSTON  :  an  interest- 
ing Historical  Paper.  By  Richard  Froth- 
ingham. 

4®=  THE  HORRORS  OF  SAN  DOMIN- 
GO.    By  John  Weiss. 

j8ST  PEKE  ANTOINE'S  DATE-PALM  : 
a  Legend  of  New  Orleans.  By  T.  B.  Aid- 
rich. 

j9@=-  THE  SOUTH  BREAKER.  A  new 
story.     By  Harriet  E.  Prescott. 

J8@=-  SOLID  OPERATIONS  IN  VIR- 
GINIA ;  or,  'Tis  Eighty  Years  Since.  By 
Edward  Everett  Hale. 

4®=  AN  ORDER  FOR  A  PICTURE.  By 
Alice  Carey. 

m~  METHODS  OF  STUDY  IN  NAT- 
URAL HISTORY.  By  Profassor  Louis 
Agassiz.     Sixth  Paper  of  the  Series. 

J8ST  OUT  OF  THE  BODY  TO  GOD.  By 
Rose  Terrv. 

j«S=-  SONNET.     By  F.  G.  Tuckerman. 

TERMS.— Twenty-five  cents  per  number. 
Three  dollars  per  year,  post-paid  by  the 
Publishers. 

TICKNOR  &  FIELDS, 
Publisher  s, 

135  WASHINGTON  ST.,  BOSTON,  MASS. 


"  A  story  of  strange   and  fascinating  pow- 
er."— [London  Examiner.] 

PAUL   FERROL, 

BY    LADY     CLIVE, 

Author  of  .'  Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed   his 

Wife." 

An   edition   of   this    ''rather  remarkable 

novel"   having    been  exhausted   some  time 

ago, 

A  NEW  EDITION, 
in  cheaper  form,  is  now  published  (from  the 
fifth  English  edition)  to  meet  the  renewed 
demand  created  by  the  appearance  of  the 
same  author's  book,  "Why  Paul  Ferroll 
Killed  his  Wife  " 

REAIiY     SATURDAY     MAY     17th. 

12mo.,  cloth $1  00 

"       paper  covers 50 cents. 

W.   J.   WIDDLETON, 

(Successor  toRedfield.) 
Publisher,  N.  Y 


TO  Arms  !  To  Arms  ! 

—The  citizen  soldier  will  find  a  more  deadly 
foe  in  the  brackish  muddy  water,  and  damp 
night  air  than  in  the  most  determined  en- 
emy. HOLLOWAY'S  PILLS  so  purify  the 
blood  and  strengthen  the  stomach  and  bowels 
that  the  soldier  can  endure  these  hardships 
and  still  be  strong  and  healthy.  Only  25 
cents  per  box. 
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he  space    across  the  page. 
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"         "       10  cents,     narrow 


A   VOICE  FROM 

LUNTEERS, 

ATTENTION" : 

Jk.    VOICE    FROM    YOIfcKlTO^WT^y 


Read  the  following  brief  note  received  this  morning  from  one  of 
our  brave  soldiers  now  before  Yorktown  : 


THOMAS  HOLLOWAY,  Esq. 


Sir, 


Camp  Winfield  Scott,  near  Yorktown. 
80  MAIDEN"  L.ABTE, 

May  1st,  1862 


As  there  are  none  of  "Holloway's  Pills"  for  sale  hereabouts,  I  enclose  an  order,  for  which 
please  send  me  the  amount  in  your  very  valuable  Pills  without  delay.  If  there  is  any  postage  or  ex- 
pressage  please  deduct  it,  and  oblige  Yours  truly,  in  haste, 

T.  HANLEY,  Adjt  , 

9  th  2V.  Y.  Cavalry. 
Before  Yorktown,  Va. 

P.  S.— Your  Pills  are  famous  for  the  cure  of  Dysentery,  andl   have   no  doubt  that  they  willprove  as 
efficacious  in  Chills  and  Fever  here  as  they  have  in  other  divisions  of  the  army. 


IMPROVED 

G-utta     Percha 
CEMENT 

ROOFING  A, 


It  is  water-proof, 
and 

Costs  only   about 

one  -  third    as 

much    as 

Tin, 

AND    IS     TWICE 
AS  DURABLE. 


TDK 
'CHEAPEST  and' 
most  DURABLE 
ROOFING  ii 
Fire  and  Water 
Proof.  Applied 
to  New  and  Old 
Root's  of  all  kinds, 
and  sent  to  all 
parts  of  the  coun- 
try with  full  di- 
rections for  use. 
Send  for  a  Circular 


JOHNS  &  CR0SLEY, 

SOLE   MANUFACTURERS. 

78  "WILLIAM  ST., 

(COR.   LIBERTY  ST.), 

NEW    YORK. 


GUTTA  PERCHA 

CEMENT, 

FOR  preserving 
new  and  repairing 
LEAKY  METAL 
ROOFS  of  every 
description ;     Will 

NOT  CRACK  IN  COLD 
OR  RUN  IN  WARM 
WEATHER. 

Agents  Wanted. 

lerms  Cash  ! 


TOISNS    &    CROSEE Y'S  AMERICAN    CEMENT  GEITE,  FOR 

J    CEMENTING  WOOD,    LEATHER,  GLASS,    IVORY,    CHINA,    MARBLE, 

PORCELAIN,  ALABASTER,  BONE,  CORAL,  &c,  Iv...  the  only  article  of  the  kind  ever  produced 
which  will  withstand  water.     Liberal  terms  to  Wholesale  balers. 

PRICE   TWENTY -FIVE   CENTS. 

JOHNS  &  CROSLEY,  Sole  Manufacturers, 

Wholesale  Warehouse,  87  William  st.,  cor.  Liberty. 

Keillors    throughout    the    Country 

Who  have  received  this  paper  for  ONE  YEAR,  will  please  insert  the  following— NOTICE  AND 
TERMS — THREE  TIMES  in  their  advertising  columns,  and  send  marked  copies  of  the  papers  con- 
taining the  same  to  this  office.  The  paper  will  not  be  sent  to  such  as  do  not  comply  with  our  terms 
as  our  exchange  list  is  an  unusually  large  one. 


Notice  to  Subscribers. 


WE    OFFER    A6   A    PREMIUM    TO 

EVERY   THREE  DOLLAR  SUBSCRIBER   TO   VANITY   FAIR, 

A    COPY   OF 

ARTEMUS    T^AI£I>     HIS    BOOK, 

To  be  shortly  issued  by  CARLETON  Publisher,  of  this  city.     Price,  $1  00. 

We  will  send  any  other  ONE  DOLLAR  Publication  which  may  be  preferred. 
We  do  not  prepay  the  paper  to  Premium  Subscribers,  but  the 

BOOK   WILL   BE   SENT   POSTAGE  FREE. 
TERMS    OF    SUBSCRIPTION. 

TO     VANITY    FAIR. 


One  Copy  one  year Pos 

"      '  "        and  "  Artemus  Ward  Letters, ' 


unpaid $2  50 

unpaid, 3  00 

paid 3  00 

paid 5  00 

unpaid 10  00 

unpaid 6  00 

9  00 


Two  Copies  one  year  (to  one  address) 

Five  Copies  one  year  (to  one  address) 

One  Copy  one  year  and  Worcester's  Ills  d  Q'rto  Dictionary 
Three  Copies  one  year  and  Worcester's  IUs'd  Quarto  Dictionary, 

BOUND    VOLUMES. 

Single  Volume Postage  paid $2  00 

Three  Volumes  and  copy  of"  paper  one  year,  books  prepaid  only 7  00 

Four  Volumes  and  Copy  of  Paper,  one  year,  books  prepaid  only 8  00 

Three  Volumes        "  "  "  (to  California)  books  prepaid  only 8  00 

Four  Volumes         "  "  "  "  "  "  9  00 

Remittances  must  be  made  in  Gold,  New  York  or  Eastern  Currency,  or  other  Currency  at  New 
York  par.     Seal  all  letters  securely,  and  address  plainly  to 

LOUIS  H.  STEPHENS,  Publisher  for  Proprietors, 

No   110  Nassau  street,  N.  Y, 


Artemus  Ward 


JUST  PUBLISHED. 

All  the  rich  things  that  have  ever  been 
written  by  the  renowned  humorist  "Arte- 
mus Ward,"  collected  in  one  elegant  volume, 
with  numerous  comic  illustrations  by  our 
best  artists-     Price  One  Dollar. 

**«  Copies  sent  by  mail,  postage  free,  on 
receipt  of  price,  by  CARLETON,  Publisher, 
413  Broadway,  NEW-YORK. 

STATIONERY. 

D,    APPLETON   &C0. 
443  and  445  Broadway, 

Have  ad^ed  to  their  Book  Business  a 
STATIONERY  DEPARTMENT,  in  which 
will  be  included  Letter,  Note  and  Fools-Cap 
Papers,  Envelopes,  Gold,  Steel  and  Quill 
Pens,  Blank  Books,  Knives,  Backgammon 
Boards,  Chess  Men.  Inkstands,  Inks,  Sand, 
Wafers,  Paper  Weights,  and  all  the  articles 
in  the  long  Catalogue  embraced  under  the 
general  head  of  Stationery. 

JOSEPH  GILLOT'S 

STEEL.  PENS, 

OF   THE    OLD     STANDARD    QUALITY 

For  sale  by  all  Stationers  throughout  the 
United  States,  and  to  the  Trade  at  the  man- 
ufacturer's warehouse, 

91  JOHN  STREET.   NEW  YORK. 


Hexry  Owen,  Agent. 

J.  H    &  J,  IV.    TAYEOR, 

DEALERS  IN 

WATCHES,     JEWELRY 

AND 

SILVERWARE, 

759  BROADWAY, 

Between  Eighth  and  Ninth  streets,  N.  Y. 

Particular  attention   paid  to    Watch    and 
Jewelry  Repairing. 

Watches  cleaned  and  warranted  by  expe- 
ienced  workmen    $1. 
JAMES  H.  TAYLOR. 

V  JAMES   N.   TAYLOR. 

\  Late  with  Tifiany  &  Co. 


GREAT    MUSICAE    BOX 
DEPOT.     M.  J.    PAILLARD, 

Importer,  21  Maiden  Lane,  N.  Y.  Has  for 
sale  the  most  extensive  assortment  in  the 
country,  at  prices  varying  at  Two  U  T*so 
Hundred  and  Fifty  Dollars,  each  playins  I, 
2,  3   4,  6,  8,  10,  12,  16  and  24  airs. 


BEAUTIFUL  TOY  BOXES  FOR  CHILDREN. 

BOXES  TO  SUIT  ALL  AGES  AtfD  TASTES. 

Call  and  examine  them  I 

Fine  Gold  and  Silver   Watches  Cheap  for 
Cash. 

MUSICAL  BOXES  REPAIRED. 


DOWN  WITH  THE  DUST! 

BROWN'S  NEW  METALIC 
WEATHER  STRIP,  Patented  February 
18th,  1862,  effectually  excludes  heat  and  dust 
from  shrunken  doors  and  windows  of  every 
description. 

Send  orders  to  Metalic  Weather  Strip  Co., 
212  Broadway,  N.  Y. 


American    Steel 
Pens. 

1,00  WILL  PAY  FOR  A 

gross  of  the  BEST   PENS   EVER  MADE, 
and  pay  the  Postage  to  your  Address. 
J.  P.   SNOW, 

335  Broadway,  New  York. 
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A    QUARTER_OF    TWELVE. 

BY    LE    GENTILHOMME    BLASE. 

CHAPTER  IV. 

"two  hearts  that  beat  as  one." 
Several  of  the  Richmond  churches  were  opened  that  Sunday 
night,  and  thither  repaired  many  of  the  Cottonocracy,  devotional 
children  of  Bale,  to  implore  Providence  in  hehalf  of  an  army 
whose  heroes  have  generally  appeared,  in  the  eyes  of  the  Federal 
troops,  to  be  wholly  Leave-ites.  The  recent  intelligence  of  "  an- 
other confederate  victory,"  at  Williamsburg,  had  added  a  finishing 
touch  to  the  panic  created  by  reports  of  the  triumphant  retreat 
from  Yorktown  previously  received,  and  the  fervor  of  Richmond's 
piety  on  that  evening  was  eminently  worthy  of  a  city  liable  at  any 
moment  to  be  cannonized.  The  reverend  clergy  of  the  rebel  capi- 
tal selected  their  texts  from  Exodus  by  instinct,  as  it  were,  and 
proved  so  conclusively  that  the  Yankee  invader  was  no  man,  that 
the  listening  congregations  were  impressed  with  an  instructive  and 
repentant  sense  of  their  own  wickedness,  (for  they  are  the  wicked 
who  invariably  flee  when  no  man  pursueth,)  and  several  members 
evinced  their  new-born  disguest  at  this  sinful  world  by  resolutely 
closing  their  eyes  upon  it  at  once. 

In  his  pew  sat  Mr.  Victor  E.  Obdeth,  with  his  wife  and  son,  the 
latter  a  member  of  the  Richmond  Home  Guard.  Stiff  and  erect  he 
sat,  like  a  solemn  note  of  admiration  in  a  printer's  case,  ready  to  be 
used  at  the  end  of  any  sounding  passages,  suffering  an  expression 
of  weighty  approval  to  cross  his  countenance  when  the  preacher 
hoped  the  same  planets  might  not  thereafter  be  destined  to  shine  on 
the  North  and  the  South. 

And  well  he  might ;  for  there  had  been  something  in  the  late 
capture  of  New  Orleans  and  other  ports  by  the  Union  fleets  to  im- 
press the  Southern  mind  with  no  small  dread  of  the  North's  tar. 

Libbt  remained  at  home  under  plea  of  sick-headache  ;  but  no 
sooner  were  her  parents  fairly  out  of  the  house,  than  said  plea 
proved  to  be  entirely  invalid.  At  least,  the  young  lady  darted  to 
her  own  private  room  in  a  very  sprightly  manner,  brought  out 
from  thence  a  small  package,  and  finally  repaired  to  the  apartment 
wherein  Mr.  Bob  Petebs  kept  solitary  vigils  and  a  bright  lookout. 
Before  passing  in,  however,  she  paused  to  have  a  few  words  with 
the  faithful  and  attached  Jocko,  whom  she  discovered  on  his  knees 
before  the  door  of  the  captive's  cell,  with  his  right  eye  slightly  to 
the  left  of  the  knob. 

"  Jocko  !"  she  exclaimed,  reproachfully,  "  what  are  you  doing 
here,  you  ridiculous  thing  ?'' 

"  Miss  Libby,"  said  the  humble  servitor,  looming  dimly  in  the 
shadow  of  the  hall  as  he  slowly  arose  from  his  feet,  "Ise  ben 
prayin'  dat  you  might  become  a  christian,  and  one  ob  these  days, 
when  de  great  Hallelugerum  come,  hab  wings  and  a  harp." 

Scarcely  were  these  affecting  words  uttered,  when  Mr.  Peters 
tore  open  the  door  rather  disrespectfully,  so  greatly  discomposing 
the  devoted  black  that  the  latter  incontinently  fled. 

"My  dear  girl,"  said  Bob,  leading  his  fair  visitor  into  the  room, 
"  I'm  delighted  to  see  you.  The  shutters  are  up,  the  gas  is  lit,  and 
I'mjprepared  to  do  the  sentimental.  Oh-um-m — Lubin's  Extracts  !" 
ejaculated  Mr.  Bob  Peters.     For  he  had  kissed  her. 

"  There,  dear  Robert,  don't  be  so  absurd.  You  know  you  are 
going  to  leave  us  to-night,  and  I  have  brought  you — "  here  Libbt 
blushed  with  that  exquisitely  ingenuous  emotion  which  is  excited 
by  the  consciousness  of  benefiting  one  we  love —  "  I  have  brought 
you  some  things  that  may  be  of  use  on  your  journey.  You  won't 
be  angry  with  me  for  it,  will  you,  dear  Bob  ?  There's  a  smoking 
cap,  and  a  pair  of  crochet  slippers,  and  some  drawing  pencils,  and 
a  volume  of  Ttjpper." 

"  My  darling  Libby  !"   remarked  the   deeply  affected   Robert, 
alighting  on  those  tempting  lips  once  more.     "  But  did  you  think, 
love — did  you  think  to  put  a  quart  of  ice-cream  and  a  few  hair- 
pins in  the  package  ?" 
"Why,  no." 

"  Ah,  well,"  said  Mr.  Bob  Petebs,  abstractedly,  "I  suppose  I  can 
buy  them  on  the  road." 

Silence,  disturbed  only  by  the  beating  of  those  two  hearts, 
reigned  for  a  few  seconds,  then — 

"  Bob,"  said  Libby,  looking  shyly  up  to  him,  "  we  shall  be  very 
happy  when  we  are  married  and  live  North  ?" 
"  Yes,  indeed,"  said  Bob. 

"  We'll  live  in  such  a  beautiful  house  on  Fifth  Avenue,  dear, 
and  have  such  nice  things.  Because,  you  know,  yon  can  make 
so  much  money  by  your  writings." 

"Millions!  my  love,"  said  Mr.  Bob  Peters,  with  sudden  and 
wonderful  quietude  of  tone.  "  When  I  left  New  York  prose  was 
bringing  two  dollars  for  seven  pounds  in  the  heavy  dalies,  and 


philosophical  poetry  quoted  at  six  shillings  a  yard,  and  no  hexame- 
ters allowed  except  for  Emerson  and  Homer.  Ah!"  said  Mr. 
Peters,  his  melancholy  deepening  rapidly  to  bitterness,  "  my  last 
poem  sickened  me.  It  was  called  ;  "  Dirge  :  addressed  to  a  lady 
after  witnessing  the  Drama  of  the  "  Toodles',"  and  commenced  in 
this  way  : 

Not  all  the  artist's  pow'r  can  limn, 

Nor  poet's  grander  verse  disclose, 

The  plaintive  charm  that  ev'ning  dim, 

Imparts  unto  the  dying  rose." 

"  How  pretty  !"  said  Libby. 

"Yes,  my  dear,"  responded  Mr.  Peters  somewhat  gloomily; 
"but  because  I  used  ' dim'  to  rhyme  with  'limn,'  all  the  papers 
credited  it  to  General  Morris." 

Recollections  of  this  flagrant  piece  of  injustice  so  affected  Mr. 
Bob  Peters,  that  he  smote  his  breast  and  called  himself  a  misera- 
ble man.  "  I  really  don't  know  but  I'd  better  stay  here  and  be 
hung,  like  a  respectable  patriot,"  murmured  the  desolated  young 
man. 

"  How  absurd  !"  exclaimed  the  young  lady,  "  you  will  be  glad 
enough  to  get  away  to-night.  Remember,  now,  you  are  to  start 
down  stairs  at  quarter-past  Twelve,  precisely,  and  Jocko  will  open 
the  front  door  for  you.  Then  go  straight  to  the  bridge,  where  you 
will   find  my  brother  who  will  get  you  by  the  guard." 

"  That  reminds  me,"  observed  Mr.  Peters,  "<vhat  time  is  it  ?  I 
must  set  my  repeater." 

Libby  consulted  her  watch  and  answered  that  it  was  half-past 
eight,  whereupon  Mr.  Bob  Peters  fished  from  his  fob  a  vast  silver 
conglomeration  and  having  wound  it  up  with  a  noise  like  that  of  a 
distant  coffee  mill,  and  set  it  correctly,  proceeded  to  hang  it,  for 
convenient  reference,  upon  the  gas-branch  across  the  mirror. 

"  Dear  Bob,  good-bye." 

"  Fare  thee  well,  and  if  forever,  still  forever  remember  me,"  re- 
sponded Mr.  Petebs,  with  some  vagueness. 

"  We  shall  meet  again  ?"  said  Libby,  lingering. 

"If  I  did  not  believe  it,"  replied  Mr.  Bob  Peters,  with  vehe- 
mence, "  I  should  at  once  proceed  to  kill  myself  at  your  feet,  cov- 
ering the  walls  and  furniture  of  the  apartment  with  my  gore." 

"  God  bless  you,  Bob." 

They  parted  wiping  their  mouths.  Miss  Ordeth  went  down 
stairs  in  tears,  had  a  fit  of  hysterics  on  the  sofa,  and  fell  asleep 
with  her  head  in  the  card  basket. 


CHAPTER  V. 

betrayed  innocence. 

There  he  slumbered  on  that  rude  lounge,  with  his  head  upon  his 
hands  and  his  hands  under  his  head.  A  man,  like  you— or  me — or 
any  other  man.  Did  you  ever  notice  how  you  always  keep  your 
eyes  shut  when  you  are  asleep  ?  The  lids  come  down  over  your 
orbs,  your  soul's  windows,  like  night  over  the  sun.  You  shall 
have  visions  of  Heaven,  or  Hades,  according  to  what  you  had  for 
supper.  Lobster  salad,  or  truffles,  will  act  upon  a  sleeping  man's 
great,  dark  soul,  like  one  of  Page's  pictures  on  the  open  eye. 
Make  it  see  light  blue  landscapes,  and  pallid  faces  looking  out  of 
pink  distances.  You  think  that  young  man  there  is  sleeping  upon 
a  rude  couch?  No.  He  is  sleeping  upon  something  not  palpable 
to  your  worldly  eyes  nor  mine  ;  he  is  sleeping  upon  an  empty 
stomach.  You  dare  not  pity  him.  His  scornful,  stern  man's  soul 
would  wither  you  if  you  talked  to  him  of  compassion.  Such  is 
man.  An  animal.  A  worm  of  the  dust.  Yet  proud.  Ha!  you 
know  it.  You  blush  for  your  unworthy  thought.  Such  is  woman. 
Something  aroused  the  sleeper  suddenly.  It  might  have  been  an 
angel's  whisper,  or  the  kiss  of  an  iusect.  He  sprang  to  his  f  eet 
shook  himself,  and  mentally  declared  that  he  had  come  pretty 
near  getting  asleep.     The  idea  was  rational. 

"  By  all  that's  blue  !  it  can't  be,  though  it  is,  by  Jupiter  !" 
The  gas  was  still  burning  brightly  Mr.  Bob  Peters  had  caught 
sight  of  his  watch  as  it  was  reflected  in  the  mirror,  with  the  hands 
pointing  at  quarter-past  Twelve.  With  great  rapidity  he  grasped 
the  repeater,  stabbed  it  into  his  fob,  crushed  his  demoralized  hat 
upon  his  head,  looked  regretfully  about  the  room,  turned  off  the 
gas,  and  in  another  moment  was  stealthily  groping  his  way  down 
stairs,  toward  the  front  door.  The  door  yielded  to  his  hand,  but 
no  Jocko  was  there.  "  I  suppose,"  murmured  Mr.  Peters  to  him- 
self, "  I  suppose  the  faithful  fellow  is  praying  for  me  somewhere 
in  the  kitchen,  with  his  hands  resting  on  a  jar  of  sweetmeats. 
Ah  !  I  ought  to  be  a  better  man  than  I  am."  With  this  excel- 
lent moral  reflection,  Mr.  Bob  Peters  stepped  into  the  street  and 
faced  boldly  for  the  path  to  freedom  ;  but  at  the  very  first  corner 
his  road  was  barred  by  two  individuals  in  military  caps  and  the 
first  stage  of  intoxication. 
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De  Clouet A  History. 

"Don't  bombard  New  Orleans!"  with 
much  gall  exclaimed  the  Gaulish  Consul  at 
that  city." 

"  Mon  Dieu  !  you  certainly  will  not  dis- 
turb New  Orleans  !"  he  wildly  continued. 

"  You  must  not  do,  it  I  say  sir  !"  he  sav- 
agely subjoined. 

"I  shall  not  permit  it,"  he  frantically 
beilowed. 

"  Stop  !"  he  shouted. 

' '  Refrain !  he  cried . 

"  Mind  what  you  are  about !  he  fiercely 
howled. 

And  at  last  he  said  : 

' '  IF  YOU  DO  IT,  UPON  MY  WOED  OF  HONOR,  I 
WILL  TELL  THE  EMPEROR  !" 

And  they  went  and  did  it ! 


'•  Not  a  Drop   to   Drink." 

A  pamphlet  on  "The  Evil  of  Liquor 
Drinking"  is  just  now  in  spite  of  its  name- 
having  a  great  run  in  Boston.  Nobody  in 
that  city  now  drinks  anything,  the  eminent 
chemists  of  Cambridge  having  undertaken 
to  supply  the  bar  rooms  with  Consolidated 
Cocktails,  Punches  in  Powder,  Crystalized 
Cobblers,  and  Granulated  Goes  generally. 


ACCORDING  TO  LAW". 
Pat. — "There!— go  tell  yer  misthress  there's  a  gintleman  from  the  cou.nthry 

WOULD  LIKE  TO  SUPPLY  HER  WID  MILK  ACCORDIn'  TO  LAW  !" 


Going  It  Blind. 

"-  "  How  charmingly  those  blinds  of  yours 
are  painted !"  remarked  Incubus  to  his 
friend  Succubus,  who  was  furnishing  a  new 
and  nuptial  abode. 

"They  are,"  replied  Succubus,  with  his 
blandescent  smile,"  and  you  will  be  surprised, 
perhaps,  when  I  tell  you  they  are  the  work 
of  a  Blind  Painter." 


"  Aryupeters-eters  V  said  one,  who  was  evidently  desirous  of 
having  but  a  single  word  with  him. 

"  With  a  Bob,"  replied  the  fugitive  sententiously. 

"  Aow  re'  then,"  observed  the  two  in  chorus,  and  Mr.  Peters 
quickly  found  himself  attended  on  either  side  by  guardians,  whose 
affectionate  manner  of  monopolizing  his  arms,  suggested  a  civil 
process  of  the  most  uncivil  sort. 

"Treachery!"  he  exclaimed,  struggling  fiercely.  The  twain 
held  him  tightly,  however,  with  the  strength  of  tight-uns,  and  his 
exertions  only  caused  them  to  venture  divers  pleasant  on  the  con- 
cerning the  destiny  of  his  eyes. 

Onward  they  dragged  him,  down  Broad  street  and  up  a  half  a 
dozen  other  streets,  until  a  certain  rebel  institution  was  gained. 

"la  with'm,"  said  one  of  his  captors,  and  they  hurried  him 
past  a  sentry  and  through  a  hall  into  a  long,  low  room,  where  half 
a  dozen  miserable  candles,  stuck  against  the  walls,  revealed  a  dis- 
mal company  of  over  a  hundred — some  stretched  upon  the  floor, 
some  standing  about,  and  others  clustered  around  what  appeared 
to  be  a  cot  in  one  corner. 

"  Is  this  the  Confederate  Congress  ?''  asked  the  astounded  Bob, 
as  his  captors  left  him,  turning  the  key  and  adjusting  various  bolts 
as  they  went  out. 

"  It's  Libby's  pork-packing  house,"  answered  the  prisoner  near- 
est him,  "  and  you're  jugged,  I  suppose,  as  a  spy." 

"  Pork-packing  house  1"  ejaculated  the  bewildered  Bob.  "  Why, 
this  is  treating  me  like  a  hog." 

Several  prisoners  at  once  gave  in  their  adhesion  to  this  logical 
premise. 

"  Here's  a  case  of  betrayed  innocence!"  soliloquized  Mr.  Bob 
Peters,  bitterly,  "I've  trusted  to  Libby  and  Libby's  taken  me  in" — 

"  I'm  going  to  be  exchanged,  I  tell  you  !" 

The  sound  came  from  the  cot  in  the  corner,  and  as  the  crowd 
in  that  direction  opened  for  a  moment,  the  new  comer  beheld  a 
sight  that,  for  a  time,  made  him  forget  his  own  troubles.  A  tall, 
gaunt  man,  in  ragged  Zouave  uniform,  was  reclining  upon  his 
elbow  on  the  miserable  pallet,  the  pale  light  of  the  candles  disclos- 
ing a  ghastly  wound  on  his  right  temple,  from  which  the  blood 
was  trickling  down  upon  his  rusty  and  matted  beard. 

"I'm  going  to  be  exchanged,  I  tell  you  !"  he  exclaimed,  waving 
the  other  away  with  his  left  hand  and  glaring  directly  at  Bob. 
"  I've  been  here  a  whole  year,  and  Eighty's  boys  want  me  back  ; 
and  I'm  going  to  be  exchanged." 


"  The  poor  fellow  was  shot  by  one  of  the  sentries  this  morning. 
He's  from  a  New  York  regiment,  and  has  been  a  prisoner  ever 
since  Bull  Run,"  whispered  one  of  the  unfortunates  to  Bob. 

The  latter  approached  the  wounded  man  and  kindly  asked  ; 

"Can  I  do  anything  for  you,  old  fellow?" 

The  dying  Zouave  regarded  him  with  a  ghastly  smile  : 

"Yes,"  said  he,  "  you  can  go  down  to  Eighty  truck  house,  and 
take  care  of  little  Jake  till  I'm  exchanged.  Will  you,  bub,  will 
you  ?" 

"  Is  Jake  your  child  ?"  asked  Bob. 

"No,"  responded  the  zouave,  softly,  "  it's  only  a  little  yaller 
dorg.  I  aint  got  no  wife,  nor  child,  nor  no  friend  except  the 
masheen  and  little  Jake.  He's  pretty  as  a  picture,  bub,  and  he's 
slept  with  me  many  a  gay  old  night  around  Catherine  market — he 
has.     You'll  be  kind  to  him,  bub,  won't  you  ?" 

"Here!    what's"  this  noise  about  ?     What    are  yer    doin'  with 
lights  this  time  ernight  ?    I'll  soon    stop  his  Yankee   groaning," 
were  the  words  of  a  brutal  keeper,  who  had  just  come  in  and  was 
roughly  elbowing  his  way  toward  the  cot. 

"Stand  off,  you  hound!"  shouted  Bob,  throwing  himself  be- 
tween the  keeper  and  the  dying  soldier.  "Standoff!"  growled 
the  prisoners,  fiercely  crowding  upon  the  intruder  with  murder  in 
their  faces. 

"  Hark  !"   said  the  Zouave,  leaning  listfully  forward,   "  there 

goes  the  Hall  bell— one— two— three ."     His  features  lighted 

up  as  with  the  glow  of  a  conflagation  ;  his  lips  opened,—"  Fire  ! 
Fire!     Fire!" 

And  the  Zouave  fell  back  upon  the  cot — dead. 

The  keeper  crawled  forward  like  a  whipped  hound,  and  eyed  the 
outscretched  form  with  a  face  full  of  fear : 

"  Exchanged  at  last,  by  G — d  !" 

True,  0  traitorous  hireling  !  and  by  God  alone.  For  when  that 
honest,  loyal  soul  went  out,  there  came  to  take  its  place  an  aveng- 
ing spirit,  that  shall  not  cease  to  call  on  Heaven  for  vengence  on 
the  Southern  murderer  until  the  cowardly  stains  of  fifty  thousand 
murders  such  as  this,  are  washed  out  in  a  terrible  atonement. 

"Poor  little  Jake!"  murmured  Mr.  Bob  Peters,  "  I  wonder  if 
he's  a  terrier."  Then,  turning  to  the  keeper,—"  How  long  is  my 
imprisonment  in  this  horrible  place 

{To  be  Continued.) 
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THE    COUNTRY. 

OPINIONS  OF  THE   UNDEESIGNED . 

ET  me  re- 
mark that 
there  is  a 
good  deal  of 
humbug 
about  the 
Country 

It  is  fash- 
ionable t  o 
say  that  "  it 
i  s  pleasant 
in  the  Sum- 
mer -  time," 
and  to  ask  if 
you  "  don't 
find  it  dreary 
in  the  Win- 
ter-time.'' 

All  my 
m  e  t  r  opoli- 
tan  friends 
assault  me 
with  these 
two  phrases, 
until  they 
begin  tro 
sound  like 
a  joke,  or  a 
slang  saying. 
My  reply  is 
as  invariable 
as  the  query; 
"There  are  some  pleasant  things  there  in  Winter,  and  a  good 
deal  that  is  dreary  in  Summer." 

The  last  clause  refers  principally  to  the  cockneys  who  over-run 
the  agricultural  districts  during  what  is  known  as  "  the  Season." 

That,  however,  is  not  all  the  humbug  there  is  about  the  Coun- 
try. 

The  agricultural  pretensions  of  that  region  are  fallacious  to  an 
impertinent  degree.  Early  in  May,  I  ate  radishes  and  asparagus. 
Did  I  get  those  esculents  in  the  Country  ?  Not  any.  At  Pfaff's, 
in  New  York  ;  and  they  were  grown  by  the  little  two-penny  gard- 
eners, about  Ninetieth  stFeet,  on  dear  old  Manhattan  Island. 

The  nymphs  and  swains  are  also  mythical.  Did  anybody  ever 
see  a  shepherd  in  this  part  of  the  world  ?  The  only  one  I  know 
of,  is  Nat  Shepherd,  the  poet,  who  sings  his  andante  pastorale 
songs  down  in  the  Jerseys.  And  he  sends  them  up  to  town  for 
publication. 

As  for  the  nymphs,  I  don't  know  a  young  woman  about  here 
who  can  miik  a  cow.  They  all  have  a  most  reprehensible  knowl- 
edge of  the  SpriDg  fashions,  and  are  skillful — as  young  women 
go — on  the  piano.  Do  you  call  such  beings  nymphs?  Some  years 
ago,  I  remember,  I  saw  a  girl  kneadiDg  mush.  She  was  consider- 
ed a  curiosity  by  the  others.  One  whispered  me,  with  dreadful 
emphasis,  that  this  mush-making  person  had  been  known  to  wring 
chickens'  necks  !     Don't  talk  to  me  about  nymphs. 

The  weather  is  another  humbug.  I  have  lived  a  good  deal  in 
the  country,  but  somehow,  I  can't  quite  get  rid  of  the  idea  of  bal- 
my breezes,  bland  sunshine,  odorous  airs,  and  nice  things  generally 
in  the  meteorological  way.     Delusions,  delusions  !     It  rains  like 

thunder,  thunders  like  blazes,  and  blows  like. . .  .like well,  like 

the  Tribune,  half  the  time.  And  the  worst  of  it  is,  that  the 
farmers  all  bully  a  fellow  into  accepting  such  fearful  weather,  by  a 
stale  old  remark  ; 

"  Excellent  for  the  Crops  !'' 

What  do  I  care  for  the  crops  ?  Confound  the  crops.  I  don't 
sow  anything,  Dor  reap  any  benefits.  The  Ninetieth  street  garden- 
ers raise  their  radishes  and  asparagus  in  spite  of  the  weather,  and 
when  I  want  nice  fresh  vegetables,  why,  I  go  to  New  York  and  get 
them.     Why  can't  the  farmers  do  so  too  ? 

Then  I  must  find  fault  with  the  expectations  people  get  up 
about  a  man  who  lives  in  the  country.  Whenever  I  tell  anybody 
that  I  "  reside  out  of  town," . . .  .that's  the  way  we  put  it,  now-a- 
days. . .  .he  takes  me  for  an  idiot  at  once. 

"Ah,"  says  he,  "  you  like  gardening,  and  raising  flowers,  I  sup- 
pose." 

"  No,"  I  reply  ;  "  I  don't  do  any  gardening." 

"0,  you  are  fond  of  shooting  and  fishing?" 

"  No  ;  I  don't  do  any  shooting  or  fishing." 

"  Ah,  you  drive,  or  ride,  maybe,  fast  horses,  perhaps  ?'' 

"  No,  I  don't  drive  or  ride." 

"  Boating  ?     Is  that  your  hobby  ?" 


"  No  ;  I  rarely  go  boating." 

"  Skating,  then,  or  walking  ?" 

"  No  ;  I  never  skate  and  walk  as  little  as  possible." 

"  Devote  all  your  time  to  study,  eh  ?" 

"  No  ;  I  don't  study." 

"  Well," . . .  .despairingly. ..."  what  the  d 1  do  you  live  in 

the  country  for?" 

Now  why  should  I,  living  out  of  town,  be  expected  to  do  any- 
thing I  didn't  do  in  town  ?  In  town,  I  wrote  a  little,  smoked,  im- 
bibed, called  on  my  friends,  and  loafed  a  great  deal.  I  do  the 
same  here.  Why  should  I,  who  was  anti-gymnastic  while  in  New 
York,  suddenly  go  into  training  in  New  Jersey?  I  didn't  come 
down  here  to  prepare  myself  for  a  prize-fight.  Nor  a  rowing- 
match.  Nor  a  foot-race.  Nor  for  anything  else,  unless  it  might 
be  the  Mansions  of  the  Blest.  And  I  never  heard  that  there  was 
either  gardening  or  fishing,  shooting  or  driving,  fast  horses  or 
boats,  walking  or  studying,  in  the  Mansions  of  the  Blest. 

As  a  last  resort,  my  inquisitive  friends  look  very  knowing,  poke 
me  gently  in  the  waistcoat,  and  say  : 

"  I  see 1  see going  to  be  married  !" 

We  all  know  that  there  is,  in  the  Mansions  aforesaid,  "neither 
marrying  nor  giving  in  marriage,"  so  that  my  best  answer  to  the 
query,  why  do  I  live  in  the  country,  is  a  regular  Yankee  one. 

"  Why  do  you  live  in  the  City .?" 

That  the  one  is  as  sensible  a  question  as  the  other,  is  the  opin- 
ion of 


SKEDADDLE. 

The  shades  of  night  were  falling  fast, 
As  through  a  Southern  village  passed 
A  youth,  who  borej  not  over  nice, 
A  banner  with  the  gay  device, 
Skedaddle! 

His  hair  was  red  ;  his  toes  beneath 
Peeped;  like  an  acorn  from  its  sheath, 
While  with  a  frightened  voice  he  sung 
A  burden  strange  to  Yankee  tongue, 
Skedaddle  ! 

He  saw  no  household  fire,  where  be 
Might  warm  his  tod  or  hominy  : 
Beyond  the  Cordilleras  shone, 
And  from  his  lips  escaped  a  groan, 
Skedaddle  ! 

"  0,  stay,"  a  oullered  pusson  said, 
"  An'  on  dis  bosom  res'  your  hed  !" 
The  Octoroon  she  winked  her  eye, 
But  still  he  answered,  with  a  sigh, 
Skedaddle  I 

"  Beware  McClellan,  Buell,  and  Banks 
Beware  of  Halleck's  deadly  ranks  !" 
This  was  the  planter's  last  Good  Night, 
The  chap  replied,  far  out  of  sight, 
Skedaddle  ! 

At  break  of  day,  as  several  boys 
From  Maine,  New  York,  and  Illinois, 
Were  moving  southward,  in  the  air 
They  heard  these  accents  of  despair, 
Skedaddle  ! 

A  chap  was  found,  and  at  his  side 
A  bottle,  showing  how  he  died, 
Still  grasping  in  his  hand  of  ice, 
That  banner  with  the  strange  device, 
Skedaddle  ! 

There  in  the  twilight,  thick  and  gray, 
Considerably  played  out  he  lay  : 
And  through  the  vapor,  gray  and  thick, 
A  voice  fell,  like  a  rocket  stick, 

Skedaddle ! 


A  Philadelphia  Salad- 
Just  at  this  season  of  the  year,  all  the  inhabitants  of  Philadelphia 
indulge  extensively  in  a  salad  peculiar  to  that  city.     The  follow- 
ing recipe  for  making  it  is  curious  if  only  for  its  simplicity  : 

"  To  as  much  Mint  as  possible  add  a  great  deal  more  Mint,  pour 
on  Mint  sauce  ad  lib,  and  serve  up  with  a  Mint  julep." 

The  above  valuable  formula  was  kindly  enclosed  to  us  by  a 
Philadelphia  lady,  who  will  please  accept  our  thanks.  But  why 
should  we  conceal  the  lady's  name  ?— It  is  Aeaminta  Mintur.ner. 
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EXPLOSION  OF  THE  « MERRIMAC,"  OR  ANY  OTHER  SHIP. 


FROM    A   SKETCH   MADE   UPON   THE  SPOT,    BY   OUR  SPECIAL   ARTIST. 


la  order  that  the  above  event  might  be  commemorated  in  a  manner  worthy  of  History  and  of  Vanity  Fair,  we  had  some  time 
since  dispatched  a  special  artist  to  the  spot  where  our  clairvoyant  young  man  informed  us  it  was  to  take  place.  The  sketch  furnished 
by  our  special  came  to  hand  several  days  ago,  but  as  it  was  on  rather  a  large  scale,— say  40  feet  by  27 — a  considerable  time  necessarily 
elapsed  before  it  could  be  reduced,  and  engraved  in  the  form  in  which  we  now  have  the  pleasure  of  presenting  it  to  our  readers.  Our 
special  artist  has  not  been  lately  in  the  habit  of  drawiDg  upon  anything  much  smaller  than  the  gable  end  of  a  house,  and  we  feel  our- 
selves bound,  therefore,  to  thank  him  for  sparing  us  the  mortarfication  and  expense  which  the  transmission  of  a  sketch  upon  such  a  ma- 
terial would  have  entailed.  Our  readers  will  be  interested  in  the  following  extract  from  his  letter  accompanying  the  sketch.  The 
letter  is  a  long  one— say  10  feet  by  2 — and  we  regret  that  we  are  therefore  unable  to  furnish  it  to  our  readers  in  full. 

"  Explosions  being  excentric,  not  concentric,  to  find  a  safe  place  it  was  only  necessary  to  get  at  the  very  centre  of  the  explosive 
power.  "With  the  permission  of  the  Commander  of  the  fleet  of  the  C.  S.,  then,  I  walked  up  and  took  my  seat,  where  I  waited  patiently 
until  the  spectacle  depicted  in  my  sketch  was  produced,  and  followed  it  with  lightning  pencil.  The  waters  of  Hampton  Koads  were 
knocked  from  under  me.    A  moment,  only,  of  doubt,  and  I  rose  to  the  surface,  a  little  wet  and  very  dry.     More  next  time. 


Yours  truly, 


Heavysea.'  ' 


Of  course,  the  ponderous  illustrated  hebdomadals  will  be  very  savage  with  us  for  the  exclusive  arrangement  by  which  we  have 
thus  been  enabled  to  improve  the  minds  of  our  readers.  It  is  a  pity  about  the  ponderous  illustrated  hebdomadals  :  but  we  have  a 
stern  duty  to  perform,  and  we  don't  intend  to  flinch  from  it. 


VAJSTITY    FAIR. 


v:<n  . 


r-ft-r^K. 


^OEFOLK      IS      OUKS!" 

Frisky  manner  in  which  the  news  was  received  by  the  President  and  Secretary  of  War. 
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SUMMARY    OF    FOREIGN    INTELLIGENCE. 


(A  la  Daily  Newspapers.) 


That  the  Emperor 
of  France  has 
thought,  is  think- 
ing, or  will  at  some 
future  period  think 
of  recognizing  the 
Southern  Confeder- 
acy would  seem   to 


ISHIjEREDV       be      sufficiently 


proved  by  the  fact, 
that  he  recently  re- 
marked to  the  Due 
d'Z that  "some- 
thing must  be 
done;"  but  on  the 
other  hand,  as  he 
said  the    next  day 

to    the    Count 

that  "  he  would  see 
about  it,"  the  Im- 
perial intentions  are 
to  some  extent  un- 
developed. It  is 
affirmed,  but  also 
denied,  that  the  Em- 
peror is  in  close  cor- 
respondence with 
Mr.  Gregory,  the 
English  Member  fof 
Parliament.  It  is 
further  declared 
that  Mr.  Gregory, 
should  his  govern- 
ment hold  back,  is 
determined  to  go  to 
war  with  the  United 
States  upon  his  own 
responsibility.  Or- 
ders have  been  is- 
sued from  the  Admi 
rality  Office  for  the 
immediate  construc- 
tion of  2,500  vessels  upon  the  plan  of  the  Monitor.  Mr.  Layard  stated 
in  the  House  cf  Commons  that  the  visit  of  M.  Mercier  to  Rich- 
mond was  simply  a  visit  ;  and  that,  whatever  might  have  been 
his  motive  it  was  undoubtedly  known  to  himself,  if  no  t  to  others. 
The  Paris  correspondent  of  the  Morning  Herald  contradicts  the 
correspondent  of  The  Times  in  several  particulars,  although  he  con- 
firms the  prognostications  of  the  Independance  Beige  in  some  respects, 
and  those  of  Bell's  Life  in  London  in  others,  which  it  is  unnecessary 
to  particularize.  Great  sympathy  was  felt  for  the  Eebels  in 
Calcutta,  Cochin  China,  Mesopotamia,  and  throughout  Central 
Africa.  The  views  of  Earl  Russell  are  said  to  remain  substantially 
unchanged  ;  but  The  Saturday  Review  observes* that  this  may  or 
may  not  be,  according  to  circumstances.  On  the  whole,  while 
there  are  those  who  will  consider  this  news  to  be  eminently  favor- 
able to  the  United  States,  there  are  others,  we  venture  merely  to 
intimate,  who  will  hold  an  opposite  opinion.  Delay  in  forming 
our  judgment  cannot  under  any  circumstances  be  prejudicial  to  a 
just  estimate  of  the  facts,  while  our  haste  in  coming  to  conclusions 
may  lead  to  an  erroneous  estimate  of  the  intentions  of  Gregory 
and  other  First  Rate  Powers.  It  will  be  well  to  wait.  That  we 
shall  ultimately  see  what  we  shall  see,  must,  we  confidently  affirm, 
be  clear  to  every  dispassionate,  reflecting,  unprejudiced,  candid, 
patriotic,  enlightened  and  judicious  reader. 


Up  a  Family  Tree. 

We  hear  a  good  deal,  just  now,  of  the  Pamunky  River,  which  is 
a  stream  traversing  a  portion  of  the  peninsula  on  which  Richmond, 
in  Virginia,  is  situated.  The  name  of  this  river  suggests  a  some- 
what ingenious  conceit,  which  might  not,  perhaps,  be  well  received 
in  the  Old  Dominion,  whose  children  cherish  memories  of  grand- 
fathers, great  and  small.  It  is  this  ;  that  the  First  Family  of  Vir- 
ginia owed  its  origin  to  an  ancient  Gorilla,  or  Pa  Monkey,  resid- 
ing upon  the  river  in  question,  which  they  dutifully  named  after 
him  with  the  affection  common  to  children  of  pious  parents. 

A  Nice  Distinction. 

The  proclamations  of  the  Rebel  chiefs,  in  the  aggregate,  may 
well  be  termed  hriduni  ftdmen ;  while  the  misguided  persons  by 
whom  they  are  issued  may,  with  equal  propriety,  be  characterized 
as  brulum  empty  men. 


OUR    BOOK    REVIEW. 
The  Atlantic  Monthly ;  June,  1862 :     Boston :  Ticknor  &  Fields. 

New  York:  Henry  Dexter  &  Sinclair  TonsEY. 

The  table  of  contents,  with  its  list  of  contributors  to  the  June 
number  of  the  Atlantic,  is  in  itself  a  good  guarantee  of  excel- 
lence,— a  warrant  fully  borne  out  by  the  character  of  the  articles. 
The  lamented  Henry  D.  Thoreau — charmingly  photographed  from 
life  under  the  guise  of  "  The  Forester,"  in  a  late  number,  left  after 
him  many  charming  essays,  which  are  to  be  produced  from  time 
to  time  in  their  proper  seasons.  Readers  will  recognize  his  wild- 
wood,  yet  scholarly,  style  in  the  first  of  the  series,  entitled  "  Walk- 
ing." Let  the  bearded  bards  water  their  laurels  now,  and  hoe 
them  round,  lest  they  fade  and  tarnish  :  for  here  we  have  Alice 
Carey  giving  us  "  An  Order  for  a  Picture,"  and  Rose  Terry  singing 
"  Out  of  the  Body  to  God,"  and  we  don't  think  we  miss  the  beard- 
ed bards  when  we  look  up  after  reading  these  two  poems.  From 
the  article  entitled  "  The  Health  of  Our  Girls,"  by  T.  W.  Higgin- 
son,  we  cannot  refrain  from  making  the  following  extract :  "dis- 
astrous mince-pies."  There  is  a  volume  of  terrible  truth  in  the 
words.  Mr.  Higginson  is  a  clergyman,  we  believe,  and  he  is  ad- 
dressing himself  ex  cathedra,  to  the  "  pale  of  the  church."  T.  B. 
Aldrich  has  got  hold,  somewhere,  of  a  very  quaint  idea,  which 
he  has  braided  up  into  the  little  story  called  "Pe"re  Antoine's  Date 
Palm."  As  Mr.  Aldrich  is  a  Poet,  we  freely  forgive  him  the  con- 
fusion of  Dates  wrought  by  him  in  producing  trees  of  the  kind 
mentioned,  by  sowing  beautiful  little  tropical  children  in  the  sanc- 
tified clay  of  the  South.  In  the  "  Author  of  Charles  Auchester," 
we  have  from  the  pen  of  Miss  Harriet  E.  Prescott,  a  touching, 
womanly  tribute  to  the  genius  and  character  of  the  late  Elizabeth 
Sheppard.  Again  do  our  laurels  trouble  us.  And  yet,  why 
should  they  ?  the  brow  of  beauty  is  a  "  joy  for  ever,"  when  wreath- 
ed with  that  perennial  vegetable :  let  us  gaze  upon  it  respectfully, 
and  press  fervently  the  little  hand  that  has  entwined  it. 
"  Sunthin'  in  the  Pastoral  Line,"  is  a  "Biglow  Paper,"  though  it 
might  well  have  been  written  upon  birch-bark,  for  the  fresh, 
fragrant  woodside  odor  that  exhales  from  it.  The  country  hotel- 
keepers  owe  a  testimonial  to  Mr.  J.  R.  Lowell,  who  catches  birds 
by  sprinkling  Attic  salt  upon  their  tails,  and  then  teaches  them  to 
whistle  unsuspecting  persons — like  ourselves — away  to  the  brooks 
and  brushwood.  Here,  now,  those  inexorable  iron-plated  Moni- 
tors, Time  and  Space,  sternly  order  us  to  the  dreary  shore  of  edi- 
torial duty,  from  the  pleasant  bosom  of  the  great  "  Atlantic." 

Paul  Ferroll.     New    York :    W.    J.  Widdleton,  (Successor  to  Red- 
field). 

From  the  fifth  English  edition  of  this  popular  novel  by  Lady 
Clive.  Excellent  in  typography  and  the  other  essentials  for  fasti- 
dious readers  and  book-shelves  presided  over  by  Taste. 

Wanted-— "The  Light  of  Other  Days." 

A  correspondent  of  the  Daily  Times,  whose  signature  is  "More 
Light,"  complains  of  the  nocturnal  darkness  of  New  York — '  ■  We 
pay  for  light,  and  ought  to  have  it,"  says  he,  adding — "A  few 
facts  and  figures  upon  this  subject  would  probably  do  good  about 
this  time." 

The  mind  of  the  Secretary  of  War  must  have  been  wofully  dis- 
turbed by  these  remarks,  which  appear  to  us  to  contain  a  covert 
application  to  other  things  besides  street  lamps. 

io     ■ 

A  Model  Advertisement  for  the  Season. 

SUMMER  RESORT.  POTTAWOTTAMISKAHAHA  HOUSE,  NEAR  LAKE  WACKY 
BUCKYBOCKY,  AND  IX  THE  IMMEDIATE  VICINITY  OF  MOUNT  TOM- 
BIGBEEBUGGY.  This  delightful  Summer  resort  will  be  opened  on  the  10th  of 
June,  at  half-past  nine  o'clock  in  the  Morning.  Salt  and  Fresh  Fishing,  Shoot, 
ing  and  Fox  Hunting  ;  Bears  always  on  the  premises.  Also  Sail-boats  ;  also 
Row-boats  ;  also  Steam-boats  ;  also,  a  Horse  and  Buggy,  Bowling-alleys,  Bil- 
liard Rooms,  a  New  Extension  Dining  Table  (Patent)  has  been  secured  for  the 
season,  and  two  exquisite  Rocking  Chairs  added  to  the  Ladies'  Parlor.  Sewing 
Machine,  if  desired.  The  Bar  will  be  well  stocked  with  Whiskey  of  every  color 
and  of  names  to  suit.  Every  delicacy  afforded  by  the  Wackybuckybocky  market 
will  be  provided,  including  the  lamb,  sheep  and  mutton  of  the  vicinity,  and  all 
kinds  of  fresh  fish  (300  varieties)  caught  in  Pottawottamiskhaha  River.  Apply 
immediately,  to  Geo.  Gougk  &  Co.,  on  the  premises. 

Cuticular  Benevolence. 

Mr.  Charles  Sumner,  who  is  generally  known  as  the  most  ben- 
evolent of  Senators,  has  introduced  a  resolution  that  "  all  Bills  be 
enrolled  on  paper  instead  of  parchment" — upon  the  ground,  as  we 
learn  from  a  private  source,  that  skinning  is  considered  cruel  by 
the  sheep  of  the  rural  districts.  Mr.  S.  has  been  censured  for  over 
sensibility  to  the  wrongs  of  Skins  Not  Colored  Like  His  Own  ;  but 
here  we  find  him  full  of  pity  for  Skins  Not  Colored  At  All. 
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BEWARE  OP   THE   TORPEDOES! 
Cautious  Soldier. — "  Don't  touch  it,  Jack!      We're  to  get  rebel  prisoners  to  mote 

ALL  THEIR  INFERNAL  MACHINES,  MIND  !" 

Dry  Soldier. — "  Not  if  I  know  it.     I  intend  to  manage  this  one  myself  !" 


Our  Chasseurs  d'  Afrique. 

Correspondents  of  the  daily  papers  arer 
confidently  that  an  African  Brigade,  4,000 
strong,  is  in  progress  of  organization  in  this 
city.  One  authority,  writing  to  the  Daily 
Times,  goes  so  far  as  to  describe  the  uniform 
in  which  these  dusky,  musky,  musketeers  are 
to  be  decked  out.  But  they  don't  know  every 
thing,  these  correspondents  don't.  They 
neglect  to  mention  that  the  Secretary  of 
War,  with  his  usual  clear  eye  for  contrasts 
(the  printer  will  be  careful  not  to  print  this 
contracts)  has  issued  an  Order  that  although 
charcoal  is  to  be  served  out  to  the  Dusky 
Brigade  for  pipe-claying  their  belts,  their 
cartridges  are  to  be  composed  of  white  gun- 
powder and  bullets  cast  from  white  lead. 
Also  that,  instead  of  being  denominated  "  Af- 
rican Hunters," — the  literal  meaning  of 
Chasseurs  d'  Afrique — they  are  to  be  called 
Hunter's  Africans,  in  commemoration  of  a 
manifesto  prominent  in  the  history  of  the 
present  war. 


Seedy  Spunk. 

The  Richmond  Despatch  exclaims  !  "  Let 
the  Southern  people  resolve,  whenever  so 
unfortunate  as  to  be  overrun  by  the  enemy, 
never  to  buy  anything  of  him."  To  which 
the  Enemy,  while  there  are  so  many  Confed- 
erate Notes  in  circulation,  will  heartily  say 
"  Amen !'' 


'•  Small  Favors  Thankfully  Received." 

A  principle  that  Congress  does  well  to 
consider  in  passing  the  Bill  for  rhe  relief 
of  Robert  Small,  and  others,  (colored)  who 
recently  delivered  the  rebel  vessel  "  Planter," 
to  Com.  Dupont's  squadron. 


Apple  Sauce. 

Rural  persons  will  be  glad  to  hear  that  the  President  has  nom- 
inated Isaac  Newton  to  be  Commissioner  of  Agriculture  under  the 
new  act.  The  name  of  the  new  Commissioner,  alone,  should  be 
assuring  to  proprietors  of  orchards,  as  a  sure  guarantee  of  a  good 
Fall  for  the  Apple. 

Manhattan,  the  voracious  correspondent  of  the  London  Morning 
Herald,  will  please  remember  not  to  forget  to  serve  up  this  little 
matter  of  Isaac  Newton  to  his  confiding  employers,  in  his  next 
platter  of  calf's  head  hash.  It  will  be  taken  in  England  as  prima 
facie  evidence  in  favor  of  Manhattan's  calf's  tale  hash  about  Pres- 
ident Lincoln  and  the  spirit  mediums. 

In  thus  communicating  with  his  confiding  employers,  however, 
Manhattan,  their  voracious  correspondent,  will  be  so  good  as  not 
to  forget  to  remember  to  credit  V.  F.  with  that  crisp  little  fruit- 
piece  founded  upon  Isaac  Newton  and  the  Fall  of  the  Apple. 
Verbum  Sap. 


Our  Typographical  Nomenclature. 

We  are  not  sure ;  perhaps  we  may  be  wrong  ;  possibly  it  is  a 
sickly  fancy  of  ours  ;  but  it  does  appear  to  us  that  there  is  some- 
thing very  like  an  anti-climax  in  the  words  ' '  from  Athens  to 
Rogersville,"  which  occur  in  late  accounts  of  General  Mitchel's 
operations. 


Omnibus  Rebus. 


Q. — What  is  the  difference  between  a  man  doing:  vis-a-vis  in  the 
festive  dance  and  a  man  who  has  dropped  his  photograph  in  an 
omnibus  ? 

A. — The  one  faces  his  Miss,  while  the  other  misses  his  Face. 


A  Great  Eastern  Romance. 


Our  special  young  man,  on  visiting  the  Great  Eastern  just  after 
her  arrival  in  the  river,  found,  to  his  dismay,  that  he  could  not 
make  any  extracts  from  her  Log,  on  account  of  its  being  now 
thoroughly  cased  with  iron,  according  to  the  fashion  prevailing 
among  the  water  logs  of  the  day. 


AFTER     ALL. 

The  apples  are  ripe  in  the  orchard, 

The  work  of  the  reaper  is  done, 
And  the  golden  woodlands  redden 

In  the  blood  of  the  dying  sun. 

At  the  cottage  door  the  grandsire 

Sits  pale  in  his  easy-chair, 
While  the  gentle  wind  of  twilight 
.  Plays  with  his  silver  hair. 

A  woman  is  kneeling  beside  him, 

A  fair,  young  head  is  prest, 
In  the  first  wild  passion  of  sorrow, 

Against  his  aged  breast. 

And  far  from  over  the  distance 

The  faltering  echoes  come 
Of  the  flying  blast  of  trumpet 

And  the  rattling  roll  of  drum. 

And  the  grandsire  speaks  in  a  whisper, — 

' '  The  end  no  man  can  see  ; 
But  we  give  him  to  his  country, 

And  we  give  our  prayers  to  Thee.'' 

The  violets  star  the  meadows, 

The  rose-buds  fringe  the  door, 
And  over  the  grassy  orchard 

The  pink-white  blossoms  pour. 

But  the  grandsire's  chair  is  empty, 

The  cottage  is  dark  and  still ; — 
There's  a  nameless  grave  in  the  battle-field 

And  a  new  one  under  the  hill. 

And  a  pallid,  tearless  woman 

By  the  cold  hearth  sits  alone, 
And  the  old  clock  in  the  corner 

Ticks  on  with  a  stead y  drone. 

William  Winter. 
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THE    APPROACHING    BABY    SHOW. 

There  is  intense  excitement  in  the  mother  world,  just  now,  about 
the  coming  Squall  at  Barnum's.  Mrs.  Losefast's  Consolatory 
Syrup  has  gone  up  in  the  market  like  a  balloon,  and  is  now  quoted 
by  mar  at  a  tall  figure  above  par  ;  and  we  have  heard  it  stated 
that  the  fact  of  the  Great  Eastern's  present  trip  to  our  shores  is  in- 
timately connected  with  the  show  in  contemplation.  In  plain 
language,  the  Great  Eastern  bus  brought  out  an  assorted  cargo  of 
Baby's  Notions,  consisting  of  corals  in  reefs  ;  rattles  ;  ribbons  ; 
lace  caps  ;  other  things  of  which  we  do  not  know  the  names  ;  oth- 
er things  of  which  we  do  know  the  names  but  don't  know  how 
to  spell  them  ;  other  things  of  which  we  don't  think  we  could 
learn  the  names — besides  a  good  many  other  things.  A  clever  in- 
ventor has  just  gratified  us  with  the  sight  of  a  new  baby-jumper, 
lately  patented  by  him  in  view  of  the  Show  in  question.  It  is  very 
simple,  consisting  of  a  derrick  without  any  apex,  from  the  lateral 
segments  of  which  spring  several  corrugated  india-rubber  band- 
boxes. This  machine  is  calculated  for  the  reception  of  twins, 
triplets,  qua  terns,  quintuplets,  or  any  other  reasonable  number  of 
simultaneo-genitiles,  according  to  order,  and  the  inventor  expects 
that  there  will  be  a  great  rush  for  it,  immediately.  A  separate 
apartment  was  to  have  been  fitted  up  at  the  Museum  for  the  col- 
ered  baby  "  Abolition  ;"  but  the  little  creature  has  been  so  sickly, 
of  late,  owing  to  over-nursing  by  unskilful  old  women,  that  it  is 
feared  the  public  eye  would  be  too  much  for  it,  and  it  has  there- 
fore been  withdrawn. 


Avenging  Her  Grandmother. 

A  young  lady  in  Barre  recently  killed  ten  black  snakes — sixty 
feet  of  black  snake  in  all  !  After  this,  we  think  it  would  be  hand- 
some in  us  (of  the  Sterner  Variety)  to  say  nothing  more  of  the 
way  in  which  a  certain  fair  relative  of  ours  was  taken  in,  several 
years  ago,  in  the  well  known  Garden  of  Eden. 

Iter  Ad  Sidera. 

Most  of  the  newspapers  are  now  publishing  recipes  for  keeping 
cider;  and  from  various  sources,  we  compile  the  following;  To 
one  barrel  of  cider,  add  two  pounds  of  beef,  six  quarts  of  mustard 
seed,  three  bottles  of  new  rum,  half  a  pint  of  sand,  two  boxes  of 
raisins,  one  bottle  of  Schiedam  Schnapps,  one  pound  of  pearl-ash, 
four  dozen  of  blue  soda  powders,  three  bushels  of  charcoal  and 
forty-five  fresh  laid  egs.  This  will  make  a  cider  which  you  will  be 
likely  to  keep  for  an  indefinite  period  of  time. 


OUR    WAR    CORRESPONDENCE. 
Letter  from  McArose. 

Near  the  Last  Bitch,  May  22. 

My  Dear  Vanity  : — Huzza  !     I  go  conquering  and  to  conquer. 

That  is  my  game,  you  see. 

Before  me,  the  Rebels  flee  like  shadows.  They  do  not  exactly 
love  me,  .  .  .  but  they  have  a  great  respect  for  me 

McClellan,  too. 

But  in  order  to  save  their  property,  they  destroy  it  all.  In  the 
tobacco  districts,  the  gentle  weed  is  all  consumed  .  .  .  the  South- 
erners consume  more  tobacco  than  ever  just  now  .  .  .  and  they 
who  formerly  chewed  Virginia  Leaf,  now  "  chew  bitter  ashes"  or 
nothing. 

The  air  is  dark  with  clouds  of  tobacco  smoke  from  this  wretched 
business  of  destruction,  and  a  reliable  gentleman  from  the  South 
tells  me  that  all  through  the  Gulf  States  the  planters  are  burning 
their  cotton,  sugar,  tobacco,  and  negroes,  as  fast  as  they  can. 

Victories  are  very  plenty,  hereabout  .... 

Rebels  are  growing  scarce 

I  think  that  the  back  bone  of  Rebellion  is  broken. 

One  of  the  chief  sufferers  of  the  War  is  the  horse  of  General 
Totjton,  alias  Beauregard.  At  the  time  of  the  battle  of  Shiloh, 
the  General  swore  he  would  water  his  horse  "  in  the  Tennessee  or 
in  h— 11"  that  day.  The  result  is  that  the  poor  animal  is  dying  of 
thirst.  I  am  told,  however,  that  he  will  soon  be  enabled  to  find 
water  in  the  last  ditch,  where  the  Rebel  army  will  concentrate  for 
mortuary  purposes. 

The  taking  of  Norfolk,  by  General  Old  Abe,  was,  I  confess,  a 
surprise  to  me.  I  have  never  seen  the  General  under  fire,  but  he 
has  proved  himseif  a  good  soldier  and  I  have  sent  him  the  cross  of 
the  Legion  of  Honor  .... 

I  love  to  encourage  merit  .  .  . 

McClellan,  too. 

A  young  lieutenant  of  Light  Quadroons,  who  is  on  my  staff 
here,  has  just  entered,  and  asks  me  why  the  iron-clad  vessels  make 
such  .an  excitement,  when  the  public  have  been  accustomed  for 
years  to  Magazines  embellished  with  Steel  Plates. 

I  endeavored  to  point  out  the  difference. 

"  The  plates,"  I  said,  "  are  on  the  outside  of  one,  and  inside  the 
other." 

"  Well,,'  he  replied,  "  I  don't  quite  see  it.  You  know  the  mag- 
azines were  Regularly  Mailed !'' 

This  mot  pleases  me  much. 

I  am  not  insensible  to  the  talent  of  others,  notwithstanding  the 
superior  merit  of  my  own.  There  are  many  brilliant  men  about 
me  .... 

Like  attracts  like. 

I  have  just  learned  that  the  Evening  Post  has  stopped  exchanging 
with  you  .... 

You  will  observe,  doubtless,  a  marked  improvement  in  the 
moral  tone  of  your  office  .... 

There  is  no  small  loss  without  some  great  gain . 

I  desire  you  to  note  the  date  of  my  next  letter.  In  less  than  a 
week  I  shall  be  in  Richmond  .... 

McClellan,  too. 

Then,  in  the  piteous  language  of  General  Greeley,  "  let  the 
wolves  howl  on." 

I  have  not  hemmed  in  the  Rebels  thus,  without  many  arduous 
labors,  privations,  and  toils  .... 

But  they  are  now  caught  in  my  Toils.  They  are  completely  sur- 
rounded by  my  Nets  .... 

I  refer  to  Bayo-nets.  Mc  Arone. 


A  Kind  of  Bug  difficult  to  Kill . 

Late  dispatches  from  the  Mountain  Department  report  that  the 
notorious  Rebel  chief,  Umbaugii,  has  been  killed.  Our  Cockney 
hanger-on,  who  pronounces  the  name  'Umbug,  expressed  his 
gratification  at  the  announcement  :  but  alas !  good  Cockney, 
'Umbug  is  not  killed  yet,  by  a  great  deal,  as  anybody  may  see  who 
walks  along  with  his  eyes  open  and  a  newspaper  in  his  hand. 


Rather  Considerate. 


From  the  mouth    of  the  James- 
Some  difficulty  in  coming  over  the  Bar." 


The  New  England  Society,  at  the  Astor  House,  last  week,  ap- 
pointed a  big  committee  to  enquire  of  Commodore  Foote,  whether 
upon  his  arrival  in  this  city,  he  would  have  a  dinner,  or  a  ball,  or 
a  sum  of  money,  or  a  service  of  plate?  Way  didn't  they  offer  to 
pay  the  Gallant  Commodore's  Doctor's  Bill,  and  to  present  him 
with  a  Wooden  Leg,  should  he  happen  to  need  one  ? 


The  Last  Bulletin. 
Bullitt  in  for  Collector  at  New  Orleans. 
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THE  DISAPPOINTED  CONTRIBUTOR. 
Mr.  Barnum  (responsively). — "  I  would  be  delighted  to  oblige  you  by  putting  him 

ON  SHOW,  MADAM,  BUT  OUR  UGLY  PUP  DEPARTMENT  IS  QUITE  FULL  !" 


THE    LIE-MAKING    MONOPOLY. 

A  Legend  ;  Dedicated  to  the  Eebel  Jour- 
nals. 

To  Satan  one  morning  a  stranger  applies 
With  a  neat  working  model  for  getting  up 

lies, 
knd  asks  for  a  patent  in  confident  tone. 
"Your    idea's  not  bad,"  says  the  Fiend, 

"  but,  you  see, 
A  much  4  bigger  thiog'  was  submitted  to  me 
In  the  very  same   line,  by   some  friends  of 

my  own — 
A  Secession  firm  styled  Jeff  Davis  and  Co., 
And  I  gave  them  a  patent,  a  twelvemonth 

ago  ; 

"  They've  since  sold  the  Journals  in  each 
Eebel  State 

The  right,  as  I  hear,  at  a  very  low  rate, 

To  use  their  Exhaustless  Lie-Forgin  g  Con- 
cern, 

And  the  market  is  gorged  : — may  I  ask,  by 
the  way, 

What  your  name  is,  my  Friend?"  Quoth 
the  stranger,  "  you  may  ; 

But  since  my  invention  you  see  fit  to  spurn, 

Though  my  mission  I  hint  at,  my  name  you 
must  guess : — 

From  Paris  I  write  for  John  Bull's  Secesh 
Press!" 


More  Elegant  English- 

The  World  heads  one  of  its  reports— 
"  Pretty  Waiter-Galism  Squelched."  The 
Greeks  called  the  World  "  Cosmos"  or  Beau- 
ty, and  this  World  is  a  Beauty,  and  so  we 
tell  you. 

Plenty  of  that  Sort. 
What  did  the  Committee  on  Commerce 
of  the  House  mean  by  recommending  that 
a  Solicitor  of  Customs  be  appointed  for  the 
Port  of  New  York  ?  Anybody  whoever 
happened  to  go  within  a  block  or  two  of  the 
Custom  House  for  months  after  the  appoint- 
ment of  the  new  Collector,  might  have 
seen  that  it  was  pretty  copiously  fitted  out 
with  Solicitors  already. 


A    SMART    YANKEE    TRICK. 

There  is  a  fine  wholesome  flavor  of  "Down-East"  about  the 
following  : 

"  It  is  stated  that  Capt.  Boggs  got  the  Varima  into  close  quarters  with  the 
rebel  boat  by  using  pork  under  his  boilers,  thus  causing  a  dense  smoke  like 
that  given  out  by  burning  pitch  pine,  and  temporarily  making  his  antagonists 
believe  that  his  craft  was  one  of  the  Confederate  fleet." 

We  have  no  doubt  of  the  truth  of  the  above  statement,  so  far 
as  getting  up  the  smoke  goes,  and  much  credit  is  due  to  the 
originator  of  a  stratagem  so  fair  in  war.  But  query — about  the 
pork  ?  Is  Captain  Boggs  a  Connecticut  man,  and  if  so,  is  it  not 
natural  to  suppose  that  the  fuel  attributed  to  him  consisted  in 
reality  of  the  well-known  patent  hams  manufactured  in  his  native 
State  1  Wooden  hams,  which,  as  our  readers  are  probably  aware, 
are  made  of  porcu-pine,  would  doubtless  yield  a  quantity  and 
quality  of  smoke  quite  equal  to  that  given  by  pitch-pine.  At  any 
rate,  here's  success  to  Captain  Boggs,  and  may  his  Craft  long 
enable  him  to  walk  into  the  Confederate  Fleet,  be  they  ever  so 
fleet! 


A  Fallacy  Unmasked. 

Dealers  in  Proverbs  often  tell  us  that  "  it  is  a  bad  rule  that  will 
not  work  both  ways,"  and  yet,  we  know  of  some  admirable  pro- 
positions unequal  to  the  test.  For  instance,  it  is  a  recognized  fact 
that  Glycerine  prevents  the  skin  from  being  Chapped  ;  but  should 
an  unfortunate  wight  be  fatuous  enough  to  entrust  a  case  of  his  to 
a  "  Tombs  Lawyer,"  do  you  suppose  that  any  amount  of  Glycerine 
could  prevent  the  chap  from  being  Skinned  ? 


A    ROMANCE    OF    THE    WAR. 
It  was  a  wounded  soldier, 

From  home  and  friends  afar, 
Laid  up  in  the  Park  Barracks, 

With  many  an  ugly  scar. 
It  was  a  beauteous  maiden, 

Of  all  the  nurses  there — 
Some  ten,  perchance,  or  twenty, 

Not  one  was  half  so  fair  ! 
"  0  soldier,  wounded  soldier  ! 

How  are  you  feeling  now  ? 
What  shall  I  do  to  help  you  ? 

0  let  me  lave  your  brow  !" 

"No,  thank  you  marm,"  he  answered, 

"  I'm  doin'  pretty  fair  : 
My  hand  is  getting  better, 

For  I  can  comb  my  hair. 
She  offered  him  some  sponge  cake, 

A  glass  of  lemonade  : 
Again  he  thanked  her  kindly, 

But  said  he  felt  afraid ! 
„  Not  so,  thou  fearless  soldier  ! 

1  know  the  reason  why  : 
You'd  rather  have  a  dough  nut. 

And  a  glass  of  good  old  Rye  ! 
"  0  let  me  give  you  something  !" 

"Well,  if  you  must—"  "  what  is  it  V  j 
He  gazed  upon  her  beauteous  face — 

"  Give  me  your  cart  de  wisit  !' ' 
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Read  the  following  brief 
note  received  this  morning 
from  one  of  our  brave  sol- 
diers now  before  Yorktown  : 

Camp  Wi?rFiELD  Scott,  near 

Yorktowx. 
THOMAS  HOLLOWAY,   Esq., 

SO  MAIDEN  LAIfE, 

1st,  1862 


Sir, 


May 


As  there  are  none  of  "  Holloway's 
Pills"  for  sale  hereabouts,  I  enclose  an 
order  for  which  please  send  me  the  amoun, 
in  your  very  valuable  Pills  without  de- 
lay. If  there  is  any  postage  or  expressage 
please  deduct  it,  and  oblige 


Yours  truly,  in  haste, 

T.  HANLEY,  Adjt., 

9*7i  N.  Y.  Cavalry. 
Before  Yorktown,  Va. 

P.  S. — Your  Pills  are  famous  for  the  cure 
of  Dysentery,  and  1  have  no  doubt  that 
they  will  prove  efficacious  in  Chills  and 
Fever  here  as  they  have  in  other  divisions 
of  the  army. 

American    Steel 
Fens. 

$1,00  WILL  PAY  FOR  A 

gross  of  the  BEST   PENS   EVER  MADE, 
and  pay  the  Postage  to  your  Address. 
J.  P.   SNOW, 

31  Park  Bow,  New  York. ' 


Advertising  Bates  of  Vanity  Fair. 
Title  Page,  CO  cents  per  line,  occupying  1-3 

he  space  across  the  page. 
Title  Page,  $1.50  per  line,  across  the  page 
Second  Pane;  25  cents,  wide  column. 
"        "      10  cents,  narrow  column. 


These  pills  have  been  used  by  over 

FORTY  MILLIONS 


They  have  a 


HUMAN      BEINGS 
WORLD    WIDE 


reputation  justly  earned,  having  effected  cures  in  cases  where  the  Patient  had  pined  upon  a  bed  of 
suffering  for  years  without  hope,  until  this  healing  and  health  restoring  medicine  was  used.  Mr. 
Balfour  H.  Stewart,  proprietor  of  the  Edinburgh  Works,  Newark,  New  Jersey,  for  a  period  of 
twenty  years  could  only  move  painfully  on  crutches,  in  consequence  of  a  Hip  disease.  He  made 
use  of  Brandreth's  Pills  for  a  slight  bilious  attack  without  any  expectation  that  they  would  benefit 
his  complaint,  and  was  astonished  to  find  his  lameness  and  the  pain  in  his  hip  joint  relieved.  He 
took  occasional  doses  with  a  view  to  the  relieving  of  this  disease  and  was  always  helped  by  them. 
At  length  he  determined  to  use  them  as  directed  under  the  head  of 

CHRONIC   AFFECTIONS, 

and  found  still  greater  advantages.  He  continued  to  use  them  for  twelve  months,  and  on  Friday,  May 
23,  1882,  walked  into  the  principal  office  294  Canal  St.,  supported  only  with  a  small  cane,  and  stated 
he  had  been  walking  about  the  city  all  day. 

Contractions  of  the  Mmcles  from 

Inflammatory  Rheumatism,    Cured. 

~  In  another  case  the  patient  had  not  been  able  to  walk  or  write  for  years  in  consequence  of  the  con- 
tractions of  the  muscles  from  severe  inflammatory  rheumatism.  He  took  four  Brandreth  s  Pills,  night 
and  morning  for  one  month  and  was  able  to  write  and  hobble  about  his  room  ;  he  took  the  same  doses 
for  another  month  and  by  the  end  of  that  time  could  walk  and  write  without  trouble  ;  and  the  ninth 
week  from  the  time  he  first  used  them  he  rode  out  twenty  miles  ;  for  the  four  years  preceeding  the 
use  of  the  Pills  he  had  never  been  out  of  the  house  hardly  out  of  bed,  he  perfectly  recovered. 

A  MAN  WALKS   WHO   NEVER   WALKED  FOR   FIFTEEN   YEARS. 

A  still  more  serious  case  was  that  of  paralysis  of  the  lower  limbs.  This  gentleman  for  fifteen 
years  never  put  his  foot  to  the  ground,  he  could  not  get  out  of  bed  or  in  without  help ;  thirty- 
eight  boxes  of  Brandreth's  Pills  used  in  four  months  enabled  him  to  walk  with  a  cane,  and  he  was 
fully  restored  to  the  full  use  of  his  limbs  by  the  use  of  BRANDRETH'S  PILLS  alone. 

IN  CONTAGIOUS  and  in  all  acute  INFLAMMATORY  DISEASES   they   are   equally  wonderful 
as  in  Chronic  Cases.     Their  use  in  Small  Pox  is  a  certain  cure,  and   what   is   peculiar,  is  that   in  all 
the  numerous  cases  in  which  they  have  been  used,  no  marks  whatever  were  left  by  the  disease : 
They  take 

The  Acrimonious  parts  out  of  the  blood,  which 
eat  in  and   make  those   terrible  scars 
so  often  seen  in  Small  Pox  Cases. 

MILD,    MANAGEABLE. 

Brandreth's  Pills  make  all  kinds  of  diseases  mild  and  managable  by  cleansing  and  purifying  the 
blood,  and  to  a  certain  limit  reinfuse  new  life  into  the  system. 

I  call  especial  attention  to  SUPERVISOR  BISSELL'S  Letter  detailing  his  own,  Wife's,  their 
Daughter,  Son-in-law,  and  Grandchild's  cure  of  Small  Pox,  by  Brandreth's  Pills,  alone. 


COMPOSITION. 

Brandreth's  Pills  are  composed  of  principles  obtained  solely  from  the  Vegetable  Kingdom ;  are 
therefore  warranted  to  contain  no  Mercury  or  other  Mineral,  but  to  be  purely  Vegetable  in  Compo- 
sition. They  combine  with  their  purgative,  a  TONIC  and  thus  the  patient  is  strengthened  from  their 
purgative  effect,  a  wonderful  quality  and  believed  to  be  possessed  by  no  other  purgative.  This  quality 
makes  them  of  immense  value  in  cases  of  debility,  low    fevers,  and  when  life  is  at  a  low  point. 

Brandreth's  Pills  have  been  used  over  a  large  portion  of  the  World's  surface  for  a  period  of  One 
Hmulred  and  eleven  years,  and  are  now  relied  upon  in  Sickness  by  Millions  whom  they  have 
cured  or  greatly  relieved  of  every  kind  and  description  of  disease  ;  this  is  the 

UNIFORM  TESTIMONY 
Of  One    Hundred    Thousand    Dealers. 

Indeed,  as  purifiers  of  the  blood  aud  a  general  purgative  and  Antibilious  Family  Medicine,  they 
are  unrivalled.  Their  Universality  as  a  curative  depends  upon  the  fact  that  they  remove  all  hu- 
mours hurt  ful  to  breath.    So  they  are  found  a 

SOVEREIGN  REMEDY 

for  Rheumatism  ;  for  fevers  of  all  kinds,  for  Indigestion  and  Dispepsia  and  all  Crudities,  heat  and 
acidities  of  the  stomach,  for  heaviness,  weight  and  oppression  at  the  pit  of  the  stomach  and  about  the 
diaphragm,  Loss  of  Appetite,  Habitual  Costiveness,  and  all  kinds  of  costiveness,  or  irregularity 
of  the  bowels,  whether  confined  or  relaxed  :  Giddiness  of  the  Head ;  Wind  in  the  Stomach  or 
bowels,  and  Oholics  thence  arising  ;  also  for  Gouty  Habits,  especially  where  the  stomach  and 
head  are  affected,  and  for  all  kinds  of  bilious  disorders, 

They  are  equally  excellent  in  lowness  of  spirits  and  nervous  complaints,  particularly  those  which 
are  occasioned  by  sedentary  occupations  ;  in  all  female  obstructions  and  irregularities  they  arc  found 
most  efficacious  and  preeminently  adapted  in  those  complaints  which  happen  at  a  certain  period  of 
FEMALE  LIFE. 

If  the  suffering  want  evidence  of  cures,  it  will  be  cheerfully   furnished   at   the    Principal   Office   at 


coaced,    12   cents, 


294  CANAL  STREET. 
Brand  re  th'ss    Pills  sold    at   25  cents.     Sugar 
and  5  Boxes  in  one  for  50  cents,  as  above  &c. 

NO.  4,  UNION  SQUARE, 
296   BOWERY, 
WRIGHT,    Corner  of  HOUSTON  and   LEWIS  STB., 

New  York. 
GET  NEW  STYLE. 

Observe  that 

BENJAMIN  BRANDRETH'S  PILLS, 
BENJAMIN  BRANDRETH'S  PILLS, 

is  on  the  Paper  Band,  and  purchase  none  of  the  original  not  Sugar  Coated  without  careful  examination. 

AND  PURCHASE  NO  SUGAR  COATED  PILLS  EXCEPT  THEY 
HAVE  A  RED  LABEL  ROUND  EACH  BOX,  AS  ALL  THE  OLD 
STYLE  HAVE  BEEN  WITHDRAWN  FROM  THE  TRADE. 

B,  BRANDRETH,  President. 


JUST  PUBLISHED. 

All  the  rich  things  that  have  ever  been 
written  by  the  renowned  humorist  "Arte- 
mus  Ward,"  collected  in  one  elegant  volume, 
with  numerous  comic  illustrations  by  our 
best  artists'     Price  One  Dollar. 

„%  Copies  sent  by  mail,  postage  free,  on 
receipt  of  price,  by  CARLETON,  Publisher, 
•413  Broadway,  NEW- YORK. 


VICTOR  HUGO'S  GREAT  NOVEL. 


"The  American  Copyright  Translation  of 
this    Magnificent    French     Fiction   is    now 

ready. Paper  Covers,   price   50 

cents,  and  cloth  binding,  price  $1.00 

It  is  the  acknowledged  literary  event  of 
this  century.  In  the  way  of  a  novel  there's 
no  grander  in  all  literature. 

*,*  Copies  sent  by  mail  Postage  Free  on 
receipt  of  price,  by  CARLETON,  Pub- 
lisher, 413  Broadway,  New  York. 


JOSEPH  GILLOT'S 
STEEL  PEWS, 

OF    THE     OLD     STANDARD    QUALITY 

For  sale  by  all  Stationers  throughout  the 
United  States,  and  to  the  Trade  at  the  man- 
ufacturer's warehouse, 

91  JOHN  STREET.  NEW  YORK. 
Henry  Owen,  Agent. 


J.  U    &  J,  r¥.    TAYEOR, 

DEALERS  IN" 

WATCHES,     JEWELRY 


SILVERWARE, 

759  BROADWAY, 

Between  Eighth  and  Ninth  streets,  N.  Y. 

Particular  attention  paid  to    Watch    and 
Jewelry  Repairing. 

Watches  cleaned  and  warranted  byexpe- 
ienced  workmen    $1. 
JAMES  H.  TAYLOR. 

j  JAMES    N.   TAYLOR. 

(  Late  with  Tiffany  &  Co. 


GKEAT    MUSICAL,    BOX 
DEPOT.     M.  J.    PAILLARD, 

Importer,  21  Maiden  Lane,  N.  Y.  Has  for 
sale  the  most  extensive  assortment  in  the 
country,  at  prices  varying  at  Two  t<  T'wo 
Hundred  and  Fifty  Dollars,  each  playing  1, 
2,  3  4,  6,  8,  10,  12,  10  and  24  airs. 


BEAUTIFUL  TOY  BOXES  FOR  CHILDREN. 
BOXES  TO  SUIT  ALL  AGES  AMD  TASTES. 

Call  and  examine  them  I 

Fine  Gold  and  Silver  Watches  Cheap  for 
Cash. 

MUSICAL  BOXES  REPAIRED. 


Small  Pos ,    laas  al- 

ready  sacrificed  some  of  our  best  and  bravest 
troops.  Soldiers,  listen  to  the  voice  of  rea- 
son, supply  yourselves  with  some  of  HOL- 
LOWAY'S  PILLS  &  OINTMENT.  The 
Pills  purify  the  blood  and  strengthen  the 
stomach,  while  the  Ointment  removes  all 
pain,  and  prevents  pit  marks.  Only  25 
cts.  per  Box  or  Pot.     232.  3 
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A   QUARTER   OF    TWELVE. 


BY   LE   GENTILHOMME    BLASE. 


CHAPTER  V.— Continued. 


The  keeper  eyed  the  querist  with  no  very  amiable  expression, 
"  you'll  stay  here,"  said  he,  "  until  you  take  the  Oath,  I  reckon." 
"  In  that  case,  my  native  land,  good  night,"  responded  the  inter- 
esting captive,  Byronically  ;  "my  incarceration  will  terminate 
with  an  epitaph — '  Hie-  Jacet  Robert  Peters.  A  Victim  of  miss- 
placed  confidence.  He  died  young'— Jailor,  your  are  affected. 
Accept  a  quarter ! 

The  Cerberus  clutched  the  proffered  coin  and  eyed  it  with  fever- 
ish intensity.  It  was  evidently  the  first  quarter  he  had  seen  since 
the  commencement  of  his  services  in  that  hole.  The  man's  better 
nature  was  touched.  "  Hist !"  he  said,  drawing  Mr.  Peters  aside 
and  speaking  in  a  whisper :  "  I  can  no  longer  conceal  the  truth. 
I  am  a  Southern  Union  man." 

It  is  a  beautiful  peculiarity  of  our  common  nature,  mon  ami,  that 
crime  never  sinks  so  deeply  nor  perversion  spreads  so  obstinately  in 
the  human  soul,  but  there  is  still  a  deeper  current  of  normal  recti- 
tude responsive  to  the  force  of  currency.  That  this  was  known  to 
the  ancients,  is  evidenced  by  the  antique  custom  of  placing  coins 
on  the  eyes  of  the  dead,  thereby  signifying  to  all  concerned  that, 
whatever  faults  might  have  perished  with  the  deceased,  de  mortuis 
nil  nisi  bonum. 

"Can't  I  have  a  room  to  myself?"  asked  Bob,  after  a  short 
pause. 

"Follow  me,"  was  the  response;  and  he  followed  the  keeper 
through  a  crowd  of  curious  prisoners,  up  a  stair-way  against  the 
wall,  to  a  room  on  the  next  floor.  The  keeper  opened  the  door 
with  a  key  from  one  of  his  pockets,  and  led  the  way  into  an  apart- 
ment whose  only  furniture  was  a  bed,  a  ricketty  chair  and  a  bit  of 
looking-glass  on  a  shelf. 

"I  sleep  here  sometimes  myself,"  said  the  keeper;  "  but  you 
shall  stay  here  for  a  small  rent.     Make  yourself  comfortable." 

"Stop  a  minute,"  said  Bob,  as  the  man  turned  to  leave  him. 
"  Do  you  know  how  I  came  to  be  arrested?" 

"  I  don't  know  exactly,"  was  the  answer  ;  but  I  believe  you  was 
informed  upon  by  some  woman.  Good  night.  Here's  the  can- 
dle." 

The  prisoner  cast  himself  upon  the  bed,  as  the' key  grated  again 
in  the  lock,  and  was  fast  asleep  before  the  poor  fellows  down  stairs 
had  extinguished  their  miserable  lights. 

In  the  morning  the  friendly  keeper  brought  him  his  breakfast, 
consisting  of  a  cup  of  something  very  much  like  "sacred  soil" 
after  a  heavy  rain,  two  geological  biscuits  and  a  copy  of  the  Rich- 
mond Whig. 

"What  do  you  call  this  stuff?"  asked  Mr.  Peters,  ruefully 
eyeing  the  contents  of  the  cup. 

"  Coffee,"  replied  the  keeper,  blandly,  "  real  Mocha." 
Mr.  Peters  was  silent.    To  call  such  fluid  Mocha  was  sheer  mock- 
ery. 

The  biscuits  dispatched  and  the  coffee  defied,  the  captive  betook 
himself  to  deep  and  admiring  contemplation  of  the  newspaper  ; 
and  was  deriving  much  valuable  instruction  from  an  article  writ- 
ten to  prove  how  skilfully  and  ingeniously  the  Southern  Confeder- 
acy had  struck  a  telling  blow  at  its  ruthless  invaders  by  strategical- 
ly surrendering  Norfolk,  when  an  early  visitor  was  admitted.  Said 
visitor  was  a  young  man  contained  in  a  picturesquely-tattered  uni- 
form, with  a  fatigue  cap  on  his  head  and  a  rusty  sword  rattling  at 
his  heels. 

"  Bob,  my  hoy,"  said  he,  "how  the  mischief  did  you  get  imto 
this  scrape  ?" 

"  This  is  some  of  your  family's  Chivalry,"  responded  Mr.  Peters, 
shortly. 

"  My  governor  certainly  did  come  it  over  you  a  little,"  observed 
the  visitor,  who  was  no  other  than  the  younger  Ordeth  ;  "  but  you 
might  have  gone  off  safely  enough  if  you'd  been  at  the  bridge  at 
quarter-past  Twelve,  as  you  were  told.  I  don't  like  the  governor's 
style  any  more  than  you  do,  and  if  you  had  come  to  time  I  could 
have  passed  you  out  of  the  lines  easily  enough. 

"  I  did  come  to  time,"  answered  Bob,  with  great  bitterness,  "and 
a  pretty  time  of  night  it  was.  How  did  I  get  into  this  scrape  ? 
The  Southern  Confederacy  brought  me  here.  I've  had  enough  of 
you  and  your  family.  It  affords  me  satisfaction  to  contemplate  a 
perspective  in  which  your  family  are  attending  a  funeral  of  one  of 


their  number  whose  demise  would  be  attended  with  funeral  hon- 
ors if  all  his  comrades  were  not  engaged  in  the  work  of  running 
away  from  McClellan. 

Mr.  Peters  hazarded  this  cutting  insinuation  of  the  future  with 
an  expression  of  countenance  rigidly  severe. 

"  But,  my  dear  boy,  there's  some  mistake.     You — " 

"Enough,  Sir !" 

"  Oh,  very  well ;  if  you  wont  you  wont,"  exclaimed  the  Confed- 
erate youth,  growing  very  red  in  the  face.  "  All  I  have  to  say  is, 
that  I  have  done, my  part  as  your  friend.  If  you  had  been  at  the 
bridge  at  quarter-past  Twelve  last  night,  you  might  be  bick 
among  the  Yankees  now.  And,  let  me  tell  you,  those  same  Yan- 
kees will  never  conquer  the  South." 

"  Perhaps  not,"  said  Mr.  Peters,  ironically. 

"  One  of  our  officers  has  just  invented  a  new  gun  that  will  soon 
teach  the  North  manners,' '  continued  the  Confederate,  with  increas- 
ing heat.  "It  throws  one-hundred-pound  balls  as  fast  as  a  man 
can  turn  the  handle." 

"  Ah  !"  said  Bob,  sneeringly. 

•'  Yes  ;  and  it  has  but  one  defect." 

"  What's  that  ?"  asked  Bob,  with  some  appearance  of  interest. 

"The  handle  won't  turn!"  ejaculated  the  young  Virginian, 
darting  hastily  from  the  room  to  hide  his  emotion. 

Mr.  Peters  looked  vaguely  after  the  retreating  form  of  the  sen- 
sitive youth,  and  as  one  of  the  keepers  relocked  the  door  again 
from  the  outside,  his  face  sank  upon  his  hands.  What  did  his  vis- 
itor mean  by  accusing  him  of  not  making  his  appearance  at  the  ap- 
pointed time  ?  It  was  exactly  quarter-past  Twelve  when  he  left  the 
house.  "  I  see  how  it  is,"  murmured  Mr.  Peters,  between  his 
hands  ;  "  the  boy  has  been  taking  something  hot." 


CHAPTER  VI. 
anot  her    visitor . 

The  ladies  were  taking  their  usual  promenade  through  the  main 
corridor  of  the  jail,  curiously  gazing  at  times  through  the  newly- 
grated  door  at  the  prisoners  in  the  main  room,  and  seasoning  their 
morning  gossip  with  piquant  observations  on  the  probable  execu- 
tion of  the  horrid  creatures  there  confined.  Mrs.  Peyton  took  oc- 
casion to  inform  Mrs.  Mason  that  she  wouldn't  pass  a  day  without 
taking  a  look  at  the  wretches  for  all  the  world  ;  and  Mrs.  Mason 
informed  Mrs.  Peyton  that  her  life  would  hardly  be  endurable  if 
she  did  not  live  in  hope  of  seeing  all  the  Abolitionists  there  yet. 
Here  young  Mr.  Baron  ventured  to  intimate  that  the  Yankee  priso- 
ners were  fortunate  in  being  favored  with  such  an  array  of  fair  be- 
fore them  ;  for  which  he  was  saluted  as  an  "  absurd  thing,"  and 
received  a  shower  of  taps  from  adjacent  fans. 

Miss  Adams  led  her  companion,  a  neighbor's  child,  to  where  a 
keeper  was  leaning  idly  against  the  wall. 
"  Are  these  all  your  prisoners  ?"  she  asked. 

"  All  but  one  that  was  taken  last  night  and  is  up  stairs,"  replied 
the  official. 

"  Is  that  one  on  exhibition  ?" 
"  I  reckon  he  is,  if  you  want  to  see  him." 

"Well,"  said  Miss  Adams,  with  an  assumption  of  indifference, 
"I  don't  know  that  it's  worth  while;  but— well,  I  reckon  I  will 
look  at  him." 

"  This  way,  then,  if  you  please,"  said  the  keeper,  leading  the 
way  up  an  adjacent  flight  of  stairs  and  conducting  the  fair  one  to 
the  room  occupied  by  Mr.  Peters. 

Bob  was  gazing  gloomily  out  of  the  window  and  did  not  recog- 
nize the  presence  of  his  new  guests  until  the  end  of  a  parasol 
touched  his  shoulder. 

"  Miss  Adams  !"  he  exclaimed,  offering  his  hand. 
The  young  lady  tossed  her  head  haughtily  : 
"  I  don't  wish  to  shake  hands  with  an  enemy  of  my  country, 
sir." 

."  I  see,"  said  Bob,  coolly,  "  the  presence  of  a  third  party  obliges 
us  to  vail  our  emotions.     Keeper,  leave  the  saloon." 

"  Pay  no  attention  to  him,  Keeper,"  retorted  Eve,  indignantly, 
"  I  wish  your  attendance." 

Not  at  all  abashed  by  the  severity  of  her  tone,  Mr.  Peters  nod- 
ded to  the  officer  and  smiled  pleasantly. 

"  Then  I  must  expose  you  with  a  witness  to  it,"  he  said,  good- 
naturedly,  "you  are  offended,  Miss  Eve,  because  I  did  not  comply 
with  your  kind  note  and  meet  your  friends  at  a  quarter-of  Twelve, 
instead  of  walking  straight  into  trouble  at  quarter-past,  as  I  did." 
'•  You  are  beneath  my  notice,"  was  the  answer  of  Miss  Adams; 
"  but  since  you  choose  to  speak  so  I  must  explain  myself  to  this 
good  man  here.  You  are  indebted  to  me  for  your  present  situa- 
tion. I  am  a  Southern  woman,  Sir,  and  it  was  my  duty  as  a  South- 
erner, to  see  that  you  did  not  escape  to  injure  our  cause  by  telling 
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OUR    CHIEF    BUTLER. 

The  bottled  spirits  of  New  Orleans  are 
finding  themselves  in  a  tight  place  now  that 
the  Butler  has  taken  to  looking  after  thern 
himself.  Neither  the  Crescent  nor  the 
Cross  have  found  the  slightest  favor  from 
that  stern  chief,  who  has  promptly  sup- 
pressed both  of  them — the  one  represented 
by  a  newspaper,  the  other  by  the  "  ladies'' 
of  the  city,  if  not  of  the  town.  Butler  is 
not  the  man  to  stand  any  nonsense  ;  and  it 
is  now  well  understood  at  New  Orleans  that 
ladies  who  contort  their  faces  in  defiance  of 
Union  soldiers,  must  serve  out  a  term  of 
imprisonment  in  a  place  called  the  "  Cala- 
boose-" This  may  be  considered  by  some  as 
an  aboose  of  the  authority  vested  in  Grene- 
ral  Butler's  hands,  but  that  depends  upon 
what  you  Call  aboose.  It  may  be  remarked 
that  as  there  are  no  cellars  at  New  Orleans, 
our  Butler  must  find  himself  rather  astray 
there  ;  but  people  will  do  well  to  remember 
that  the  Port  of  that  city  was  never  in  bet- 
ter order  than  it  has  been  since  it  came  into 
his  keeping. 


Light  upon  the  Subject. 

There  seems  to  be  some  mystery  as  to  the 
immediate  cause  of  the  great  Kerosene  con- 
flagration which  took  place  at  Brooklyn  on 
Thursday  last.  Some  attribute  it  to  the 
ashes  of  a  pipe  or  cigar,  while  no  person  as 
yet  seems  to  have  been  struck  with  the  idea 
that  it  originated  from  a  cask  of  the  oil 
falling  upon  a  Lighter. 


A    SWEET    THOUGHT. 
That  Cherished  by   Dowber,    (in  the   back-ground)   who,  having  no  ear  for 

MUSIC   HIMSELF,    THINKS   HOW    GRATIFYING   TO    HIM   IT    WOULD   BE  TO   CUT  OFF   THE  ONE 

belonging  to  Dobbs,  (amateur)  who  has. 


All  the  President  wants  to  give  the  Rebels. 
A  Peace  of  his  mind. 


some  of  your  Northern  falsehoods  about  us.  I  wrote  you  the  note 
you  speak  of  in  order  that  you  might  be  drawn  from  your  hiding 
place,  and  also  one  to  the  authorities  putting  them  on  the  watch. 
I  may  be  a  woman,  but  I  have  the  heart  of  a  man." 

If  Miss  Adams  did  not  have  the  heart  of  a  man,  it  was  owing  to 
no  neglect  on  her  part  of  any  possible  means  to  catch  such  a  heart. 
That  is  to  say,  all  her  dearest  and  most  intimate  female  friends 
said  so. 

Her  speech  was  evidently  intended  to  impress  the  prisoner  with 
a  torturing  sense  of  woman's  vengeance  ;  but,  contrary  to  her  ex- 
pectation, Mr.  Peters  received  it  with  the  utmost  complacency.  In 
fact,  he  even  evinced  a  playful  disposition  and  favored  the  atten- 
tive keeper  with  an  insidious  wink. 

"  I  don't  doubt  that  your  intentions  were  excellent,  Miss  Eve," 
said  Mr.  Bob  Peters,  with  an  air  of  great  enjoyment ;  "  but  they 
did  not  work  as  well  as  your  affectionate  heart  designed.  Because, 
you  see,  I  didn't  come  out  at  a  quarter-of  Twelve  at  all,  nor  did  I 
follow  any  of  your  directions.  Oh,  no  !  It  was  just  quarter-past 
Twelve  by  my  repeater  when  I  departed  from  my  late  residence, 
and  it's  my  private  opinion  that  your  dear  friend  Miss  Ordeth  had 
the  privilege  of  being  my  adviser  on  that  nocturnal  occasion. 
Don't  let  your  sensitive  soul  be  afflicted  with  the  thought  that  you 
have  wronged  confiding  innocence,''  added  Bob,  pathetically  ; 
"  for  I  assure  you  that  you  are  as  guiltless  as  a  child  unborn." 

"  What  do  you  mean,  sir?"  asked  Eve,  in  some  haste,  "  were 
you  not  arrested  at  a  quarter-of  Twelve  ?" 

"  Why,  no  1"  said  Bob.  "  Don't  I  tell  you  that  I  didn't  break 
cover  until  quarter-past  '!" 

"  Well,  sir,"  snarled  Eve,  with  no  little  irritation,  "  you're  here 
at  any  rate,  and  I  hope  you'll  enjoy  the  society  of  your  Yankee 
friends  down  stairs.     I  hope  you'll  all  be  hung.    I  do  !" 

And  the  injured  fair  swept  magnificently  from  the  room,  drag- 
ging with  her  the  neighbor's  child,  and  leaving  Mr.  Peters  alone 
with  the  keeper. 

"  I  say,  she's  a  spunky  one,"  remarked  the  latter-  "  It's  a  pity 
you  really  didn't  wait  till  quarter-past.  I  wouldn't  trust  a  woman 
with  such  eyes  as  hers — I  wouldn't." 

'•And  I  didn't  trust  them,"  said  Bob.     "  It  was  full  quarter  past 


by  my  repeater  when  I  came  out,  and  if  I'm  betrayed  it's  by  an- 
other woman." 

"  Oh,  come  now,"  put  in  the  keeper,  deprecatingly,  "it's  all 
right,  you  know,  between  us  two.  It  wasn't  but  quarter-past 
when  I  locked  you  in  here,  you  know:'' 

"What!"  exclaimed  Bob. 

"Fact,"  said  the  keeper. 

Mr.  Peters  deliberately  drew  out  his  watch  and  held  it  up  in  full 
view. 

"  By  all  that's  true  !"  said  Bob,  "  it  was  quarter-past  Twelve  by 
that  repeater  before  I  was  taken  last  night." 

The  rebel  official  looked  steadily  into  the  eyes  of  his  prisoner  for 
a  moment,  and  then  withdrew  hurriedly  and  in  silence.  He  evident- 
ly mistrusted  the  sanity  of  Mr.  Peters,  or  believed  that  a  man 
with  such  a  fast  watch  was  too  much  ahead  of  his  time  to  be  trusted 
without  a  watch  of  a  different  kind. 

(To  be  Continued.) 


Hard   Cash. 

Col.  Cash,  commanding  a  South  Carolina  regiment.  See  "Jour- 
nal of  Hon.  Alfred  Ely."  Latter  gentleman  was  taken  prisoner 
by  rebel  officers,  brought  before  Cash,  and  introduced  to  him  as 
Congressman  from  the  North  ;  whereupon  Cash  put  pistol  to  his 
head  and  threatened  to  blow  his  brains  out,  at  the  same  time 
anathematizing  his  "  white-livered  soul,"  which  sounds  like 
anatomical  blunder.  Eebel  officers  rush  upon  Cash,  crying, 
"Colonel!  Colonel!  you  must  not  shoot  that  pistol— he  is  our 
prisoner,"  which  looks  like  grammatical  blunder.  Then  Eebel 
officers  apologize  for  conduct  of  Cash,  saying  that  Cash  was  drunk, 
which  sounds  like  hard,  square  probability,  and  provokes  suggestion 
that  South  Carolina  Cash,  when  caught,  ought  to  be  locked  up  in 
an  iron  safe,  like  any  other  hard  Cash. 


Catechetical. 

-What  is  the  earliest  historical  record  of  snake -charming  ? 
-The  circumstance  of  Ruth  captivating  Boaz. 
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THAT    FRENCH    TOBACCO- 

OSSIPS  are  still  in  a 
very  uncertain  state  of 
mind  about  the  mission 
of  M.  Mercier  to  Rich- 
mond— if  that  can  be 
called  a  mission  upon 
which  a  man  merely 
goes,  instead  of  being 
sent.  If  we  are  to  be- 
lieve, with  the  Opinion 
Rationale,  that  tobacco 
was  the  sole  object  of 
that  visit,  we  can  only 
account  for  the  move- 
ment by  supposing  that 
M.  Mbrcier's  puissant 
sire  Louis  Napoleon, 
who  has  built  up  his 
reputation  upon  a  well- 
known  brand  of  Petit 
Caporal,  has  let  him- 
self run  out  of  the  article 
and  instructed  Mercier 
to  send  him  a  paper  or 
two  of  it  from  Richmond.  If  this  is  the  true  state  of  the  case, 
allow  us  to  remark  that  the  Puissant  Sire  referred  to  is  welcome  to 
put  any  American  production  in  his  pipe  and  smoke  it.  The 
Monitor,  for  instance,  ;  or  the  Benicia  Boy  ;  or  the  Rocky  Moun- 
tains ;  or  the  Big  Trees  of  California  ;  or  Niagara  Falls.  Horseshoe 
and  all ;  or  the  Mammoth  Caves  of  Kentucky  ;  or  Commodore 
Nutt,  or  Raret  ;  or  the  Secretary  of  War.  Particularly  the  latter, 
however,  because  he  blows  out  a  great  deal  of  smoke  without  much 
fire,  which  is  an  economical  dodge  on  his  part,  and  ought  to  be 
encouraged. 

Perhaps  the  pipe  generally  indulged  in  by  the  Puissant  Sire  is 
of  the  kind  known  as  the  Hookah— in  which  case  he  might  put 
Floyd  and  Benjamin  in  it,  and  smoko  them,  seeing  that  those 
conspicuous  malefactors  have  been  connected  with  Hookers  from 
their  tenderest  years. 

If  a  nip  of  Old  Bourbon  would  be  satisfactory  to  the  P.  S  ,  by 
wp.y  of  flavoring  whatever  we  may  furnish  for  his  pipe,  we  have  a 
couple  of  choice  Demi- Johns  of  that  capital  article  on  hand,  just 
now.  They  are  labelled  de  Chartres  and  de  Paris,  respectively  ; 
but  we  have  an  idea  that  Mr.  Lincoln,  who  is  growing  very  much 
addicted  to  that  kind  of  Bourbon,  will  not  let  them  go  out  of  his 
own  private  stock  of  foreign  delicacies. 

These  little  puffs  have  all  been  suggested  by  the  tobacco  theory 
of  the  Opinion  Rationale,  which  is  considered  good  at  blowing  a. 
cloud,  as  well  as  a  good  blower'  in  general.  The  London  Herald 
knocks  the  ashes  out  of  the  pipe  of  the  0.  N.,  however,  saying 
that  M.  Mercier  asked,  and  obtained  authority  from  his  Puissant 
Sire  to  proceed  to  Richmond,  on  a  political  cruise.  This  cruise  of 
M.  Mercier'f,  like  that  of  the  Widow,  is  supposed  to  have  been 
a  Cruise  of  Oil,  which  it  was  his  mission  to  ladle  out  over  the 
troubled  waters.  Why  will  not  these  European  Spoons  let  us  do 
our  own  ladliog  ?  If  the  Puissant  Sire  could  only  have  made  a 
balloon  reconnoissance  of  Broadway  one  of  those  late  days  or 
nights,  when  our  gallant  and  stalwart  State  Militia  Regiments 
marched  down  that  thronged  thoroughfare  for  the  second  time  at 
the  call  of  their  country,  perhaps  he  would  have  put  that  signifi- 
cant fact  in  his  pipe,  and  smoked  it,  with  a  grunt  and  a  laissez-les 
faire . 

In  conclusion,  who  cares  what  M.  Mercier  went  to  Richmond 
for,  unless  he  went  as  a  Secession  spy,  which  we  do  not  think  he 
did,  as  he  is  allowed  to  be  a  very  respectable  person  ?  If  he  went 
for  a  paper  of  Caporal  for  his  master,  we  hope  he  got  it  and  paid 
for  it ;  and  if  he  didn't,  we  don't  care  a  spurious  nickel  who  or 
what  he  went  for,  and  who  did  or  didn't  get  paid  for  it,  whatever 
it  was. 


The  Re-wards  of  a  Regatta. 

Shiver  our  timbers !  We  have  bought  a  yacht !  Ahoy  my 
hearties  !  We  are  going  in  for  the  regatta  !  We  have  heretofore 
refrained,  from  a  wholesome  dread  of  water.  But  upon  looking 
over  the  list  of  prizes  to  be  sailed  for  on  the  5th  of  June,  we  began 
to  feel  thirsty.  Silver  wine-basket !  Silver  toddy-kettle  !  Silver 
punch-bowl!  Dowse  our  deadlights!  that  looks  like  business!  If 
you  have  a  heavy  wet  on  deck,  all  you  have  to  do  is  to  go  down 
and  have  another  kind  of  heavy  wet  in  the  cabin  !  Splicing  the 
main  brace,  they  call  it !     Very  bracing  !     Let  us  splice  ! 


Black   Mail. 
Mr.  Sumner's  proposed  tax  upon  slaves, 


CURRENT  LAY  OF  THE  MEXICAN  BANDITTI. 

Ho  !  ho  !     By  Our  Lady  !     Ho !  ho  !  ho  ! 

And  ho  !  ho  !  ho  !  once  more  ! 
To  see  those  foreign  gleaners  go 

Where  we  have  been  before  ! 
Oh,  well  for  you,  ye  Frenchmen  gay, 

With  firm  flesh  on  your  bones, 
That  every  man  of  you  knows  the  way 

To  make  good  soup  of  stones  ! 

Ho !  ho  !     By  Our  L-idy  !     Ho  !  ho  !  ho  ! 

And  ho  !  ho  !  ho  !   once  more  ! 
Do  horse-steaks  on  the  bushes  grow  ? 

Do  frogs  wait  on  the  shore  ? — 
Fetch  on  the  little  king  that  craves 

Our  Montezumas'  seat : 
But  take  good  care,  ye  jolly  braves, 

He  gets  enough  to  eat ! 

Ho  !  ho  !     By  Our  Lady  !     Ho  !  ho  !  ho  ! 

And  ho  !  ho  I  ho  !  again  ! 
'Twill  puzzle  Maximilian  so, 

To  find  our  honest  men  !  — 
Ho  !  ho  !  to  think  of  Uncle  Sam 

Offering  us  a  loan  ! 
Oh,  may  the  good  and  great  St.  Flam, 

Soon  send  us  dogs  the  bone  ! 

Ho  !  ho  !     By  Our  Lady  !     Ho  !  ho  !  ho  ! 

And  ho  !  ho  !  ho  ! — he !  he  ! 
Why  should  our  clergy  murmur  so, 

Who  spell  Pray  with  an  e  ! 
And,  as  tor  uncle  Sam  himself, 

What  odds  is  it  to  him, 
Which  cunning  rogue  secures  his  pelf — 

Son  Tom,  or  Neighbor  Tim  ? 

Ho  !  ho  !     By  Our  Lady  !     Ho  !  ho  !  ho  ! 

Jeff.  Davis  and  his  crew, 
They  say,  will  come  the  next  we  know, 

For  they've  nothing  else  to  do. 
Ye  kindred  souls  !  feel  no  affright ! 

You're  welcome  as  the  day  : 
Here,  where  the  weakest  might  makes  right, 

We  give  you  right  of  way. 

■      Ho  !  ho !     By  Our  Lady  !     Ho  !  ho  !  ho  ! 

And  ho !  ho  !  ho  !  once  more  ! 
Young  Maximilian  soon  shall  know — 

More  than  he  knew  before  ! 
Hail,  bold  Secesh  !— To  what  a  height 

Our  national  stature  towers  ! — 
We'll  steal  the  world,  some  stormy  night, 

And  swear  '  twas  always  ours  ! 


Financial. 

At  Memphis,  we  notice,  that  traders  who  refuse  to  receive  the 
Confederate  Notes,  are  to  be  considered  and  treated  as  traitors. 
They  must  either  sell,  or  submit  to  a  cell,  which  is  about  the 
worst  Sell  we  ever  heard  of.  Some  philanthropist  in  Memphis  has 
suggested  that  no  shop-keeper  shall  be  compelled  to  take  more  than 
two  cart  loads  of  this  queer  money  for  a  drink  ;  but  the  proposi- 
tion has  been  howled  down,  without  a  single  dissenting  yell ;  and, 
by  the  last  mail,  we  learn  that  an  ordinance  will  soon  be  passed, 
making  it  Felony  to  refuse  this  Confederate  Cash  whenever  it  is 
offered  as  a  Free  Gift ;  upon  the  ground  that  such  refusal  would 
not  only  damage  the  Rebel  Credit,  but  would  be  an  act  of  gross 
personal  cruelty  to  the  donor. 


Barber-isin  in  Canada. 


We  are  told  that  Chancellor  VanKoughnet,  of  Toronto,  Canada, 
has  issued  a  pronunciamento  requiring  barristers  practising  in  his 
Court  to  shave  their  faces.  How  much  larger  the  liberty  we  en- 
joy hereabouts !     Our  lawyers  only  shave  their  clients. 

^ 

Cave  Canem  I 

Why,  let  us  ask,  are  timid  dog-owners  like  pious  Israelites  ? 
Because,    they  always  stand  in  a  certain  degree  of  awe  of  the 
Rabies  ! 
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Boy. — "  0,  LOOK  A  HEKE,  MlSTER  !    HERE'S  ONE  O'TER  CHINESE  FIGURES  A  WALKING 
OFF  WITH  BIS-SELF!" 


The  Rebel    "  Tintinnabulation." 

,^%,MZmpMs  APPml  announces  that  "  the 
(Rebel)  Government  wants,  and  must  have 
all  the  im  from  the  roofs  of  sheds,  and  out 
houses  in  that  city." 

Shade  of  the  Flaming  Tinker  !  what  for  * 
c  Is  it  to  strike,  therewith,  medals  for  their 
chivalric  soldiers  ? 

We  know  the  R.  Gov't,  is  verv  badlv  off 
for  "tin."  "  J 

Is  this  raid  upon  the  roof  to  make  a  new 
supply  of  current  coin . 

Or  is  it  to  manufacture  tin  cans  for  their 
armies  ? 

Or  tin  trumpets,  thro'  which  to  blow  the 
loud  pjean  of  triumph— when  they  obtain 
one? 

Can  it  be  that  the  Rebels  have  faith  in  the 
magic  of  the  "silver  bullet,"  and,  being 
out  of  the  real  ore,  expect  to  impose  upon 
us  with  a  tin  semblance  ? 
_  Or,  finally,  is  the  Memphis  Appeal  merely 
indulging  in  more  of  the  tinsel(l)  in  which 
the  chivalry  so  delight  ? 

"These  are  questions  which  address  them- 
selves (thro'  the  medium  of  V.  F.)  to  every 
inquiring  mind." 

A  Merry  Quip  of  the  French  Minister- 
"  Mutton  fat  contains  a  greater  quantity 
of  Stearine  than  any  other  adipose  matter," 
observed  a  heavy  man  who  was  persistently 
boring  the  French  Minister,  at  the  White 
House,  the  other  night. 

"  Then  how  is  it  that  Sheeps  get  lost  so 
often?"  asked  M.  Mercier,  with  an  exter- 
minating leer. 


Fruitful. 

Our  Rustic  Contributor  says  that  there 
will  be  a  fine  Peach  crop  this  Summer,  down 
in  the  Jerseys,  and  although  too  remote  from 
a  political  atmosphere  to  feel  greatly  inter- 
ested in  the  Last  Ditches,  he  shall  devote 
himself  assiduously  to  seeking  for  certain 
Pits. 


ABE    AND    ABOLITION. 
Cheers  for  Old  Abe — in  him  the  nation  trusts, 

Unmoved  by  Abolition's  hue  and  cry,  he 
The  pros  and  cons  of  Slavery  adjusts, 

And  blowing  his  proconsul's  schemes  sky  high,  he 
Goes  in  for  Liberty  secured  by  Laws, 

But  lawless  liberties  resents  severely, 
And  laughs  to  scorn  the  shallow-pated  daws, 

Who  deem  man's  mission  manumission  merely. 
In  brief,  shrewd  Abraham  does  not  worship  "  Progress," 
As  a  black,  thick-lipped,  highly-flavored  ogress. 

And  therefore,  as  a  pair  of  snuffers  might 

Extinguish  with  a  nip  a  fizzling  candle, 
Hath  be  untimely  quenched  the  sputtering  light 

Of  Hunter — abolition  to  the  handle. 
"  'Twas  pitiful,  'twas  wondrous  pitiful," 

When  White  and  Black  were  chums — arcades  ambo, 
In  black  and  white  their  compact  to  annul, 

And  Uncle  Sam  prefer  to  Uncle  Sambo. 
But  then,  oh  !  Hunter,  pink  of  John  Brown  Snobbery  ! 
For  'bobolitiou  why  did'st  make  a  bobbery  ? 
To  free  a  million  and  a  half  of  Nigs, 

If  a  good  thing  to  do  should  be  done  squarely  ; 
But  Hunter,  sure  as  bristles  grow  on  pigs 

And  wool  where  no  man  ever  saw  a  hair  lie, 
Had  no  more  right  such  freedom  to  proclaim, 

Under  law  martial,  or  enactment  civil, 
Than  Lincoln,  in  the  constitution's  name, 

To  sell  a  Major  General  to  the  Devil ; 
On  his  own  hook  he  acted — if  suspended, 
By  his  own  lines  will  his  career  be  ended. 

Upon  the  whole  his  Ebony  faux  pas 
Was  scarce  more  impudent  than  idiotic, 


"  He  went  for  wool  to  come  back  shorn"  Oh !  bah  ! 

Was  it  quick-witted  to  be  thus  Quixotic  ? 
What  a  reverse  !     But  yesterday  supreme, 

Promulging  law  like  Moses  from  Mount  Sinai, 
To  day  not  merely  a  white  joker's  theme, 

But  food  for  laughter  e'en  to  Cuff  and  Dinah. 

Thus  do  Dave  Hunter's  prospects  to  the  D go, 

Moral — Abe  tolerates  no  alter  ego. 


GOVENOR    ANDREW    ON     PATRIOTISM. 

Second  thoughts  are  proverbially  stated  to  be  superior  to  first — a 
statement  very  fairly  illustrated  by  two  documents  lately  issued 
by  the  Governor  of  Massachusetts.  The  first  thought  of  Governor 
Andrew,  when  called  upon  by  the  War  Department  for  new  levies, 
was  the  Negro.  The  aromatic  Ethiop  predominated  over  all  other 
considerations  in  the  Governor's  mind .  "Massachusetts"  replied 
the  Govenor,  virtually,  "  cannot  fight  for  her  country  any  more 
unless  you  emancipate  Massa  Nigger."  This  first  thought  of 
Governor  Andrew  was  hardly  flattering  to  Massachusetts,  the  men 
of  which  can  see  White  as  well  as  Black,  and  have  seen  Red,  too, 
with  a  vengeance,  in  the  present  war.  But,  on  sober  second 
thought,  Johu  A .  Andrew  repented  about  the  irrepressible  Negro, 
and  sounded  for  the  Men  of  Massacnusetts  a  spirited  trumpet  call  to 
arms.  The  Men  of  Massachusetts  do  not  require  much  Blowing, 
however,  to  induce  them  to  lend  their  muscle  to  the  country  and 
the  cause.  Certainly,  they  are  urgent,  as  a  general  thing,  respect- 
ing the  subject  of  total  abolition  ;  but  there  is  a  feeling  abroad 
among  them,  now,  that  in  President  Lincoln's  idea  of  gradual 
emancipation  looms  the  brightest  and  safest  future  for  the  Op- 
pressed Race — a  Race  upon  which  a  good  deal  of  money  has  been 
laid  and  lost. 

But  as  the  "Race  is  not  always  to  the  Swift,"  let  Governor 
Andrew  take  cheer  in  the  hope  that  the  South  will  not  always 
hold  the  Slave. 


GOVERNOR    ANDREW'S    SCHOOL    FOR    THE    MASSACHUSETTS    SOLDIER, 

"  NOW,  BOYS,  THREE  HBAETY  CHEERS — TWO  FOR  THE  NIGGER  AND    ONE  FOR    THE  UNION." 
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THE    DAVIS     DECORATIONS. 


V; 


The  Commander  of  the  Confederates  has  established  "  The  Order  of  the  Southern 
Cross  of  Honor ;"  and,  singular  to  relate,  the  first  decorations  have  been  assigned 
to  the  Ninth  Texas  Regiment.  The  precious  metals  being  uncommonly  and  extreme- 
ly minus  in  rebel  regions,  we  learn  that  the  medals  distributed  will  be  of  leather  and 
that  contributions  of  old  shoes  are  pouring  in  from  all  quarters,  and  especially  from 
the  church-members,  who  recently  gave  both  their  church  and  dinner  bells,  for  nei- 
ther of  which  have  they  any  use — to  be  cast  into  cannon.  Whoever  bayonets  a 
wounded  foe,  or  shoots  a  picket  guard,  or  burns  women  and  children  out  of  house 
and  home,  or  shells  the  enemy's  hospital,  or  hangs  a  loyal  clergyman,  or  brings 
off  a  Federal  bone  from  the  battle  field,  or  can  prove  that  he  has  at  any  time  stolen 
from  the  United  States  property  valued  at  twenty-five  cents,  will  be  immediately  dig- 
nified, dubbed,  decorated  and  distinguished.  The  Officers  of  the  Order  are  Principal 
Peculator,  Grand  Grabber,  First  Filcher  and  Most  Serene  Swartwouter.  Whether 
Benjamin  or  Floyd  will  be  elevated  to  the  Principal  Peculatorship,  is  uncertain  ;  for 
though  Floyd  is  undoubtedly  the  most  extensive  thief,  Benjamin,  who  began  when 
he  was  a  boy,  has  had  the  most  experience.  We  believe  the  difficulty  is  to  be  settled 
by  giving  to  Floyd  the  Baton  of  Command,  and  by  allowing  Benjamin  to  steal  it,  if 
he  can. 


Observations  in  Natural  History. 

The  pigeons  upon  which  Barnum  feeds  his 
Snakes  are  not  Turtle  doves 

The  Parrots  in  the  army  of  the  Potomac 
are  not  McCaws— they  are  McClellan's. 

A  singular  mistake  was  made  by  a  visitor 
to  the  Dog  Show,  last  Friday  week.  While 
observing  the  Arctic  Dogs  enjoying  their 
usual  allowance  of  ice  cream,  he  remarked 
that  he  supposed  the  creatures  must  be  sub- 
ject to  Wane  mange. 

Panic  at  Barnum's. 

There  was  a  great  deal  of  excitement  in 
the  crowd  at  Barnum's  Museum,  on  Friday 
last,  in  consequence  of  a  cry  that  a  Great 
Adder  had  got  loose  and  was  mixing  with  the 
throng. 

Confidence  was  restored,  however,  on  Mr. 
Barnum's  assurance  that  the  rumor  origi- 
nated in  the  circumstance  of  the  Lightning 
Calculator  going  to  his  dinner. 


Apropos  of  certain  Confederate  Practices. 

Q. — What  is  the  difference  between  the 
foul  witch  of  demonology  and  the  Gorilla  of 
Secession  ? 

A. — The  one  destroys  the  object  of  her 
hate  by  wiling  Spells,  while  the  other  effects 
his  diabolical  purpose  by  "spiling"  Wells. 


The  Pale  of  Chivalry. 
Virginia  is  likely  to  be  fenced  in  soon  ;  at 
least,  since  a  sobriquet  was  earned  by  the 
Rebel  General  Jackson,  at  Winchester, 
there  has  been  a  great  Stone  Wall  Running 
all  about  the  State ! 


For  Lovers  and.  Millers,  only. 

Q.—  What  is  the  principal  difference  be- 
tween Love  and  a  Mill  Dam  ? 

A. — The  one  brooks  no  Limits,  while  the 
other  limits  no  end  of  Brooks. 


OUR    WAR    CORRESPONDENCE. 
Letter  from  McArone. 

Dear  Vanity  : — I  am  in  trouble. 

I  have  issued  a  proclamation,  and  President  Lincoln  has  sat 
down  upon  it 

Which  is  rough. 

However,  to  quote  the  touching  language  of  Colonel  Greeley, 
I  "  bow"  to  this  decision.  The  decision,  as  yet,  has  not  returned 
my  bow. 

This  was  the  proclamation  : 

"  Headquarters,  May  9.  1862. 

"General  Orders,  No.  II.— The  Gulf  States,  comprising  the 
military  department  knowu  as  Dixie,  having  deliberately  declared 
themselves  no  longer  under  my  protection  ;  and  having  taken  up 
arms  against  the  said  Me,  it  becomes  a  military  necessity  to  declare 
them  under  Martial  law.  This  was  accordingly  done  last  year. 
Niggers  and  Martial  law  in  a  free  country  are  altogether  incom- 
patible :  the  persons  in  these  Gulf  States,  heretofore  held  to  be 
Niggers,  are  therefore  declared  forever  white. 

"  [Official.]  Mc  Arone. 

Acting  Commander-in-Chief. 

"  Baron  Von  Kowhtngen,  Ass.  Adjutant-General." 

What  do  you  think  of  that  ? 

President  Lincoln,  on  hearing  of  this  order,  immediately  in- 
formed the  public  that  if  his  officers  were  disposed  to  make  idiots 
of  themselves,  he  was  not,  and  he  would  reserve  all  the  rights  of 
his  position  to  himself.  I  can  hardly  find  fault  with  his  prejudice 
in  favor  of  attending  to  his  own  business,  though  it  is  not  the 
common  usage  with  officials  generally. 

It  was  rny  intention  to  have  enforced  the  terms  of  my  procla- 
mation, if  I  could,  in  all  the  Gulf  States,  as  soon  as  I  had  con- 
quered them. 

The  order  was  considered,  by  intelligent  contrabands  here,  to  be 
the  only  practical  solution  of  the  question  whether  or  no  a  white 
man  is  as  good  as  a  nigger,  if  he  behaves  himself. 


I  did  not  take  the  steps,  however,  without  mature  deliberation 
and  much  advice.  Baron  Von  Kowhingen  tells  me  that  white 
niggers  are  well  known  in  Prussia.  His  great-aunt  used  them 
there  as  early  as  159^.  In  one  of  Bayard  Taylor's  letters  it  is 
stated  that  they  are  much  in  vogue  on  the  West  coast  of  Patagonia, 
where  they  are  esteemed  a  luxury,  with  parsley  and  drawn  butter. 
I  myself  have  seen  them  as  far  South  as  South  Amboy,  and  also  in 
Barnum's  Museum. 

It  is  thought  that  the  President  was  influenced  by  the  feeling  of 
extreme  opposition  that  showed  itself  in  West  Broadway  and 
Laurens  street. 

The  more  common  belief,  however,  is  that  he  was  influenced 
only  by  a  feeling  of  extreme  common-sense  and  justice. 

The  news  not  being  of  a  very  important  nature,  I  must  record 
a  singular  and  highly  successful  surgical  operation  performed  here 
lately  by  one  of  my  private  surgeons. 

A  crazy-headed  sort  of  fellow,  a  General  Huntee,  who  has  been 
mixed  up  with  the  army  a  good  deal  one  way  or  another,  was 
recently  taken  with  extraordinary  buzzings  and  noises  in  his  head. 
Some  thought  he  had  "  a  bee  in  his  bonnet,"  and  others  imagined 
him  to  suffer  with  acute  abolition  on  the  brain. 

Finally,  the  difficulty  settled  in  his  right  ear.  Formerly,  all 
good  advice,  counsel  and  suggestion  used  to  go  in  at  one  ear  and 
out  at  the  other,  but  as  this  was  no  longer  the  case,  the  surgeon 
lightly  concluded  the  acoustic  tube  to  be  the  seat  of  trouble  ;  the 
more  especially  as  the  patient  seemed  entirely  deaf  to  all  reason  or 
wisdom. 

His  medical  adviser  then  applied  certain  drawing  preparations, 
and  allowed  him  to  have  his  own  way  for  a  time.  The  result 
justified  the  most  sanguine  expectations,  and  within  a  short 
time,  he  was  ready  for  the  operation.  His  hands  were  tied,  for  the 
safety  of  the  nation,  and  after  a  brief  but  energetic  attempt,  the 
surgeon  discovered  and  removed  from  Hunter's  ear  an  enormous 
Flea.... 
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"Women's  Wrongs. 
A  daily  newspaper  informs  us,  that  : 
"  In  the  Senate  on  Saturday,  a  petition  signed  by 
nearly  eight  thousand  women,  fur  emancipation,  was 
presented  by  Mr.  Sumner.  A  petition  to  the  same 
effect  was  presented  from  the  Women's  Society  of 
Friends." 

How  much  the  above  has  got  to  do  with  the 
Divorce  Law  we  are  unable  to  say,  although 
the  natural  inference  to  be  drawn  from  the 
statement  is  that  "  nearly  eight  thousand 
women"  have  employed  the  great  emancipa- 
tor, Mr.  Sumner,  to  emancipate  them  from 
the  slavery  of  matrimonial  bonds.  Whether 
the  Society  of  Friends,  referred  to,  exercises 
its  philanthropy  in  favor  of  the  husbands  or 
of  the  wives  is  also  dubious,  and  requires  ex- 
planation. 


LIGHT      MARCHING    ORDER    AT    RICHMOND. 

"  As  IT  IS,  WE   ARE  IN    LIGHT   MARCHING  ORDER,  WITH    SCARCELY  A  PIECE  OF  HEAVY 
ORDNANCE     OR     TENT  TO    EMBARRASS  US,  AND  READY  TO  EVACUATE  OR  RETREAT  ALMOST 

anywhwrk  at  a  moment's  wabning." — Richmond  Whig. 


Blow  foj  Blow. 
Commodore  Tatnall,  of  the  Confederate 
Navy,  has  published  a  statement  of  his  rea- 
sons for  blowing  up  the  Merrimac.  Old  Tat 
is  fidgetty  about  the  act.  He  evidently  ex- 
pects that  the  fate  of  the  Merrimac — a  tre- 
mendous blowing  up—  is  in  store  for  him  ; 
and,  to  settle  his  suspense  or  suspension,  as 
the  result  may  determine,  he  demands  the 
small  favor  of  a  Court  of  Inquiry. 


Fancy  Binding. 

The  Norfolk  Day  Book,  which  has  been 
shut  up  by  General  Viele,  may  now  be 
described  as  bound  in  Calf. 


A  Mud- Sill  of  Missouri. 
Clay-born  Jackson. 


Tiie  strangest  part  of  the  story  is  to  come.  Upon  the  body  of 
the  flea  was  marked,  in  plain  letters  : 

"  Honest  Old  Abe's  last  Proclamation." 

This  incident  seems  too  strange  to  be  true,  but  I  give  you  my 
word  that  it  is,  and  that  there  are  many  millions  of  free  people 
rejoicing  in  its  truth  to-day. 

News  is  scarce.  A  reliable  gentleman  from  Richmond  has  just 
informed  me  that  the  Rebel  Congress  voted  an  appropriation  of 
$  200,  last  Saturday,  for  the  placing  of  finger-posts  to  indicate  the 
nearest  road  to  the  Last  Ditch,  in  order  that  the  soldiers  could  find 
their  way  to  die  comfortably  there,  without  losing  the  road. . . . 
about  the  only  thing  they  have  not  lost,  hitherto. 

As  I  am  about  to  advance  my  army  upon  Richmond,  I  wish  you 
would  advance  some  money  upon  my  pay. . . . 

This  is  reliable 

And  I  am  Mc  Arone. 

MEDICAL    STATE    RIGHTS. 

There  is  evidently  a  conflict  of  jurisdiction  between  the  State 
Surgeons  and  the  Medical  Bureau,  and  the  sooner  it  is  determined 
by  the  government,  the  better  it  will  be  for  the  poor  soldier. 

Thus  we  have  pronunciamentos,  we  will  call  them,  of  different 
Governors,  and  their  Surgeons  General,  as  to  where  the  soldiers  of 
ttieir  particular  States  should  be  taken,  utterly  ignoring  the  fact  that 
these  men  are  soldiers  of  the  United  States,  and  not  of  any  particu- 
lar State,  and  therefore  coming  directly  under  the  government  and 
disposition  of  the  Medical  Bureau,  which,  thanks  to  the  powers 
that  be,  has  now  a  directing  head  capable  to  govern. 

This Medical  Bureau  having  general  charge  of  all  the  hospitals, 
and  being  supposed  to  have  always  the  latest  and  best  information 
as  to  where  there  are  vacant  beds,  when  the  necessity  arises  to  dis- 
pose of  the  sick  and  wounded  where  they  can  be  properly  taken 
care  of,  dispatches  to  such  hospital  the  wounded  soldiers  under  its 
charge,  and  when  they  get  there,  sometimes  finds  that  in  conse- 
quence of  this  ridiculous  assumption  of  State  authority,  the  hos- 
pitals are  full,  and  the  sick  and  wounded  are  left  in  the  streets  un- 
til some  temporary  disposition  can  be  made  of  them.  This  was  re- 
cently the  case  in  Philadelphia,  when  the  Surgeon  General  of  the 
United  States,  having  been  informed  there  were  a  certain  number 
of  vacant  beds  in  one  of  the  hospitals  in  that  city,  ordered  thither 
a  sufficient  number  of  patients  to  fill  them,  and  when  the  poor  fel- 
lows arrived,  their  places  had  already  been  filled  by  a  number,  who 


were  very  officiously  brought  over  from  New  York,  by  a  Pennsyl- 
vania State  Agent,  because,  forsooth,  they  were  Pehnsylvanians. 

And  of  these  men,  some  of  the  New  York  Editors  who  knew  no 
better,  observed  that,  "they  were  ignorantly  sent  to  New  York, 
when  they  should  have  been  sent  to  Pennsylvania." 

The  Soldiers  in  this  war  are  United  States  Soldiers,  and  the  hos- 
pitals in  the  States  should  be  under  the  control  of  the  Government, 
or  in  the  event  of  a  great  necessity  arising  for  an  immediate  disposi- 
tion of  them  at  the  point  where  they  can  be  soonest  attended  to, 
we  will  see  that  half  of  them  will  be  deliberately  murdered  by  the 
over-zealous  attention  of  their  States,  and  die  like  dogs  before  they 
can  get  rest  for  their  wounded  and  wearied  bodies.  Now  is  the 
proper  time  to  settle  this  new  phase  of  States  Rights  doctrine,  and 
we  hope  Surgeon  General  Hammond,  as  soon  as  he  has  time,  will 
put  his  foot  down  upon  it,  and  crush  it  effectually. 

When  men  are  convalescent,  and  able  to  be  removed,  private 
hospitals  can  then,  if  they  think  proper,  aid  the  Government  by 
sending  for  such  patients,  and  thus  enable  it  to  act  with  careful  su- 
pervision for  those  who  may  be  in  immediate  necessity  of  good  at- 
tendance. Otherwise  we  will  find  over-crowded  hospitals  in  one 
place,  and  in  others  ample  accommodation  of  beds  and  medical  at- 
tendance without  patients. 

If  this  States  Rights  meddling  was  really  beneficial  to  the  Sol- 
diers it  would  be  a  matter  of  no  consequence  how  much  officious 
Governors  and  their  Surgeons  would  parade  themselves  in  the  news- 
papers, as  to  their  wonderful  energy  and  efficiency,  but  as  it  is  very 
evident  it  would  be  productive  of  much  discomfort,  if  not  absolute 
cruelty,  although  mercifully  meant,  we  again  say  some  general 
order  or  system  is  imperatively  necessary  to  stop  the  conflict  at 
once,  or  the  efficiency  of  both  will  be  impaired. 

This  is  a  serious  article  upon  a  very  serious  subject,  but  in  times 
like  these  it  is  necessary  that  Follv  should  occasionally  don  the  cap 
of  Wisdom,  particularly  when  Wisdom  is  nodding  at  its  Post,  or 
becomes  vain-glorious,  and  parades  itself  as  a  "  big  man,  Me," 
when,  like  the  Indian  in  the  western  story,  it  puts  on  its  military 
coat,  and  nothing  else,  and  so  makes  a  plentiful  display  of  naked- 
ness. 

We  have  said  the  Medical  Bureau  has  now  a  head,  so  has  Vanity 
Pair  :  so  Surgeon  General  Hammond  bring  your  expansive  brows 
into  close  contact  with  our  splendid,  intellectual  organization,  and 
forthwith  there  will  issue  a  special  edict  which  will  not  only  bring 
order  out  of  this  chaos,  but  in  addition  thereto  be  the  means  of 
saving  many  a  wounded  soldier  to  his  family  and  to  his  country. 
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IMPORTANT    MOVEMENTS. 


1EST-CLA.SS  circles 
in  Washington,  were 
disturbed  last  week, 
as  to  their  serenity, 
by  one  or  two  arrests 
the  importance  of 
which  cannot  be  over 
stated. 

The  Government  is  beginning  to  assert  itself. 
There  was  a   time  when  the  mental  nose  of  the  Government 
could  be  metaphysically  pulled,  with  impunity. 
That  degraded  epoch  has  skedaddled. 

It  is  no  longer  a  harmless  amusement,  in  the  District  of  Colum- 
bia at  least,  to  tread  on  Uncle  Samvil's  corns, 
Read,  pause,  and  reflect — 

The  Washington  gossips  were  today  furnished  with  a  fresh  subject  by  the 
arrest  of  three  ladies-vtwo  of  whom  were  the  wife  and  daughter  of  a  prominent 
officer  of  the  Senate — while  passing  the  old  Capitol  prison,  in  which  are  con- 
fined the  rebel  and  State  prisoners.  One  of  them  raised  her  handkerchief  to 
her  face,  and  passal  it  several  limes  with  rapidity  over  Iter  mouth.  This  movement 
was  observed  by  the  guard,  who  stopped  the  carriage  and  requested  the  ladies 
to  alight.  On  being  conducted  to  the  guard  room,  they  were  informed  that 
they  were  under  arrest  for  violating  a  public  order  prohibitory  of  any  waving 
of  handkerchiefs  or  making  any  other  sign  likely  to  be  interpreted  as  a  signal 
to  the  prisoners.  The  lady  stated  that  she  had  been  eating  oranges,  and  was 
merely  wiping  her  mouth. 

The  mother  and  daughter  were  released  on  a  promise  to  be  careful  not  to 
violate  the  rule  again.     [N.   Y.  World.] 

In  addition  to  the  above,  we  learn  that  an  elderly  and  seemingly 
feeble  gentleman  was  taken  into  custody  last  night  on  Pennsyl- 
vania Avenue,  for  having  dared  to  sneeze  audibly  in  front  of  a 
pepper  establisement,  near  Willard's.  This  pepper  establishment 
has  lately  been  supplying  the  army — hence  the  prisoner's  malig- 
naucy. 

We  hope  that  an  example  will  be  made  of  this  person. 


WHAT    EVERYBODY    SAYS. 


OPINIONS   OF   THE   UNDEBSIGNEP. 

I  propose  to  get  up  a  Club,  or  Society.  I  am  becoming  clamor- 
ous for  Reform.  Not  long  ago,  I  endeavored  to  point  out  the 
abuses  of  "  Baby-Talk,"  and  its  baleful  effect  upon  the  spoken 
language  of  to  day.  Now,  I  propose  to  institute  a  Society  for  the 
Suppression  of  things  that  Everybody  Says. 

The  English. . .  .or  better  yet,  the  American. . .  .language,  is  tol- 
erably rich  in  conversational  capabilities.  There  is  no  need  of  a 
pointer  rlog  to  find  plenty  of  good  expressions  which  will  wear  well, 
and  wash  too.  Why,  then,  should  Everybody,  under  a  certain 
given  set  of  circumstances,  use  precisely  the  same  phrases  ? 
Haven't  you  noticed  the  custom?  Havn't  you  secretly  wondered 
which  one  of  the  party  would  say  the  thing  that  is  always  said, 
and  waited  with  a  comic  anxiety  until  smne  luckless  fellow  jerked 
out  the  poor  thread-bare  banallie,  quite  to  your  relief,  and  a  good 
deal  to  your  disgust ! 

Of  course  you  have,  a  thousand  times  and  you  will  therefore 
hail  my  proposed  reform  with  delight. 


My  Society  shall  consist  of  an  indefinite  number  of  members. 
Literally,  the  More  the  Merrier,  for  nothing  kills  merriment  so 
dead  as  these  wretched  stereotypes  of  conversation.  Any  person 
old  enough  to  talk  shall  be  eligible,  and  there  is  no  necessity  for 
President,  Vice-Presidents,  Secretaries,  or  other  officers.  Simply, 
the  applicant  must  sign  a  pledge,  putting  himself  under  a  solemn 
vow  and  heavy  bonds,  never  to  employ,  in  conversation,  any  of  the 
phrases  that  everybody  employs  in  certain  circumstances. 

In  order  to  make  myself  quite  clear,  let  me  give  a  few  speci- 
mens of  the  kind  of  thing  that  everybody  says.  Let  me  suppose 
a  small  company  of  intimates  sitting  about  the  fire,  of  a  cold  even- 
ing. They  have  talked  much  together,  and  the  usual  topics  are 
tolerably  well  discussed.  There  is  little  to  be  said,  unless  some 
one  starts  a  bran-new  subject,  so  there  falls,  gently  and  impercep- 
tibly, a  pleasant  silence  over  the  party.  It  lasts  a  minute. . .  .two 
minutes. ..  .three,  perhaps,  when  one,  having  lost  the  thread  of 
his  individual  thoughts,  glances  up,  and  sees  another  looking  wari- 
ly around  from  face  to  face.  Instantly,  it  flashes  upon  both,  and 
each  waits  for  the  other  to  spring  upon  him  the  dreaded  exclama- 
tion which  must  come.  Both  know  it  and  feel  it,  but  both  refrain, 
till  little  Smitheks,  over  in  an  obscure  corner,  also  looking  up  and 
noticing  the  profound  quiet,  shocks  and  relieves  them  at  a  blow,  by 
blurting  out : 

"  Quaker  Meeting  !" 

The  suspense  is  over  ;  the  banal  thing  is  said  ;  but  all  feel  a  se- 
cret contempt  for  Smithers. 

Sometimes  the  stupendous  and  original  joke  is  varied.  Smith- 
ers, having  wearied  of  "  Quaker  Meeting,''  may  change  to  "  Don't 
all  speak  at  Once  !"  as  a  newer  thing  in  stereotypes,  or  he  may 
say,  "  Awful  Pause,''  in  dim  allusion  to  a  fine  antique  jest  there- 
anent.  But  neither  of  these  have  ever  attained  the  degree  of  pop- 
ular sterility  that  hangs  about  the  first. 

Another  specimen  is  ingenious  as  a  reply  to  one  who  wishes  to 
know  where  or  how  you  have  learned  some  secret  or  bit  of 
scandal.  "  How  did  you  find  that  out  ?"  asks  the  querist,  in  per- 
fect good  faith,  but  his  heart  sinks  and  his  stomach  sickens  when  he 
sees  the  unmeaning  smile  that  irradiates  your  fine  features  as  a 
certain-sure  fore-runner  of  the  reply. 
"A  Little  Bird  Told  Me!" 

What  could  be  nicer  than  that  .  .   .  for  an  emetic  ? 
Has  any  accident  happened  ?     Is  anything  broken,  or  destroyed, 
and  a  question  arises  as  to  the  author  of  the  mischief?  I'll  bet  a  hun- 
dred to  one,  that  out  of  ten  people,  at  least  two  will  say  sneeriugly. 
"0,  yes  ;  I  suppose  The  Cat  Did  It !" 

These  painful  texts  may  have  been  funny,  once.  I  hope  they 
were.  But  age  does  not  improve  cheap  things.  Some  glorious 
quotations  sound  better  and  better  as  they  grow  ripe  and  mellow, 
and  develop  new  beauties  by  familiarity.  But  the  common  wear 
and  woof  of  talk  will  not  bear  much  service. 
It  is  only  cloth  of  gold  that  is  never  thread-bare. 
Now  my  Society  will  change  all  this.  It  will  weed  out  these 
stale  and  fungous  sayings,  so  that  you  can  not  inevitably  foresee 
what  will  be  said  next.  Meeting  its  members  will  be  delightful, 
for  if  they  say  nothing  else,  they  will  say  nothing  that  Everybody 
says.  Among  them,  you  may  search  for  a  lost  object  without 
being  told,  "  You  Must  Have  Swallowed  It  ?"  You  can  ask  one  of 
them  for  a  cigar,  or  a  diamond  ring,  without  being  asked  in  re- 
turn, "  Will  You  Take  It  Now,  or  Wait  Till  You  Can  Get  It?' 
You  will  never  see  one  take  out  his  pipe  and  light  it  for  the  sake  of 
that  charming  little  dialogue  that  we  have  all  shuddered  at  so 
often  and  often. 

A. — "Is  smoking  disagreeable  to  you  ?'' 
B. — ( Who,  knowing  the  reply,  dare  not  avoid  it),  "  Yes." 
A. — {Triumphantly)  It  Is  to  Some  Folks  !" 

In  a  word,  the  members  of  the  Society  for  the  suppression  of 
Things  that  Everybody  Says,  will  be  as  decent  in  their  respect  for 
the  repose  of  superannuated  mots,  as  they  are  in  other  matters.  If 
one  is  asked  to  drink,  his  sentiment  will  be  something  fresher 
than  "  Well,  Here's  My  Respects."  If  you  say,  at  table,  "'  What, 
don't  you  like  radishes  ?''  he  will  reply  in  other  words  than,  "  Yes, 
But  They  Don't  Like  Me  !"  He  can  hear  you  speak  of  your  dis- 
like to  liquor,  and  still  refrain  from  telling  you  he  has  observed 
that  "  You  Always  Seem  to  Want  to  Put  It  Out  of  Sight  !"  and 
you  can  lose  or  mislay  your  cane,  your  hat,  your  spectacles,  or 
what  you  will,  without  fear  of  his  expressing  a  belief  that  "  You 
Will  Lose  Your  Head,  Next !" 

It  seems  strange  that  a  tolerably  ingenious  and  exceedingly  orig- 
inal people  should  go  over  and  over  ad  nauseam  with  these  little 
inconsiderable  foimulo;,  and  it  is  time  that  a  new  stock  were 
brought  out.  Suppose  we  should  use  our  clothes  as  sturdily  and 
constantly  as  our  phrases. . .  .what  a  shocking  set  of  rag-tag  scare- 
crows we  should  become  !  Yet,  that  our  conversational  status  is 
just  as  ragged  and  forlorn,  is  among  the  firmest  of  the  Opinions  of 
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Meditation  over  a  Mug  of  Beer. 

There  is  a  compensation  attached  to  every- 
thing, for  the  purpose  of  relieving  the  mo- 
notony contingent  to  everything  else. 

Thus-,  when  perambulating  in  the  pasture 
lands,  a  flock  of  crows  reminds  us  of  the 
sweet  Caw  Cusses  of  our  pure  city  politi- 
cians ;  while  equally  charmed  are  we  in  the 
steep  fastnesses  of  our  metropolitan  lodgings, 
when,  as  matutinal  Chanticleer  proclaims 
the  dawn,  vernal  associations  of  the  First 
Early  Crow  Cuss  entrance  our  spirit. 


Old  Lady. — "  Walk  in  and  examine,  eh  !   into  a  machine  like  that  at  my 

TIME  OF  LIFE  !" 


"And  the  Hunter  Blows  his  Horn." 

It  is  understood  that  General  Beaure- 
gard, struck  by  the  brilliancy  of  General 
Hunter's  example,  is  about  to  issue  a  Pro- 
clamation setting  free  and  emancipating 
"  forever"  from  further  servitude,  all  the 
horses,  oxen,  mules,  and  other  domestic  ani- 
mals in  Massachusetts,  Connecticut  and  Ver- 
mont. His  plea,  it  is  said,  will  be  that  the 
spread  of  Abolition  is  "  incompatible"  with 
the  servitude  of  jackasses. 

A  Bounce  from  a  Pen. 

A  paragraphist  treats  us  to  a  description 
of  a  three-legged  calf,  which,  says  he,  "  is 
lively,  and  jumped  four  feet  out  of  the  pen." 

Out  of  which  pen,  sir  ? — out  of  the  one  you 
penned  the  paragraph  with  ? 

A  Dry-good  Idea. 

The  flags  at  Barnum's  Museum  during  the 
present  week  are  to  consist  entirely  of  Baby 
Bunting. 


Pons  Asinorum. 
Bottom's  Bridge. 


ETHAN    SPIKE    ON    THE    MERBIMAC. 

Hornby,  June  28th,  1862. 

Wot  is  it  abeout  that  ere  buttin  consarn — the  Merrymuck  ? 
Some  say  she's  no  longer  non-est — hes  bust  her  biler  or  kerlapsed 
her  _  ingine,  an  hes  gone  daown  to  the  subteranean  depths  of  the 
hevin  billows— wich  is  likewise  tempestooous  raound  abeout. 
Others— that  she's  with  Gineral  Fremaunt  at  Mernassus  or  Pike's 
Peak  ;  but  up  here  we  moust  ginerally  think  she's  run  the  block- 
hed— through  the  gut  of  Kansas — an  is  naow  on  a  rampage  daown 
East. 

Knowin  the  importance  of  Hornby  to  the  Union,  its  people  na- 
terally  feel  anxious  that  it  should  be  properly  defended  ;  not  that 
they  keer  a  cuss  abeout  theirselves — but  oilers  actooated  by  that 
sublime  patriotism  which wich  is  kalkerlated  to  do  the  great- 
est good  to  them  as  practices  it. 

And  knowin  the  inemy  would  strike  at  Hornby  first,  I  was  sent 
to  Orgusty  as  a  committee  of  the  hull  on  coastwise  defences  or  of- 
fences if  we  needed  em. 

I  faound  the  Guverner  to  hum — an  a  mighty  perlite,  peirt  little 
body  he  is  tew. 

"  Haow  dew  you  dew  ?"  says  the  Guverner,  says  he,  "  Mr.  Spike," 
says  he,  ■*  Ise  heern  tell  of  you — but  never  before  did  my  mortial 
wisuals  rest  on  your  improvin  countinents.  Etsgood  for  soar  eyeu, 
polly-femus  in  the  nose  and  gitter  in  the  hed,  to  look  at  yer,"  says  he. 

I  told  him  that  I'd  oilers  bin  accaounted  good  for  them  deceas- 
es, likewise  pretty  sartin  in  the  mumps,  an  death  on  fitz  an  rebel- 
ious  fevers.     An  then  says  I  "  Guverner — how  dew  you  dew  ?" 

"  Pretty  well,  I  thank  you?"  says  he,  "  exceptiu  a  bad  cold,  wich 
hes  settled  on  the  borax,  but  ef  the  braown  creeters  or  convales- 
cence don't  set  in  I  don't  keer.    Otherways,  I'm  so'sto  be  crawlin." 

Then  we  didn't  boath  of  us  say  nothin'  more  for  some  time. 
The  guvernur  picked  his  teeth,  an  I  got  aout  my  knife  an  under- 
tuk  to  whittle  the  cheer,but  the  fust  lick  I  broke  the  blade  agin  a  nail. 

I  fairly  squalled — I  was  so  mad. 

"  Blast  your  od  rotted  nails  to  eteernal  blastnation  !"  says  I. 

The  Guverner  laughed. 

"  Hev  to  put  nails  in  all  the  tables  an  cheers,"  says  he,  "  else- 
wise  I  should  hev  to  get  a  new  set  every  month.  Two  sets— at 
least  would  be  whittled  up  every  time  the  gineral  court  sot." 

I  was  riled,  an  well  I  mought — 'twas  a  ripper,  that  blade — arter 


honin  it  on  a  brick,  I  could  split  a  hair — crossways — without 
bearin  on  much.  For  a  minit  I  looked  starn — but  when  I  reflected 
that  I  could  charge  it  to  the  taown  in  my  bill  of  expenses,  I  mol- 
lyfied — I  aout  laughed  the  Guverner.  "No  consequence,"  says  I, 
"  the  old  knife  want  wuth  a  speckled  cuss — Ise  glad  you  hed  nails 
in  the  cheer,"  says  I 

An  then  we  shook  hands  agin. 

Arter  another  long  paws  of  interegnum.  The  Guvener  looked 
at  me  kinder  sly,  an  says,  says  he, 

"  Mr.  Spike,  you,  wanted  to  see  me  for  suthin?" 

"  Haow  do  you  know  that  ?"  says  I. 

"  Come,  come,"  says  he,  slappin'  me  on  the  shoulder  an  lau^hin' 
"  Ise  heern  of  you,  your  cluss,  a  parfect  daown  East  metter  Nick 
an  tallerrand,  says  he,  "but  aout  with  it,  old  boy." 

"  Wal,"  said  I,  "  air  you  aweer  of  the  importance  of  Hornby  to 
the  perpetooation  of  the  perlaydiums  of  the  Union  ?" 

"  Mr.  Spike,  I  are." 

"Wal  then,  here's  a  nutshell — Portland,  Saouth  Barwick  Junction, 
Kennebunk,  Jialdwin  and  Blackstrop  hev  all  bin  forty  tied.  We 
air  modest,  we  don't  expect  to  go  as  high  as  forty  or  even  thirty, 
but  we  do  think  we  orter  be  fled  some,  ef  'taent  more'n  fifteen. 
Give  us  a  few  Bombastic  flotillers,  a  dozen  or  tew  each  Combum- 
bards,  Dan'l  Green  Parrotts  an  Winfield  rifles,  a  lot  of  procrasti- 
nation caps,  a  basket  full  of  comical  shells,  with  steel  pints,  a  few 
rewolvin  turrens  to  fix  onto  canawl  boats,  several  or  more  ef  you 
have  'em  to  spare,  iron  clad  monsters,  ten  berrils  Medford  rum, 
one  ditto  flaouer,  about  4000,00000 " 

"  There,  there,  hold  on  Mr.  Spike,"  inteiupted  the  guverener. 
"  You  hev  named  armaments  enough  for  the  rock  of  Jibbernaen- 
osy.     What  on  airth  do  you  want  it  for  ? 

lsril  Washbun,"  says  I,  "  the  Merrimuck  is  abroad  ?"  says  I. 

"  Po"  says  he,  "  that  critter  was  blowed  up  three  weeks  ago." 

Says  I,  "lsril,  it  haint  so,  it's  a  federal  lie,  that  briny  behemouth 
of  the  deep  is  naow  on  aour  coast." 

"  Wal,  sposin'  she  is — haow  is  she  going  to  get  to  Hornby  ?" 

"  By  the  canawl,"  says  I 

"  But  haow  kin  she  get  through  the  locks  ? 

"  lsril,"  says  I,  "  she'll  pick  em  !" 

"  God  bless  my  soul  !"  says  he  "  I  never  thought  of  that,  I'll 
call  a  caounsel  meetin'  to  night."  Ethan  Spike. 
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A   QUARTER   OF    TWELVE. 


BY    LE    GENTILHOMME    BLASE. 


CHAPTER  VII. 


UNION    SENTIMENT   DEVELOPING?. 

If  some  modern  Burton  would  supply  the  world  with  an  Anat- 
omy of  Patriotism,  mon  ami,  I  am  inclined  to  believe  that  his  first 
discovery  in  the  process  of  dissection  would  he,  that  the  modern 
quality  of  that  name  is  essentially  lacking  in  the  anatomical  com- 
posite of  back-bone.  Ordinary  patriotism  in  practice,  as  far  as  I 
have  been  able  to  observe  it,  is  equivalent,  in  general  aspects  and 
result,  to  an  irresistable  force  in  contact  with  an  immovable  body, 
those  who  are  chiefly  carried  away  with  it  metaphorically  being  the 
last  to  yield  to  its  impulsion  personally.  In  short,  the  quality  ap- 
pears to  be  a  sentiment  rather  than  a  motive  in  its  character,  and 
moves  us  to  inspire  others  rather  oftener  than  it  inspires  us  to 
move  ourselves. 

Mr.  Victor  E.  Ordeth  was  a  patriot  in  the  conventional  sense 
of  the  term,  and  when  the  Southern  heart  was  first  fired  he  took  a 
very  large  ember  to  his  own  bosom.  None  could  be  more  ready  to 
repudiate  all  their  northern  debts  than  was  Mr.  Ordeth  to  repu- 
diate his,  and  his  deadly  hatred  of  the  Abolitionist  was  only  equal- 
ed by  that  of  a  New  England  man  owning  a  colored  drayman,  and 
living  next  door  to  him.  "  We  will  raise  a  million  of  soldiers  if 
need  be,"  said  this  chivalrous  Virginian  at  a  public  meeting  in 
Richmond,  "  and  sacrifice  our  last  crust."  After  which  he  went 
comfoitably  home  and  growled  very  much  at  the  dampness  of  his 
slippers  and  the  barely  preceptible  chill  in  his  buttered  toast. 
Great  admiration  was  evoked  on  all  sides  by  this  spirited  conduct, 
and  when  he  finally  donated  one  hundred  dollars  of  his  creditors' 
money  to  the  Volunteer  fund,  there  was  some  talk  of  making  him 
a  brigadier  ;  but  it  happened  to  leak  out  that  he  knew  something 
of  military  business  from  early  6tudy,  and,  of  course,  that  project 
had  to  be  given  up.  A  brigadier  with  military  capability  would  be 
an  anomaly  indeed ! 

And  so,  this  self-sacrificing  gentleman  meekly  wore  his  honors  in 
private  life,  his  patriotism  deepening  and  intensifying  until  it  at- 
tained the  pitch  of  verbal  perfection  demonstrated  in  the  first 
chapter  of  this  veracious  narrative.  Suddenly,  however,  this  pa- 
triotism suffered  what  its  possessor's  pocket  did  not — a  "sea 
change  ;"  the  Confiscation  Act  passed  by  the  Congress  of  the 
United  States  induced  Mr.  Ordeth  to  consider  seriously  what 
might  possibly  happen  to  a  certain  little  property  of  his  near  Dan- 
ville, in  the  event  of  certain  Union  achievements  ;  and  the  news 
of  McClellan's  advance  to  within  five  miles  of  Richmond,  did  not 
tend  to  increase  the  patriotic  fervor  of  this  chivalric  Virginian. 

It  was  on  the  second  morning  after  the  summary  incarceration 
of  Mr.  Bob  Peters,  that  Mr.  Ordeth  peremptorily  called  for  his 
newspaper,  and,  having  elevated  his  feet  upon  the  window  sill,  pro- 
ceeded to  read  the  more  humorous  articles  of  the  journal  in  ques- 
tion, which  were  chiefly  devoted  to  the  discussion  of  divers  excel- 
lent plans  for  invading  the  North  in  one  column,  and  burning 
Richmond  in  the  next.  The  only  other  person  in  the  apartment  at 
the  time  was  Mrs.  Ordeth,  who  turned  very  pale  when  her  lord 
took  up  his  paper,  and  watched  him  as  he  read,  with  considerable 
agitation.  She  was  evidently  expecting  an  explosion,  and  it 
came. 

Having  perused  with  mitigated  satisfaction  a  leader  on  the  su- 
blime nobility  of  soul  evidenced  by  the  people  who  destroyed  their 
city  at  the  approach  of  the  enemy,  Mr.  Ordeth  turned  to  the  Local 
Department  of  the  reduced  sheet  before  him,  and  was  electrified  at 
the  discovery  therein  of  a  full  and  accurate  account  of  the  arrest 
of  "  one  Robert  Peters,  supposed  to  be  a  Yankee  spy,  who  is  said 
to  have  found  refuge  for  some  time  past  in  the  house  of  a  well- 
known  citizen,  and  who  was  seized  at  the  instigation  of  a  devoted 
Daughter  of  the  South,  who,  by  a  pardonable  device,  lured  him 
from  his  hiding  place  for  the  purpose.  But  for  the  disordered  state 
of  things  just  now,  the  citizen  said  to  have  harbored  this  fellow 
would  be  called  to  account  for  his  equivocal  concern  in  the  mat- 
ter." 

The  paper  dropped  from  the  hands  of  Mr.  Ohdeth,  and  he  stared 
at  his  wife  in  utter  bewilderment. 

"  Don't  be  angry  with  us,  Victor  !"  exclaimed  that  lady,  trem- 
blingly ;  for  she  had  seen  the  paper  and  anticipated  what  was 
coming.  "  Libby  hid  poor  Bob  away  because  she  didn't  want  to 
see  one  of  our  own  relations  taken  and  hung,  and  when  she  told 
me  of  it  I  didn't  dare  tell  you." 


"  And  do  you  mean  to  tell  me  that  it  was  in  my  house  he  was 
secreted  ?"  asked  the  Virginian,  tragically. 

"  Yes,  my  dear,  up-stairs,  you  know." 

This  unexampled  revelation  might  have  produced  a  scene,  had 
not  the  door  been  opened  at  the  moment  by  Jocko,  who  uncere- 
moniously entered  with  a  folded  paper  in  his  hand. 

"  Dis  wus  brung  for  you,  Mars' r,  by  de  angel  ob  de —  I  mean  by 
de  gemman  wid  gold  on  he  shoulder." 

The  master  hastily  snatched  the  paper  from  the  dutiful  black, 
waved  him  magisterially  from  the  presence,  and  found  himself 
ordered  to  report  on  the  following  morning  for  military  duty  at  the 
headquarters  of  the  military  commandant,  Richmond.  A  new 
draft  was  ordered  ! 

Passing  the  paper  to  his  wife,  without  a  word  of  comment,  Mr. 
Ordeth  commenced  to  pace  the  room  with  long  and  rapid  strides. 
Finally,  he  stopped  short  before  his  lady's  chair  : — 

"I  am  beginning  to  think,"  said  he,  coolly,  "  that  the  Union  is 
best  for  the  South,  after  all." 

"  Yes,  my  dear." 

"  And  we  must  be  off  for  Danville  this  very  afternoon.'' 

"Oh!" 

A  pause,  and  then — 

"  1  was  hasty  about  Bob.  My  friend,  General  Evans,  has  just 
come  in  from  Leesburg.  I  must  explain  this  matter  to  him  and 
get  Bob  discharged  ;  for  Bob  may  be  of  great  service  to  us,  my 
dear,  when  the  Yankees  take  possession." 

Mrs.  Ordeth  understood  her  husband  well  enough  to  appreciate 
this  remarkable  change  in  his  sentiments,  and  refrained  from  ex- 
hibiting any  astonishment  at  this  speech.     She  only  answered  : 

"  You  know  best,  Victor." 

The  head  of  the  house  received  this  judicious  reply  in  full  pay- 
ment of  all  demands  on  his  wife's  attention,  and  immediately 
went  forth  to  put  his  designs  into  execution — as  fine  a  specimen 
of  the  Southern  Union  man  as  ever  welcomed  the  advent  of  the 
loyal  army  with  enthusiasm,  and  immediately  presented  a  bill  for 
damages  sustained  in  the  cause  of  Freedom  ! 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

HO!      FOR      DANVILLE. 

Seated  upon  the  lounge  where  he  so  often  had  rested,  with  her 
elbows  resting  upon  the  table  on  which  his  arms  had  so  frequently 
reposed,  sat  the  afflicted  Libby.  She  had  heard  her  paternal  leave 
the  house  an  hour  before,  and  she  had  just  heard  the  sound  of  his 
boots  in  the  hall  below  as  he  returned  ;  but  she  felt  no  desire  to 
learn  the  reason  thereof.  Like  her  mother,  she  had  seen  the  ac- 
count of  Mr.  Peters's  arrest  in  the  morning  paper,  and  her  bewild- 
erment at  the  statement  respecting  the  device  used  to  entrap  that 
persecuted  youth  by  a  Daughter  of  the  South,  was  only  equalled  by 
her  grief  at  the  unfortunate  present  predicament  of  her  lover. 
So  absorbed  was  she  in  her  sorrows  that  she  heard  not  the  opening 
of  the  parlor  door  below  her,  nor  the  sound  of  footsteps  on  the 
stairs ; — 

"  Miss  Ordeth  !" 

"Was  it  a  dream  ?  The  beautiful  mourner  turned  quickly  in  the 
direction  of  the  sound,  and  beheld  the  bodily  presentment  of  Mr. 
Bob  Peters,  who  stood  near  the  door  with  his  shocking-bad  hat 
between  his  hands  and  an  expression  of  stern  reproach  upon  his 
countenance. 

"Bob! — you  here?"  exclaimed  the  maiden,  starting  from  her 
seat  with  a  little  shriek. 

"  Mr.  Peters,  if  you  please,  Madame,"  said  the  late  captive,  with 
much  dignity.  ''Owing  to  a  great  spread  of  Union  sentiment  in 
the  bosom  of  your  paternal  relative,  aud  his  consequent  representa- 
tion in  my  behalf,  I  am  here,  to  blast  you  with  the  sight  of  the 
innocence  you  have  betrayed  !  I  slipped  up  here  to  confront  you, 
Madame,"  observed  Mr.  Peters,  with  some  ease  of  manner,  "  while 
the  old  ones  were  packing  the  silver-plated  spoons  preparatory  to 
a  combined  movement  on  the  peaceful  hamlet  of  Danville." 

"  What  do  you  mean,  you  ridiculous  thing?"  asked  Libby, 
scarcely  believing  her  own  ears. 

"  That  we  must  part,"  returned  Mr.  Peters,  calmly  straighten- 
ing an  angle  in  the  rim  of  his  hat.  "  You  named  an  hour  for  my 
nocturnal  escape— quarter-past  Twelve.  I  fled  the  Residence  at  that 
unseemly  hour,  though  another  uiaiden  had  previously  invited  me 
to  liberty  and  the  pursuit  of  happiness.  I  went,  and  walked 
straight  into  the  arms  of  the  unsleeping  Southern  Confederacy, 
who  was  inebriated  at  the  time,  and  conducted  me  to  the  penal 
poik-packing  establishment.  Enough  !  we  part.  I  go  to  Dan- 
ville with  you,  but  only  as  an  ordinary  acquaintance  of  chilling 
reserve." 

"  Why  Bob,  what  can  you  mean?''  ejaculated  Libby,  to  whom 
this  remarkable  speech  was  not  particularly  lucid  ;  "It  was  not 
my  fault  that  you   were  taken.     If  you  had  gone  at  quarter-past 
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On  the  right  Track. 

The  Mobile  News,  of  the  10th  inst.,  an 
nounced  that  "  the  Confederates  do  not  in- 
tend to  be  whipped  at  Corinth,  either  by 
arms  or  stratagem."  It  was  for  that  reason 
we  presume,  that  they  ran  away.  And  no 
doubt  they  took  the  direction  of  that  classi- 
cal locality  where  good  intentions  are  said  to 
be  used  for  pavement. 


A  Voice  from  the  First  Ditch. 

Nautical  men  are  proverbially  slow  of 
comprehension.  It  is  only  just  now  that 
they  are  beginning  to  acknowledge  the  utility 
of  Plates,  whereas  military  leaders  have  de- 
pended much  upon  their  Trenchers  from 
time  out  of  mind. 


THERMOMETER— 90  IN  THE  SHADE. 
Fragile  Youth. — "  Ha  !  mint  julep  ! — quick  !  quick  ! — i  die  ?" 
Fiendish  Bar-Keeper.  — "  How  will  you  have  it,  sir — HOT  ?"'  ( !  !) 


Retail  Rascality- 

We  notice  that  poor  John  Bottles,  of 
Amity  street,  has  been  arrested  for  vending 
the  vinous,  sans  license.  Under  the  present 
arrangements,  anybody  can  sell  the  seduc- 
tive fluid  by  the  gallon,  while  a  sale  by 
Bottles  is  fiat  felony. 


Twelve,    as  I  told  you  to,   all  would  have  been  well.     Oh,    Bob, 
when   Jocko  told  me  next  morning  that  he  had  waited  for  you  a 
whole  hour  in  the  hall  in  vain,  and  when  Ma  and  I  found  that  you 
had  really  gone  at  the  wrong  time,  I  sat  right  down  and  cried  my 
eyes  out.'' 

"The  wrong  time !"  exclaimed  Mr.  Peters,  striding  suddenly 
towards  the  mirror.  "Impossible!  Observe  this  repeater  of 
mine,  which  is  a  reliable  time-piece.  On  the  night  in  question, 
this  repeater  was  plainly  before  me,  hanging  on  this  gas  bracket, 
upon  this  looking-glass."  Here  Mr.  Peters  illustrated  his  asser- 
tion by  suspending  his  watch  from  the  bracket,  under  which  it 
spun  feebly  for  a  moment  ;  "  at  the  very  instant  of  my  waking 
from  a  temporary  slumber,  I  caught  sight  of  this  same  repeater 
in  the  glass,  aud — why  !  —what's  this  V 

In  a  moment  every  vestige  of  resentment  had  faded  from  the 
features  of  Mr.  Bob  Peters,  and  he  stood  staring  at  the  reflection 
of  his  repeater  in  the  mirror  with  the  look  of  a  man  in  the  last 
stage  of  wonder. 

Libby,  timidly  drew  near  and  placed  a  hand  on  his  arm  ; 

"  What's  the  matter,  dear  ?" 

"  What  time  is  it  now  by  the  repeater  ? '  asked  Mr.  Peters  ex- 
citedly, but  without  moving  his  eyes. 

"  Why,  it's  ten  minutes  past  Ten,"  replied  Libby,  glancing  at 
the  face  of  the  watch  as  it  appeared  in  the  glass,  and  wondering 
what  would  come  next. 

"Look  again  !  !"  thundered  Mr.  Peters. 

"Why,"  said  Libby,  half- frightened,  "it's  ten  minutes  pastTen." 

Mr.  Bob  Peters  deliberately  took  down  his  watch  and  pointed 
convulsively  at  its  face  with  one  finger.  The  time  indicated  was 
ten  minutes  of  Ten  ! 

Mr.  Peters'  first  act  was  to  clasp  the  maiden  to  his  bosom  and  ki?s 
her  unceremoniously.  Then,  releasing  her,  he  took  two  steps  in  a 
popular  break-down  and  burst  into  a  stentorian  peal  of  laughter. 

"  I  shall  have  to  call  Pa,"  said  poor  Libby. 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it  !"  shouted  Bob,  ceasing  his  Terpsichoreanism 
for  a  moment  ;  "  Don't  you  see  the  joke  ?  It's  all  in  the  looking- 
glass,  my  pet.  When  I  thought  It  was  a  quarter  past  Twelve  and 
tied  the  residence,  it  was  really  a  quarter  of  Twelve — don't  you 
see  ?     The  looking-glass  reversed  the  hands  on  the  watch  !" 

And  so  it  was,  mon  ami.  Hold  your  own  time-piece  with  its 
face  to  a  mirror  and  you  will  pardon  my  hero  his  mistake,  as  Libby 
Ordeth  then  and  there  did.  The  youthful  pair  remained  in  that 
room,  entering  into  explanations  and  talking  easily  together,  for 
some  time,  and  at  last  went  down  stairs,  arm-in-arm,  most  loving- 
ly, to  the  parlor. 

That  afternoon,  the  whole  party  started  for  Danvillo,  intending 
to  remain  there  until  Gen.  McClellan's  occupation  of  Richmond 
should  enable  Bob  Peters  to  make  such  representations  to  that 
General  in  behalf  of  his  prospective  father-in-law's  Unionism,  as 
would  secure  said  excellent  patriot  in  the  possession  of  his  right- 
ful property. 

What  more  need  be  said  ?  My  story  is  told,  and  if  the  reader 
it  but  half  as  glad  as  myself  to  be  through  with  it,  that  reader  is 
a  singularly  happy  individual. 


JONATHAN'S     GENERAL.    VIEW. 
Wenever  smart  Perfesser  Lowe 
Is  up  as  high  as  he  can  go, 
I  top  him  so,  without  his  gas, 
He  couldn,t  find  me  with  a  glass. 

Wen  he's  above  his  little  view — 
Put  to  it,  some,  to  see  it,  teoo — 
I  see  the  Country,  clear  an'  bright 
An'  furrin  shores  aint  abut  o'  sight. 

W'en  the  sun  comes  up  says  I, — 
"  Jon'than,  look  for  Victory  ! 
Deo  you  see  the  light  increase  ? 
Kin  yeb'u  see  the  Sun  o'  Peace  ?" 

There's  ab'ur  armies  great  an'  strong, 
Movin'  giner'ly  right  along — ■ 
Like  streams  that  wash  the  dams  awa3T, 
Detarmined  on't  to  reach  the  bay. 

An'  dirty  folks — not  all  of  'em  male, 
Refuse  to  wash,  but  stand  an'  rail. 
It's  all  the  same  to  the  wotter,  though, 
It's  way  is  plain  ;  it's  bab'und  to  go. 

An'  w'en  the  sun  goes  dab  ,vn  I  say, 

"  Jon'than,  nabw  look  t'other  way  : 

W'ich  d'ye  think  's  the  smartest  one, 

That,  or  the  great  Secession  sun  ?" 

The  Rebel  sun  don't  seem  to  shine 

As  usooal :  but  it's  mighty  fine  : 

Fust  it  burnt  green  :  then  red  ye  know  ; 

An'  nabw  it's  as  bleue  as  indigo. 

Habw  big  the  ginywine  sun  looks,  nabw, 

A-settin'  on  that  mabuntains  brab'sv  ! 

Square  in  its  face,  see  Rebels  run 

That  duuno  w'y  they  hold  a  gun  ! 

Sight  hungry,  tebo,  they  seem  to  be: 

A  pooty  techin'  sight  to  see  ! 

The  poor  fools  can't  see  w'ere  they  go, 

This  Burnin'  Cotton  blinds  'em  so. 

An'  here's  a  circle  o'  the  braves 

What's  turned  this  w'ite  trash  into  slaves  : 

They're  hatchin'  up  some  fust-class  sin, 

To  fire  the  Southern  heart  ag'in. 

Weak,  sick,  an'  starvin'  folks  crawl  rabund, 

Some  with  no  lodgin'  but  the  grabund: 

Most  folks  set  readin'  a  book,  all  black, 

With  "  RUIN"  printed  on  the  back. 

An'  lots  o'  faces,  thin  an  w'ite, 

Look,  'crost  the  waters,  on  the  sight  : 

But  nabw  the  Cotton-smoke  hides  ohe  sun, 

An'  chokes  them  sufferers,  one  by  one. 
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THE  BABY  BAZAAR. 

ARDLY  HAD  the 
baying  of  deep- 
mouthed  blood- 
hounds ceased  to 
astonishthe  snakes 
at  Barnu.m's,  when 
those  sluggish  rep- 
tiles were  aroused 
into  an  unwont- 
ed condition  of 
wakefulness  by 
the  mewling  of 
the  innumerable 
small  specimens 
of  humanity  con- 
tributed to  the 
Great  Speculator's 
P>aby  Show.  Ad- 
ditional bars  had 
been  affixed  to 
1he  cage  contain- 
ing Sampson,  the 
Grizzly  Bear,  aud 
all  the  water  except  about  a  pint  drained  oft' the  tank  of  the  White 
Whale,  to  prevent  that  cetaceous  monster  from  leaping  out  of  the 
water  and  finning  up  styirs  to  lunch  on  baby.  Commodore  Nutt 
had  a  2001b.  round  shot  attached  to  his  left  leg  with  a  chain  cable, 
in  order  that  the  natural  ferocity  of  his  disposition  with  regard  to 
small  folks  might  be  kept  in  check  ;  and,  in  addition  to  these 
precautions,  several  stout  policemen  were  stationed  about  the  halls 
to  restrain  the  Baby,  who  is  Father  of  the  Man,  from  pummelling 
that  individual  into  chowder,  should  he  be  rash  enough  to  make 
his  appearance  at  the  Show. 

The  Man  did  make  his  appearance  at  the  Show — and  a  pretty 
appearance  he  made  of  it.  Paterfamilias  does  not  shiue  in  the 
nurseiy,  within  the  sacred  precincts  of  which  he  shuffles  with  a 
subdued  air,  amenable  to  the  objurgations  of  the  dry  nurse,  and  a 
target  for  the  vituperations  of  the  wet.  He  has  no  more  property 
in  his  own  baby  than  a  Plymouth  Church  pew-holder  has  in  the 
pulpit  from  which  his  pastor  percusses  the  scintillations  of  his 
teeming  wit.  Every  female  domestic  in  the  family  of  Paterfami- 
lias is  down  upon  him  from  the  moment  Baby  makes  his  appear- 
ance in  this  ravine  of  woe.  Should  Paterfamilias  take  refuge  in 
the  kitchen,  Cookey  avails  herself  of  the  circumstance,  and  at- 
taches a  saturated  dish-cloth  to  the  lower  extremity  of  his  vertebral 
column.  Should  he  seek  repose  upon  the  hall  floor,  pillowing  his 
weary  head  upon  the  lowermost  step  of  the  staircase,  Housemaid 
makes  his  prostrate  form  a  receptacle  for  eweeping  sarcasms,  con- 
vincing him  practically  of  dui  t  to  dust.  There  is  no  corner  of  the 
house,  from  cellar  to  garret,  in  which  he  can  assert  any  amount  of 
dignity  larger  than  that  accorded  to  the  infamous  Croton  bug. 
Once  Baby  assumes  possession  of  the  house,  there  is  but  one  thing 
left  for  Paterfamilias  to  do,  taking  to  drink  excepted.  He  can  put 
on  a  cage-skirt  instead  of  pantaloons,  and,  attiring  himself  in  the 
washerwoman  style  of  bonnet  and  shawl,  may  thus  go  through  life 
quite  happily  as  an  old  woman,  getting  an  occasional  pinch  at 
Baby,  until  the  next  baby  comes,  when  he  must,  of  course,  begin 
the  pleasing  routine  again.  Thus,  allowing  a  succession  of,  say 
twelve  babies  in  fifteen  years,  Paterfamilias  must,  from  long  prac- 
tice, become  a  very  respectable  old  woman  at  last,  which  is  a  very 
good  thing  to  be  and  can  generally  get  employment  at  from  twelve 
to  fifteen  shillings  a  week  with  tea. 

Owing  to  the  above  observations  upon  real  life,  as  imparted  to 
us  in  a  husky  manner  by  Paterfamilias  himself,  we  borrowed  our 
corner-grocer's  wife's  third-best  wardrobe,  accoutred  in  which  we 
swept  gracefully  down  Broadway,  and  rounded  to  at  Barnum's. 

The  very  first  thing  that  struck  us  on  entering  the  building  was  the 
fine  feeling  for  contrast  displayed  by  the  Great  Showman,  who  had 
so  arranged  that  the  One  Pound  Baby  was  to  be  exhibited  in  the 
same  hall  with  the  Elephant. 

Having  inspected  with  avidity  the  One  Pound  Baby,  which  was 
handed  round  in  a  pint  pewter  mug — a  pound  is  equivalent  to  a 
pint,  you  know — we  felt  that  our  cage-skirt  was  coming  down,  and 
were  glad  that  we  had  taken  the  precaution  to  wear  trousers  along 
with  it,  in  view  of  the  worst. 

Making  a  halt  iu  front  of  the  spot  recently  adorned  by  Frank 
Butler's  most  lovely  bull-dog,  we  perceived  that  it  was  now  im- 
proved by  the  presence  of  a  comely  mother  with  twins.  As  wo 
tickled  one  of  the  latter  with  our  brawny  foie-fitiger,  we  observed 
the  comely  mother  scrutinizing  us  iu  a  suspicious  manner,  which 
caused  us  to  move  on  with  moire  haste  than  poetry  of  motion. 

A  group  of  triplets  next  caught  our  eye,  and  at  the  very  same 
moment,  by  a  singular  coincidence,  the  cage-skirt  caught  our  foot, 


which  brought  it  down  in  a  flat  collapse  to  the  floor.  Gathering 
the  shawl  closely  around  us,  however,  we  still  managed  to  maintain 
an  appearance  of  decent  composure,  carrying  ourselves  with  a  cer- 
tain feminine  aplomb,  acquired  during  much  association  with  the 
Lovely  One,  who  will  laugh  cruelly,  we'll  bet  a  V,  when  she  reads 
these  lines. 

The  very  Fat  Baby  did  not  interest  us  at  all. 

Nor  the  the  Baby  with  the  Roman  Nose. 

We  were  less  excited,  still,  about  the  Flat-Headed  Baby,  than  we 
wrere  about  either  the  Fat  Baby  or  the  Baby  with  the  Roman  Nose. 

There  was  a  family  group  composed  of  a  Red  B  iby,  a  Wnite 
Baby,  and  a  Blue  Baby,  which,  as  a  piece  of  coloring,  was  perfect, 
but  the  legs  were  all  out  of  drawing.  Red,  white  and  blue,  besides, 
may  be  all  very  well  in  their  way,  but  what  are  mothers  about  that 
at  this  crisis,  of  all  others,  none  of  them  have  presented  babies 
embodying  the  sentiment  of  the  Stars  and  Stripes  ? — we  repeat, 
what? 

In  our  report  of  the  Dog  Show  we  complained,  and  with  justice, 
that  the  Pugs  were  not  represented'at  all ;  but  nobody  who  looked 
observantly  upon  the  faces  of  nine  in  every  ten  of  the  articles 
contributed  to  the  Baby  Show,  could  say  that  there  ex'sted  a  simi- 
lar deficiency  there.  Not  only  in  the  little  noses  of  the  little  things 
was  Pug  predominant,  but  Pug  projected,  also,  in  the  Pugilistic 
manner  in  which  tney  brandished  their  little  mauleys  about,  and 
knocked  vacant  space  into  an  airy  nothing.  Pugnacity  like  this, 
indeed,  brings  reams  of  evidence  to  favor  the  endorsers  of  that 
very  rational  assumption  docketted  as  Original  Sin. 

While  we  were  engaged  in  chirruping  up  the  Biby  with  the 
Tooth,  Mr.  Barntjm  announced  to  the  assembly  that  great  efforts 
had  been  made  by  Mr.  Hora.ce  Greeley  to  contribute  a  colored 
baby  adopted  by  him,  called  "Immediate  Abolition,"  to  the  Show. 
As  Mr.  Barnum  justly  remarked,  however,  his  Museum  is  a  Moral 
Exhibition,  and  he  could  not  for  a  moment  think  of  admitting  into 
it  a  production  more  than  suspected  of  being  illegitimate.  There 
was  a  very  interesting  Bright  Mulatto  Baby,  named  "Gradual 
Abolition,''  expected  on  from  Washington,  however,  and  Mr. 
Barnum's  opinion  is  that  it  will  draw  very  well.  Mr.  Barktjm  then 
placed  his  bands  majestically  beneath  his  coat  tails,  amid  the  most 
enthusiastic  applause. 

Just  at  this  juncture  a  severe  affliction  prevented  us  from  com- 
pleting our  notes.  From  over-exertion  of  the  maxillary  muscles 
in  chirruping  to  the  Baby  born  with  the  Caul,  our  bonnet-strings 
burst,  discovering  our  manly  beard  to  the  outraged  Mothers  of  the 
Articles  exhibited.  Seeing  that  any  further  attempt  at  conceal- 
ment would  have  been  useless,  we  flung  off  our  shawl,  mixed  in 
our  shirt-sleeves  with  the  crowd,  and,  observing  that  the  little 
Lightning  Calculator  was  not,  for  the  moment,  at  his  post,  rapidly 
conceived  the  idea  of  personating  that  character,  and  commenced 
jotting  down  a  large  sum,  with  chalk,  upon  the  black  board.  As 
we  are  six  feet  high,  however,  and  very  bad  at  arithmetic  as  well  as 
big,  that  deception  could  not  last  long.  We  were  accosted  by  a 
very  gentlemanly  person  in  blue,  with  a  plated  hatchment  upon 
his  breast,  who  informed  us  that  he  would  club  our  head  unless 
we  accepted  his  verbal  invitation  to  accompany  him  to  a  place 
which  he  called  the  "  Station,"  which  we  did  cheerfully,  and  were 
immediately  bound  over  to  observe  the  peace  toward  all  animated 
nature  for  ten  years,  and  never  to  go  to  a  Baby  Show  again. 


The  Cup  of  Bitterness- 
"  Jeff  Davis  and  bis  family  are  reduced  to  drinking  sassafras     tea,  for  want 
of  the  Chinese  article." — Daily  Papers. 

At  each  morning  and  evening  repast  of  Jefi-  Davis 
Some  decoction  of  weeds  borne  in  by  a  slave  is, 
While  in  classical  chorus  the  household  cry  Ohe  ! 
Jam  satis  of  that,  give  us  back  our  Bohea ! 

Cry  on,  rebel  crew  great  aud  small,  till  you  sicken  : 

Te  Dace,  Jeff  Davis,  your  sorrows  will  thicken, 

Aud  "  Ohe  jam  satis"  ere  long  will  come  louder 

From  you,  when  you've  tasted  our  prime  old  Gunpowder  ! 

. «o- 

Baby  Loney. 

Maurice  Sand  has  lately  published  in  Paris  a  book  about  Iris 
American  experiences,  iu  which  he  characterizes  New  York  as  the 
"Babylon  of  America." 

We  understand  that  the  large  Prize  Baby  of  Barnum's  Show  has 
instructed  his  bottle-holder  to  ascertain  whether  the  Sandy  remark 
is  intended  to  reflect  upon  him — the  large  P.  B.,  with  a  view  to  an 
adjustment  of  the  difficulty  in  the  P.  R. 


Geographical  Parallel- 
An  advertisement  in   an   English  journal   informs  us  that  "  the 
best  Railroad   Companion  is  Noyks's."    Here,  it  is  certainly  the 
most  universal,  but  we  spell  it <;  Noise." 
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VA.TSTITY    F^lIH. 


[JUNE  14,  1862. 


LIGHT    ON    A   DARK    SUBJECT. 
As    one  of  the  Special  Correspondents  of  Vanity  Faie  with 
General  McClellan's  Army  was  sitting  on  a  stump  before  Rich- 
mond, the  other  day,  he  unexpectedly  saw 


A  Teibune  Correspondent, 
who  was  most  diligently  engaged  in  taking  notes  of  a  sprightly 
dialogue.     The  conversation  in  question  was  sustained  by  the  Cor- 
respondent above  depicted,  and 


An  Intelligent  Contraband. 
Its  details  may  throw  some  light  on   the  general  style  of  enig- 
matical information  that  is  contained  in  the  Tribune,  and  may  sat- 
isfy the  world  at  large  concerning  the  excessively  credulous  and 
simple-minded  character  of  the  majority  of  Tribune  readers. 

At  all  events,  as  Our  Special  Correspondent  took  down  the  dia- 
logue and  sent  it  us,  it  is  really  worth  while  to  give  it  the  benefit 
of  a  circulation  among  decent  people. 

"  You  b'long  to  de  Army,  Mars'r  ?"  asked  the  intelligent  Contra- 
band, uneasily. 

"  Yes.  That  is I  am yes  ;  I  am  with  the  Army,  Sir,"  re- 
plied the  Iribune  Correspondent;  "  and  I  would  like,  Sir,  to  ask 
you  a  few  questions.  Where  is  Beauregard,  at  Corinth,  or  at 
Richmond  ?" 

Intelligent  Contraband. — "  Yis,  Mars'r." 

Tribune  Correspondent. — "Where,  at  Richmond?'' 

Int.  Con. — "Yis,  Mars'r.'' 

Trib.  Cor. — "  And  how  many  men  has  he  ?" 

Int.  Con. — "Niggers,  Mars'r?" 

Trie.  Cor.—"  No Soldiers  !" 

Int.  Con. — "  'Bout  Sixty  Hundred  T'ousand,  I  spec's." 

Trib.  Cor. — "  What !     Are  you  sure  ?    Aren't  you  mistaken  ?" 

Int.  Con. — "  Yis,  Mars'r." 

Trib.  Cor. — "  Well,  when  did  he  arrive  here  ?" 

Int.  Con. — "  O,  two  tree  four  munfs  ago.'' 

Trib.  Cor. — "You  mean  weeks,  don't  you?" 

Int.  Con. — "  Yis,  Mars'r." 

Trie  Cor. — "Do  you  think  the  Rebels  will  evacuate  Rich- 
mond ?" 

Int.  Con. — "  0,  yis,  Mars'r  ;  dey'll  fite  like  de  debbil !" 

Trie.  Cor. — "  You  don't  understand  me,  Sir.  I  mean,  <vill  they 
run  away.'* 

Int  Con. — "  Yis,  Mars'r  ;  dey  oilers  runs  away." 

Trib.  Cor.—  "  But  if  McClellan  had  attacked  the  city  three 
weeks  ago,  he  could  have  killed  them  all,  couldn't  he  ?" 

Int.  Con. — "Yis,  -ggy  Mars'r;    he     killed 

'em  all,  I  spec's.  ||fl|  I  got  under  a  fence, 

an'  he  didn't  saw  M  me." 

At  this  point  of         X^Ik  the  chat,  the    mind 

of  the    Intelligent       fflBBy^  Contraband    seemed 

illuminated  by  the        ||y  R]fl|  vague   splendor     of 

some  ,       " 


Familiar  Memories, 


for  he  screwed  his   not  very  expressive  visage  into  a  grin,  and 
added  : 

"Now,  Mars'r,   couldn't  yer  gib  dis  nigger  a  drop  o' rye  ?     I    ' 
orful  dry,  torkin'.  Mars'r." 

The   Tribune  Correspondent  expressed  an  opinion  that  alcohol 
was  a  poison,  and  that  nothing  could  be  more  terrible  than  the 


Effects  of  Drunkeneess. 


probably  referring  more 


To  which,  the  Intelligent  Contraband  replied 

"Now,  Mars'r  ;  dat's  jes'  wat  I  want ;"  pro 
to  Rye  than  to  Rats. 

"Whose  slave  were  you?"  asked  the  Correspondent,  after  a 
pause . 

Int.  Con. — "  Mars'r  Davis's." 

Trib.  Cor. — "  What,  Jeff.  Davis?" 

Int.  Con. — "  Yis,  Mars'r." 

Trib.  Cor. — "And  he  treated  you  with  great  brutality,  no 
doubt.'' 

Int.  Con.—"  Yis  Mars'r,  treat  me  fus'  rate." 

Trie.  Cor. — "But  you  want  your  freedom,  don't  you  ?" 

Int.  Con. — "  0,  Yis  Mars'r." 

Trib.  Cor. — "  How  would  you  like  to  go  North?" 

Int.  Con.—"  Putty  cold  Norf,  ain't  it  ?" 

Trie.  Cor. — "Ono.     Ever  been  North?" 

Int.  Con. — "  Yis  Mars'r." 

Trib.  Cor. — "  To  what  place  ?" 

Int.  Con. — "  To  Florida :   M  i  s'r.'1 

Trib.  Cor.—"  Florida !" 

Int.  Con. — "  Yis,  Mars'r.    De  ole  gemman  lib  dar." 

Trib.  Cor. — "  What,  your  master  ?" 

Int.  Con. — "  Yis,  Mars'r." 

Trib.  Coe. — "  Why,  did  Jeff.  Davis  ever  live  in  Florida?" 

Int.  Con. — "  0,  yis,  Mars'r  ;  he  lib  dar  some  forty  fifty  year,  I 
spec's  " 

The  evidently  untrustworthy  nature  of  the  replies  of  this  Man 
and  Brother  began  to  strike  the  Correspondent  at  about  this  junc- 
ture, and  he  shut  up  his  note-book  and  retired.  The  Man  and 
Brother  gazed  after 


His  Reteeating  Foem, 

with  interest,  and  murmured  gently  : 

"  Dat's  a  mitey  sassy  feller  Spec's  he's  a  fool  !''  with  which  he 
skedaddled,  leaving  Our  Special  in  much  doubt  whether  the  Tri- 
bune Correspondent  was  not  after  all,  worse  sold  than  the  Intel- 
ligent Contraband  would  be  if  he  endeavored  to  find  perfect  free- 
dom by 


Following  the  North  Star. 


VANITY    FAIR. 


TOO    MICH    ELEPHAJST. 

Louis  Napoleon. — "  Vill'any  gentleman  like  to   buy  my  elephant?      ITe  is  one  very  fine  Mexican 
Elephant,  and  I  vill  sell  him  very  sheap  !" 


JUNE  14,  1862.] 


VANITY    FAIE, 
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LETTERS  FROM  A  COUNTRY  EDITOR. 

No.  II. 


® 


Offis  Wiggletonian,  June  4th,  1862. 
Wanity  Fair  : 

Don'  you  remember  we  tolled  you  jullike's  not  our  paper  wud 
hev  to  fall  thro,  and  it  Done  so  to  day,  just  before  we  were  struck 
off.  Isn't  that  a  most  remarkable  coinsidens  ?  The  Sheriff  took 
our  typos  and  one  ban'  press  for  det,  but  he  done  it  so  keind,  so 
polite,  so  sympathizin',  that  we  Dono  but  what  if  he  wuz  a  goin' 
to  hang  us,  and  had  a  sed  "  The  rup  is  reddy,  where's  your  neck 
Tucker  ?"  but  we  should  have  choked  easy.  Aint  much  perlite- 
ness  in  community  to  speak  of.  Some  drives  by,  an'  kivers  you 
with  dust,  sum  sneezes  onto  you,  sum  treds  onto  your  toes,  an  so 
on.  Wery  few  on  'em  got  much  feelin'  excep'  Sheriffs,  jailers  and 
sich  like."  We  hev  bin  uufortunit  considdibul  number  of  times, 
an'  they  oilers  treated  us  like  a  gennelman.  This  one  seize  us  so 
hansome,  we  tnank  him  for  our  hull  family,  (rod  bless  him,  say 
we. 

Now  we  come  to  another  pint.  Our  frens  scrouge  reound  an 
say  ail  to  Onct :  "Mr.  Tucker! — oh!  oh!  oh! — we're  sorry. 
Who'd  a  thot  it  ?  Wait  till  the  war  's  over,  an'  the  taxes  is  paid, 
an' trade  re  wives,  we  11  start  you  agin;  we'll  sport  yer,  jis  neow 
we're  so  drefful  poor,  poor,  poor,  poor,  poor" — here  the  richest  on 
'em  jammed  his  hands  upt  'is  elbows  in  's  breeches  pockets,  an 
sink  his  hed  way  down  tween  his  shoulders  till  you  couldn't  see 
nuffm  but  's  ball  crown,  an  he  shiver  an  shake  an  look  cold  jist  's 
ef  he  wuz  in  the  middle  of  last  winter. 

We  put  down  our  pen,  we  tuk  our  hat  off  our  Hed,  we  smile  and 
say  in  effek  :  ' '  Feller  citizens,  when  the  War  sover,  an'  your 
taxes  is  ped,  and  the  back  rud  is  mended,  an  you've  settled  with 
Mr.  Jenks  for  breakin  his  leg  in  the  bridge,  and  you  want  an 
Organ,  you  may  git  sumbody  to  Do  it,  jis  's  quix  you  kin  ;  You 
wunt  find  your  ole  fren  Perley  0.  Tucker  in  these  diggins." 
Then  we  left. 

Neow,  my  dear  fren,  it  doos  seem  to  us  it's  a  wery  bad  principal 
to  go  onto  that  we  wunt  do  nvffin  till  the  war  's  over  ! 

Onct  we  knowed  a  man  not  that  man  that  we've  heered  tell  of — 
tad  a  quarl  with  's  nabor  about  cramberry  patch  and  a  stun  wall, 
an'  they  fit,  an  fit  an  fit,  and  he  sed  t'is  wife  "  taint  no  usefc  o' 
fixen  up  here  till  we  hev  settle  with  that  feller." 

"Zat  so?"  sed  she,  "then  you're  no  man.  What!  aint  you 
goin'  to  fat  the  pig,  to  milk  the  keow,  to  feed  the  chickings,  and 
to  plant  your  garding  ?  I  mean  to  do  four  times  's  much  's  ever  I 
done  in  the  hull  course  of  my  life.  Neow  we've  begun  to  fight, 
we  might's  well  see  what  there  is  to  fight,  an  do  it  all  up,  man, 
an  then  we'll  hev  peas." 

.  That  struck  him.  Right  stret  away  off  he  pulled  off  his  cut,  he 
rulled  up  's  sleeves,  he  fixed  up  's  fences,  he  got  the  weeds  out  of 
's  fields,  he  got  his  wife  a  new  bonnet,  he  drest  up  his  children, 
he  put  two  cuts  of  paint  Onto  's  house,  he  went  to  church,  an'  so 
on.  What  wuz  the  codensequens?  When  "s  nabor  see  that  the 
more  he  quarld  the  more  It  done  good,  he  left  off. 

We  onct  hed  a  horse.  He  hed  ony  one  eye,  no  tale,  an  a  star 
onto  his  forred.  Whenever  he  cum  to  a  'ill,  he  took  the  bit  into  's 
meouth  and  runned  up  Onto  the  full  Gallop.  Whenever  he  cum 
to  a  sand  bank  you  would  have  thot  that  he  was  Onto  a  race 
course.     Reason  why  ? — Good  pluck,  good  principall. 

Onct  there  wuz  a  farmer  went  to  see  a  managerry  church  full  of 
beasts.  He  tied  his  ass  at  the  door  of  the  tent  an  went  in.  A  gret 
squall  of  wind  cum  up,  blowed  off  sum  carnvas,  so  that  the  long 
eared  critter  see  the  Elephant.  He  was  so  scared  that  he  guv  one 
Bray,  and  fell  down  deal  in  the  harness!  Reason  why?  Because  he 
was  a  ass. 

IT  DOOS  SEEM  TO  US  my  dear  fren,  ther's  gret  many  people 
warnts  to  get  lid  off  ornary  matters  when  there's  any  big  sponsibility 
in  the  way,  and  when  there's  any  gret  battel  which  their  fellow  crit- 
turs  fight  for  'em,  they  keind  o  settle  in  their  own  meinds  that  they 
wunt  do  nvffin  till  the  war  is  over :  Neow  if  we  hed  a  acted  on  that 
motto  whenever  we  failed  up — and  we've  done  that  's  oftings  the 
rest  of  our  nabors,  an  gone  to  blubber  like  a  whail  soon  's  we 
see  the  cut-tale  of  a  Sheriff,  we  sud  not  be  now  here  in  Our  Editor- 
ial cheer,  's  pleasant 's  a  sun  Beam,  ilingin'  these  thots  broad  cast 
Onto  the  wings  of  the  Press,  and  of  Wanity  Fair.  We  carnt  be 
fruz  eout  by  the  cold,  drizzled  out  by  the  rain,  dried  up  by  the 
dreouth,  wilted  out  by  the  sun,  starved  eout  by  our  frens,  skeered 
eout  by  the  Elephant,  because  like  our  Ole  horse  we've  got  a  star 
onto  our  forred.  Onct  when  we  wuz  a  drownin'  we  save  ourself 
without  any  rup,  and  got  the  hansomest  bunch  of  water  lilies  we 
Ever  Clap  Eyes  Onto. 

Onct  when  we  were  sittin  in  our  Offis,  wery  low  spirits  case  our 
scribers  wouldn't  pay  up,  a  Swarrum  of  Bees  cum  and  settled  onto 


a  Beam  Over  our  Hed.  We  unstood  it.  We  cheered  up,  we  almost 
cried  we  wuz  so  glad.  All  that  methusalem  quadnity  of  little 
oritturs  begun  to  work  and  make  honey  right  before  our  eyes. 
They  buzzed  into  our  ears — "  Good  luck  !  good  luck  !  good  luck ! 
Perley  C.  Tucker  !  Areouse  !  areouse  !  'S  more  sweets  here  than 
stings !" 

"  Thankee,  my  little  missionaries  from  every  flower  in  the  wal- 
ly,"  we  sed,  cryin  right  eout,  "  Swarm  onto  the  hed  of  Tucker, 
ef  you  please.  He  is  a  sinful  crittur,  and  you  will  find  a  beam  in 
's  eye." 

Wunt  do  nuffin  until  the  war  is  over  !  Now  we  warn  tell  you  nan- 
ecdote.  The  fax  are  abeout  two  weeks  old,  jist  abeout  the  age  of 
our  youngest  son .  Our  brave  fellers  who  are  fightin  for  the  ken- 
try  look  arter  the  small  things,  they  do,  and  they  fight  too  like 
heroes.  Our  ships  wuz  down  to  battle  with  the  forts  at  Norleans. 
One  on  'em  hed  a  little  pig  on  bord  whom  they  loved  and  they 
petted  him  wery  much.  Wery  well,  when  the  axion  wuz  comin' 
on,  they  put  him  into  the  hold  whar  he  woudn't  git  no  harm.  It 
cum  to  pass  when  the  battle  was  a  ragin,  an  the  shells  a  bustin,  an 
the  balls  a  flyin,  one  of  the  wessels  pass  by  the  Richmond,  and  the 
Capting  stannin'  on  the  deck  sing  out  with  a  keind  o'  humerous 
smile  onto  his  face, — "  How's  your  little  pig  ?"  Then  he  order 
the  men  to  give  three  cheers  for  the  wessel,  and  oue  for  the  little 
pig,  and  they  done  so.  We  dono  whether  he  wuz  a  Guinea  pig,  or 
whether  he  warnt,  but  when  they  got  eout  to  sea  he  wuz  certingly 
wuth  five  hundred  guineas  to  the  men  because  he  keep  up  the 
domestic  feelinks.  Now  it  doos  seem  to  us  there's  a  moriall. 
Them  brave  fellers  had  enough  to  do  to  defend  the  Stars  and 
Stripes,  and  they  didn't  spare  their  own  lives,  but  arter  all  they 
dint  hev  their  hands  so  full  and  no  such  tuff  job  to  get  thro' — and 
it  wuz  a  most  tremenduous  battel — but  what — the  more  honor  to 
them  say  we — they  could  take  good  keer  of  the  little  pig  I 

My  dear  fren,  this  war  is  the  most  drefful  in  the  hull  history  of 
the  wurruld,  and  yet  wery  imprope'ly  as  we  think  if  we  are  any 
Judge  of  words  (and  we  think  we  be)  they  call  it  a  civil  war.  It 
is  a  stigmy  on  civwillization.  That's  not  the  pint.  As  many 
legions  as  there  is  in  the  field,  there'll  be  more  legions  of  excuses, 
more  folks  that  wont  guv  a  beggar  a  penny,  more  that  will  let 
wallable  Organs  like  Ourn  fall  thru,  more  that  wont  do  nuffin  or 
help  a  feller  along  bekase  they  say  that  they'll  wait  till  the  war  is 
over.  A  Lass  !  a  lass ! — We  could  actooally  cry  over  sich  men 
mor'n  over  sich  times.  The  taxes  is  hevy,  but  they  taxes  our 
feelings,  our  good  natur,  and  our  comming  sense. 

That  poor  woman  we  wuz  tellin'  of  jes'  now,  is  worth  a  dozen 
lecturs.  It  is  filosophy  in  pettycoats.  It  is  filanthrophy  with 
long  hair.  It  is  ivigour.  We  doo  hope  that  when  the  kentry  is 
safe  and  the  constitushon  is  windicated,  there  will  be  better  men 
than  we  hev  hed,  for  we  tell  you  one  thing  and  that  aint  too,  that 
ef  the  polyticians  aint  more  honest  and  peopel  in  Generall  don't 
behave  better  nor  what  they  hev  done,  Providence  will  inwolve  all 
things  in  confusion,  an'  then  I  guess  we'll  see  how  long  we  hev  to 
wait  before  the  war  is  Over.  Hev  we  sed  too  much?  We  got  one 
thing  more.  Let's  fight  all  reound  neow  we've  got  our  hand  in. 
There's  rebels  enuff  without  goin'  's  far  as  the  ee"nd  of  your  nose. 
Don'  make  no  excuses  about  doin'  your  common  duties,  becase 
your  feller  citizens  are  fightin  for  you,  and  see  that  you  gin  the 
right  ke'ind  of  answer  ef  any  body  should  ax  you  in  these 
drefful  times — How's  your  little  pig  ?     How's  your  Utile  pig  ? 

I  am  your  affecshunate  friend  an'  brother  in  the  printin'  busi- 
ness. 

Perley  C.  Tucker 


A  Hard  Old  Quotation. 
At  about  the  time  of  the  battle  of  Shiloh,  the  following 
ing  Articles  appeared  in  the  Columns  of  a  Contemporary  : 


Damac 


N.  B. — The  Contemporary's  name  is  Beaui;egaui>. 

A  Subject  that  is  nothing  if  not  well  Handled. 
A  Pump. 
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VANITY    FAIK. 


JUNE  14,  1862. 


IN  THE  SUPREME  COURT. 
Judge. — "So  You  want  to  be  admitted  to  the  bar,  sonny  ;  what  are'your  qualifi- 
cations, PRAY  ?" 
Boy. — "Bin  blackin'  butes  for  the  judges  nigh  two  years  !" 


The  Home  Guard's  Complaint. 

AT  THE  LATE  DEMAND  FOR  TROOPS  VS  THE  STATE  OF 

'Tis  the  voice  of  the  Home-Guard,  I  hear  him 

complain, 
"  You  command  me  to  go,  when  I  hoped  to 

remain. 
My  buttons  are  bright,  and  my  uniform  is 

gay, 
And  I  only  desired  at  soldier's  to  play." 

•'  If  to  fight  horrid  rebels  my  regiment  goes, 
We  shall  spoil  our  complexions  and  ruin  our 

clothes  ; 
And  then  think,  the  young  ladies,  oh  !  what 

will  they  do, 
When  there's  no  nice  parade,  and  no  lovely 

review  ?" 

' '  Then  reflect,  and  your  barbarous  order  re- 
voke : 
Consider  our  corps  in  the  light  of  a  joke. 
For  if  we  had  wanted  to  fight,    Sir,    you 

know, 
We'd    have  entered    some   fighting  corps; 

long,  long  ago  !" 

Jomini. 
The  Richmond  Examiner,  speaking  of  the 
rebel  army,  says  that  "  up  to  this  time  it  baa 
regularly  retired  in  compliance  with  the 
principles  of  Jomini."  If  this  be  so,  Jomi- 
ni's  prejudice  in  favor  of  skedaddling  must 
be  very  strong  indeed.  But  the  Examiner  is 
doubtless  right,  considering  how  much  they 
talk  and  how  little  they  do,  the  chivalry  may 
very  properly  denominated  Jawminans. 


"  Wisely  and  Slow." 

The  Richmond  IDispatch  thinks  that  the 
rebel  chieftians  display  "  more  than  usual 
caution  with  regard  to  operations."  If  they 
are  now  skedaddling  cautiously,  we  should 
like  very  well  to  know  how  fast  they  could 
run  in  a  state  of  exuberance. 


OUR    "WAR    CORRESPONDENCE. 
Letter  from  McArone. 

Richmond,  June  5th,  1862. 

Dear  Vanity  : — I  have  routed  the  enemy,  captured  his  guns, 
horses,  and  contrabands,  killed  his  officers,  cut  off  his  retreat,  taken 
Richmond,  and  beaten  Jeff  Davis  at  the  point  of  the  bayonet. 

My  principal  loss  was  a  gold  watch  and  chain,  which  were  stolen 
from  my  pocket  during  the  confusion  and  turmoil  of  the  combat. 

From  this  circumstance  I  am  convinced  that  Floyd  was  present . 

The  Rebels  have  retreated  in  the  direction  of  the  Last  Ditch, 
which  is  being  prepared  for  their  reception . 

The  soldiers  of  the  Confederacy  have  been  requested  to  inscribe 
"  Richmond  "  on  their  banners.  Also,  "  New  York,"  "  Philadel- 
phia," "  Detroit,"  "  Colt's  Neck,  N.  J.,"  and  any  other  name  that 
may  suit  their  taste. 

On  preparing  to  execute  the  order,  however,  it  was  discovered 
that  they  had  no  banners  left,  I  had  captured  them  all. 

The  back-bone  of  Rebellion  is  broken  in  Virginia. 

I  am  pained  to  say,  though,  that  the  Union  sentiment  is  not  so 
copious  here  as  the  papers  have  made  it  out.  But  one  person,  so 
far,  has  offered  to  welcome  me  with  open  arms,  and  he  was  a  some- 
what intoxicated  contraband .  He  informed  me  that  he  had,  until 
lately,  Belonged  to  one  of  the  first  families  of  Virginia  ;  further, 
that  he  was  a  Man  and  a  Brother 

I  said,  "  Go  to  Thunder:" 

I  have  been  compelled  to  issue  a  severe  proclamation  against 
women.  The  women  here  turn  up  their  noses  at  my  soldiers. 
Two  Zou-zous  came  to  me  in  tears,  yesterday  ;  two  of  my  old  Italian 
campaigners  : 

"  Come"  lo  queslo  ?"  I  asked ;  pozzie  solspiri  delta  bella  Bigoletta? 
Suona  gingerini  /" 

This  is  not  exactly  Italian not  very but  it  is  good  enough 

for  foreigners. 

"  Mon  Officer,"  replied  the  eldest,  restraining  his  sobs,  "  we  are 
soldiers,  we  are  gentlemen.  We  promenade  the  streets.  Patztausend, 
Bimmelsacrement !    The  dames  turn    up  their  noses  at  us.     They 


vibrate,  and  whirl  their  robes  away. . .  .Swish  !  So  !  Sire,  we  have 
emotions.  We  were  nurtured  in  a  land  of  song  and  beauty. 
Kennit  du  das  Land  ?  We  can  brook  no  scorn.  We  shall  wither, 
we  shall  droop,  in  this   barbarous  clime.     Make  the  dames  cease 

their  contumely,  or  we   perish "     Sobs   choked  his  utterance, 

and  I  was  glad  they  did. 

Such  is  is  the  tender  sensitiveness  of  my  soldiers'  souls  ! 

I  immediately  issued  au  order  that  every  woman  seen  turning 
up  her  nose  or  flirting  her  dress  after  eight  oclock  in  the  evening, 
should  be  considered  an  enemy  to  the  Commonwealth  of  Massa- 
chusetts, and  indicted  at  once  for  grand  larceny. 

Several  have  been  arrested  under  this  order,  but  a  surgical 
examination  has  shown  that  the  elevation  of  their  noses  is  natural 
and  involuntary,  being  the  organic  form  of  the  feature. . . . 

We  cannot  be  too  careful  of  there  minor  points. 

The  Confederate  troops  have  been  using  the  prisons  here  for 
quarters.  Most  of  them  felt  very  much  at  home  in  them.  The 
prisoners  were  all  liberated  by  Jeff.  Davis  early  last  Winter.  He 
argued,  very  sensibly,  that  nobody  in  Richmond  need  be  afraid  of 
thieves.  There  were  the  very  best  of  reasons  why  nothing  valuable 
should  be  stolen. 

I  have  grounds  for  a  belief  that  I  annihilated  the  entire  Rebel 
Army  in  my  last  engagement 

At  least,  all  who  were  not  killed  and  wounded,  are  Missing. 

BHt  they  captured  three  of  my  guns shot-guns,  that  I  brought 

down  for  snipe-shooting.  They  were  stolen  from  the  piazza  of  my 
tent,  before  the  action.... an  additional  proof  that  Eloyd  was 
around. 

I  have  just  received  importhat  intelligence  from  the  Mountain 
Department.     Fremont's  army  is  entirely  safe. 

Later  : — I  knew  it.  Floyd  was  present.  I  have  been  presented 
with  a  general  order  issued  by  him  on  the  eve  of  the  battle.    It  is 

written  in  bis  natural  dialect the  thieves  slang,  and  is  as  follows : 

"  Headquarters,  Richmond. 

"  General  Orders  :  No  12,380.— Cullies  !  I  am  more  fly  to  pake 
than  to  patter.  Let  other  goniffs  weed  raw,  but  give  me  the  swag. 
The  foe  is  near.    Give  him  no  shaky  mill ;  stow  hanky-panky,  and 
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pout  his  nibs.  If  all  fails,  take  to  your  gamp,  and  sherry  like  the 
d_i !  Floyd." 

The  Police-Gazette  will  probably  record  the  further  movements  of 
this  eccentric  but  accomplished  cracksman. 

It  is  possible  that  I  have  in  the  present  letter,  anticipated  the 
facts  a  trifle  ;  bnt  you  may  rely  upon  it  that  if  1  have  not  already 
taken  the  city;  I  shall  have  done  so  very  soon.  At  all  events,  you 
can  place  no  faith  in  any  correspondence  but  mine.  I  am  totally 
independent  of  the  censorship  of  the  Press,  as  of  everything 
else 

Facts  are  the  trammels  of  Genius. . . . 

They  have  been  called  "  Stubborn  Things" 

But  then,  so  are  Jackasses  ! 

And  1  am  Yours,  Mc  Arose. 


HOW  'ARE    YOU    MUNCHAUSEN  ! 


addle  of  1  he  Vicks- 
burg  Whig,  in  the 
course  of  a  jubilant 
article  on  the  de- 
struction of  the  cot- 
ton crop,  gives  pub- 
licity to  this  very 
extraordinary  state- 
ment, viz.-  "A  gen- 
tleman who  came 
down  from  Napo- 
leon, in  a  skiff  yes- 


r   was  almost   one  mass  of   burning 


terday,  informs  us  that  the 
cot t on. ' ' 

We  wish  to  put  a  few  questions  to  "  the  gentleman." 
First,  pray  tell  us,  0  !  daring  navigator,  how  you  came  unscathed, 
"  in  a  skiff,"  through  this  novel  fiery  element  ? 
Was  it  a  fire  proof,  iron-clad  skiff? 

Again,  by  what  means  did  yon  propel  your  skiff  through  the 
burning  staple? 
Was  it  not,  oh  !  strange  gentleman,  "  with  a  hook  1" 
Further  did  you  not  find" it  rather  warm  ?  More  earnestly  still, 
oh!  wonderful  emulator  of  Shadrach,  Meshac,  &  Co,  would  we 
ask  you,  what  became  of  the  water  of  which,  previously,  the 
river  was  composed  ?  And  finally,  peerless  braver  of  fire,  here  and 
hereafter,  since  your  arrival  in  safety  at  the  Vicksburg  Whig 
bourne  from  which,  we  trust,  no  such  travellers  will  e'er  return, 
finally  we  desire  to  ask— How  are  yon  Munchausen  ? 


MERCIER   AT   RICHMOND! 

THE    MYSTERY    EXPLAINED  !  ! 

VANITY    FAIR    AHEAD  ! !  ! 

LETTER     FROJI     THE     VALET    OF     COUNT     MERCTER  !  !  ! 

Gentlemen  Editors  of   Vanity  Fair  : 

Tlie  newspapers  have  been  making  many  guesses,  more  or  less 
ingenious,  concerning  the  motives  of  the  late  visit  of  myself  and 
Count  Mercier  to  the  Confederate  Capital.  You  will  pardon  me 
for  not  employing  the  word  "  Rebel,"  but  I  am  a  subject  of  Napo- 
leon III.,  and  am  enjoined  to  preserve  a  strict  neutrality.  As  I 
consider  your  journal  the  most  enterprising  in  this  country,  though 


it  makes  the  fewest  pretensions,  I  am  happy  to  be  enabled  to 
present  you,  in  advance  of  all  others,  with  some  particulars  of  the 
movements  and  experiences  of  myself  and  Count  Mercier,  which 
you  are  at  liberty  to  publish. 

It  has  been  stated  in  the  public  prints  that  the  object  of  our  visit 
to  Richmond  was  to  speculate  in  tobacco  ;  to  bully  Mons.  Davis 
into  surrender  ;  to  offer  him  the  assistance  and  recognition  of 
Napoleon  III. ;  to  see  the  state  of  the  Union  sentiment  in  Dixie  ; 
to  benefit  our  health  by  a  change  of  climate  ;  to  satisfy  our  curiosi- 
ty ;  to  relieve  the  French  residents  of  New  Orleans  :  to  introduce 
a  new  patent  medicine  ;  to  cet  Mons.  Davis  to  write  for  the  Ledger, 
and  a  variety  of  other  equally  stupid  undertakings.  I  am  author- 
ized to  state  that  neither  myself  nor  Count  Mercier  entertained 
any  of  these  ideas.  Our  visit  was  purely  one  of  pleasure.  Busi- 
ness in  our  department  was  dull,  and  we  desired  relaxation.  The 
cat  has  emerged  from  the  sack. 

On  the  afternoon  of  our  arrival,  we  left  cards  upon  Mons.  Davis, 
and  were  assured  that  he  would  be  charmed  to  receive  us  on  the 
morning  following. 

We  found  him  liviDg  in  a  certain  degree  of  discomfort,  and 
suffering  considerably  from  pimples  ;  a  circumstance  which  he 
attributed  to  the  unfortuitous  character  of  the  whiskey  that  he  was 
compelled  to  drink.  He  expressed  a  great  preference  for  the 
brandy  of  my  native  land,  but  whether  sincerely,  or  as  a  mere 
international  compliment  to  myself  and  Count  Merciee,  I  can  not 
judge. 

Still,  he  was  quite  well ;  a  fact  that  gave  me  much  pleasure, 
though  I  refrained  from  expressing  it,  in  consideration  of  the 
strict  neutrality  I  am  requested  to  maintain. 

Count  Mercier  informed  Mons.  Davis  that  he  had  come  upon  a 
purely  unofficial  visit,  but  Mons.  Davis  made  inquiries  concerning 
the  probable  policy  of  the  Government  which  Count  Mercier  and 
myself  have  the  honor  to  represent.  Very  properly,  as  it  seemed 
tome,  we  declined  answering  these  questions,  which  were  reiterated 
to  an  extent  involving  fatigue.  Non-committal  replies  being 
persisted  in,  Mons  Davis  took  occasion  to  say  he  did  not  think  us 
"  very  smart.''  Our  position  of  neutrality  prevented  us  from  con- 
troversy on  that  subject. 

Our  host  then  proceeded  to  order  gin  cocktails,  rather  a  rare 
beverage  at  present,  in  the  South,  but  the  occasion  was  not  devoid 
of  importance.  Count  Merciee  did  not  avail  himself  of  this 
hospitality  I  did,  to  a  considerable  extent  :  as  did  also  Mons. 
Davis.  I  hope  I  am  not  violating  confidence  in  saying  that  we 
both  got  drunk.  Strict  neutrality,  however,  will  not  permit  me 
to  state  the  exact  degree  of  inebriety  encompassed  by  Mons.  Davis. 
Let  it  suffice  for  me  to  say  that  it  was  decided  and  preemptible. 

While  in  this  condition,  Mons.  Davis  became  quite  communica- 
tive. All  Americans  do,  when  influenced  by  spirits.  He  told  us 
many  things  of  importance,  about  his  plans,  means,  etc.,  but  the 
relations  of  Count  Merciee  and  myself  with  the  Emperor  and  with 
the  Confederate  belligerents  are  such  that  I  can  hardly  detail  all  his 
remarks.  A  few,  only,  can  be  profitably  reproduced.  After  a 
pause  of  some  minutes,  which  occurred  in  the  conversation.  Mons. 
Davis  looked  fixedly  at  Count  Mercier,  and  asked  : 
"  Seen  Abelincoln  ?" 

"  I  have  met  President  Lincoln  many  times,"  replied  the  Count. 
"Z'  wite  man?"  asked  Davis. 
"  He  is  a  white  man." 

"  SeelMACLELNALN  ?" 

"I  am  well  acquainted  with  General  McClellan." 

"  Z'  wite  man?" 

"  General  McClellan  is  also  a  white  man." 

A  considerable  period  of  repose  elapsed. 

"  Yournablitionist?"  asked  Mons.  Davis,  at  length. 

"lam  strictly  neutral  in  American  politics,"  replied  Count 
Merciee. 

Mons.  Davis  now  became  imbued  with  the  erroneous  idea  that 
I  was  a  "  Yankee  spy,"  and  it  was  with  difficulty  that  he  was  pre- 
vailed upon  to  refrain  from  having  me  removed  from  this  sphere 
of  action,  by  hanging.  He  then  interrogated  Count  Mercier  vig- 
orously, concerning  his  belief  in  certain  theological  doctrines,  and 
used  expressions  of  violence,  involving  personal  injury.  He  refer- 
red to  chawing  up,  and  stated  that  he  could  lick  a  nigger  with 
comparatively  little  effort. 

A  less  active  mood  finally  superinduced,  and  he  wept  freely, 
after  which  he  subsided  into  a  perturbed  slumber,  accompanied 
by  stertorous  breathing  ;  and  both  myself  and  Count  Mercier 
found  it  convenient  to  retire  from  his  presence.  I  am  pained  to 
say  that  my  own  conduct,  though  much  less  marked  than  that  of 
Mons.  Davis,  drew  upon  me  a  rebuke  from  Count  Mercier,  which, 
I  must  own,  was  not  entirely  unmerited.  We  did  not  again 
visit  Mons.  Davis. 

I  am,  with  sentiments  of  high  esteem,  your  obt.  servant, 

Victoe  Le  Flagorneur. 
Valet  to  Count  Mercier. 
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Dog  Fancier. — "  Couldn't  paint  a  dorg  like  this,  eh  ?    Guess  you  mu=t  be  a  ladies' 
dorg  man.     Seen  youk  poodles  up  at  auction  before  now  ! ' ' 


"WILSON    AND    .WATER. 

We  do  not  profess  to  be  what  is  charitably- 
denominated  "  a  rummy,"  nor  can  the  dry- 
est  joker  truly  call  us  "a  soaker."  On  the 
other  hand,  we  have  never  lost  our  coat-tails 
in  shouldering  through  a  crowd,  to  hear  the 
Demosthenic  Gough.  We  have  been  known 
to  "  take  something,"  and,  strange  and  al- 
most incredible  as  it  may  appear,  we  have 
been  known  stoically  to  respond  :  "  No,  I 
thank  you,  sir  !"  But,  although  we  have 
signed  twenty  pledges,  and  have  never  broken 
more  than  half  of  them,  we  should  protest 
against  Senator  Wilson's  rather  confused 
notion,  that  you  sanction  a  business  when 
you  tax  it.  To  our  simple  notion,  taxing 
liquor  sales  will  raise  the  price  of  liquor, 
and  that  will  certainly  diminish  the  number 
of  Goes  and  increase  the  number  of  Goughs. 
Suppose, — of  course,  for  the  sake  of  argu- 
ment— that  the  hand  which  now  guides  the 
pen,  is  in  the  habit  of  guiding  Two  Cocktails 
to  certain  lips  before  breakfast .  The  new 
Bill  taxes  the  benevolent  proprietor  of  "  The 
Shades. "  Cocktails  go  up  from  s  ixpence  each 
to  one  shilling.  Then  we  imbibe  only  one 
Cocktail  before  breakfast.  More  taxes.  Cock- 
tails go  up  to  two  shillings.  Then  we  fall 
back  on  beer.  Tax  on  beer.  Half-and-half, 
half  a  dollar  for  a  half  glass.  Then  we  fall 
back  on— Cold  Water  !  Tax  on  Croton.  Then 
we  stop  drinking  even  that  mild  and  modest 
quencher.  We  join  the  Rechabites.  And 
the  Male  Martha  Washingtons.  And  the 
Uncles,  Aunts,  Sons,  Daughters  and  First 
Cousins  of  Temperance.  We  appear  in  a 
Procession.  Wearing  a  Horse  Collar.  And 
a  Little  White  Apron.  We  are  Redeemed. 
Regenerated.  Disenthralled.  And  All  That 
Sort  of  Thing.  Whereas,  if  Senator  Wilson 
succeeds  in  convincing  Congress  that  taxing 
Bar  Booms  is  like  taxing  Gambling  Houses, 
and  is  conniving  at  immorality,  instead  of 
being  a  Male  Martha  W.,  we  may  sink—  sink 
— sink,  until  we  are  a  Senator.  The  tax  pro- 
posed, though  it  should  result  in  No  Go,  for 
that  very  reason  should  receive  the  support 
of  the  Hydropathic  Henry,  who  having  once 
been  in  the  shoe  business,  should  be  better 
informed  on  the  subject  of  Taps. 


By  a  Unionist  of  the  Severe  School- 

"  The  Palmetto  was  the  first  tree  adopted 
by  the  South  as  typical ;  the  next  will  be 
the  Gallows  Tree." 


From  our  Bottle  Imp. 

Of   all    the  liquors    likely  to  Tell   upon 
a  man  at  last,  Peach  brandy  staads  first. 


OUR    BOOK    REVIEW- 
Why  Paul  Ferrol  killed  his  wife.    New  York  :  Carleton,  413  Broad " 
way. 

A  very  neat  reprint  from  the  last  London  edition  of  this  popular 
novel  by  the  author  of  "  Paul  Ferrol."  It  baffles  the  arithmetical 
powers  to  guess  at  the  total  figure  of  lady  readers  by  whom  this 
novel  will  be  •'devoured,"  if  only  to  solve  the  mystery  contained 
in  the  monosyllabic  "  Why." 

Rebellion  Record  :  Part  XV  11.     New  York  :    G.  P.  Putnam:    532 
Broadway 

The  present  number  of  the  Rebellion  Record  is  embellished 
with  portraits  of  the  Hon.  Salmon  P.  Chase  and  Col.  Michael 
Corcoran.  It  contains  the  usual  amount  of  solid  matter,  which  is 
well  arranged  for  reference.  There  is  less  poetry  in  this  number 
than  in  most  of  the  previous  ones — a  fact  not  to  be  very  much 
regretted,  however,  when  we  take  into  consideration  the  rather 


feeble  character  of  the  strains  hitherto  given  out  by  ta«  minstrels 
of  this  great  struggle  of  right  against  fright. 

No.  XVIII  of  the  "  Rebellion  Record"  has  also  come  to  hand, 
containing  portraits  of  Brigadier  General  Sigel  and  the  Rev.  H.  W. 
Bellows.  From  making  a  pun  upon  the  name  of  the  latter  gen- 
tleman, in  connection  with  the  "  Record,"  we  refrain.  We  might 
have  said  that  he  was  inserted  between  the  leaves  of  the  book  to 
puff  it,  but  we  do  not  say  anything  of  the  kind,  from  an  internal 
conviction  that  the  "  Rebellion  Record"  is  independent  of  both  the 
puff  and  the  pun. 


The  New  "Quaker  Army." 


From  the  fact  that  there  are  hardly  any  Rebels  within  the  lines 
of  General  Fremont's  department,  we  may  safely  say  that  "  his 
Lines  have  fallen  in  pleasant  places !" 
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Mrs  Kingsley's  New  Novel. 

Messers  T1CKNOR  &  FIELDS 

Have  just  ready,  simultaneously  with  its 
ap  .     r  nee  in  England, 

RAYll«f§II©E, 

BY   HENRY   KINGSLEY,  author  of 
"Geoffry  Hamlyk." 

1  Vol.     12mo.     Price,  $1.25. 

''The  Eecollections  of  Geoffry  Hamlym," 
published  in  1S59,  was  one  of  the  most  com- 
plete successes  in  fiction  of  that  year.  The 
Mew  novel  "  Ravenshoe  "  has  called  forth 
the  heartiest  commendations  from  English 
crttics  as  showing  remarkable  power. 

j6®"  For  sale  by  atl  Booksellers.  Sent, 
postpaid,  to  :>ny  address  on  receipt  of  $1.25 
by  the  Publisher, 

TICKNO'!  &  FIELDS, 

135  Washington  Street,  Boston. 


BOOTS    AND    SHOES, 


2  G'ourtland  Street,  near  Broadway. 


English  Walking  Shoes,  Balmoral  Boots, 
and  every  e'e-scription  of  Boots  and  Shoes 
with  English  bend  Soles,  ready  made  and 
made  to  order.  French  Patent  Leather  and 
Calf-kin  Boots  and  Congress  Gaiters,  a  little 
soiled,  now  selling  cheap. 


JJow  to  cateli    IFfsti 

of  all  kinds  as  fast  as  you  can  pick  them  up, 
sent  free.  G   C.  BERRY, 

North  Strafford,  N.  H. 


Th«  Magic  Cigar  Case 

Gift,  Catalogue.   &c,  sent  for  $1,  by  G.  G. 
BERRY,  North  Stratford,  N.  H. 


Solar  Matches. 


Contain  no  Sulphur.    Have   no  unpleas- 
ant Smell  when  burning.     Are  the  Safest  to 
use.     As  cheap    as   Sulpur  Matches.     War- 
ranted to  stand  Heat  or  Damp  better  than 
ny  other.     Patented.     Sold  everywhere. 

SOLAR  MATCH  C0.:  101  and  103  BEEK 
MAN  St.,  N.  Y. 


A    VOICE    FROM 


Sabre  Cuts,  CJ-usisliot 

Wounds,  and  all  other  kinds  of  wounds, 
also  Sores,  Ulcers  and  Scurvey,  heal  safely 
quickly  under  the  soothing  influence  of 
HOLLOWAYS  OINTMENT,  It  heals 
to  the  bone,  so  that  the  wound  never  opens 
again.  Soldiers  supply  yourselves.  Only 
25  cents  per  Pot.  -33 


CHAPIN  &  McZAY, 
NEWSPAPER, 

®m®  an®  ^©i 

rVo.    11  BEEKMAN  ST., 

NEW  YOKK. 


Advertising  Rates  of.  Vanity  Fair. 
Title  Page,  50  cents  per  line,  occupying  1-3 

he  space  across  the  page. 
Title  Page,  $1.50  per  line,  across  the  page 
Second  Page,  25  cents,  wide  column. 
j        "      iO  cents,  narrow  column. 


SSL  T  O  "V17"  :kt 


OLUNTEER8, 

^TTE^TXON: 


-A.   VOICE    FORM    YOKKTO^WIV  I 


LET  FAOTS  SPEAK   FOR  THEMSELVES! 


Read  the  following  brief  note  received  this  morning  from  one  of 
our  brave  soldiers  now  before  Yorktown  : 


THOMAS  HOLLOWAY,  Esq., 


Sir, 


Camp  Wineield  Scott,  near  Yorktown. 
80  MAIDEN  LANE, 


May  1st,  1862 

I  enclose   an  order  for  which 
If  there  is  any  postage  or  ex- 


As  there  are  none  of  "  Holloway's  Pills"  for  sale  hereabouts, 
please  send  me  the  amount  in  your  very  valuable  Pills  without  delay, 
pressage  please  deduct  it,  and  oblige  Yours  truly,  in  haste, 

T.  HANLEY,  Adjt., 

9th  K  Y.  Cavalry. 
Before  Yorktown,   Va. 

P.  S.— Y»ur  Pills  are  famous  for  the  cure  of  Dysentery,   and  I  have  no  doubt  that  they  will  prove 
as  efficacious  in  Chills  and  Fever  here  as  they  have  in  other  divisions  of  the  army. 


IMPROVED 

Gutta     Percha 
CEMENT 

ROOFING 

It  is  water-proof, 
and 

Costs  only  about 

one  -  third    as 

much    as 

Tin, 

AND    IS     TWICE 
AS  DURABLE. 


4 


THE 
CHEAPEST 


^ss^vssasa*^ 


nd\ 


DURABLE 
ROOFING  in  use. 
Fiee  and  Wathh 
Proof.  Applied 
to  New  and  Old 
Roofs  of  all  kinds, 
and  sent  to  all 
parts  of  the  coun- 
try with  full  di- 
rections for  use. 
Send  for  a  Circular 


&\SSt3KV^^\&K^ 


JOHNS  &  CROSLEY, 

SOLE   MANUFACTURERS. 

78  WILLIAM  ST., 

(COR.   LIBERTY  ST.), 

HEW    YORK. 


GUTTA  PERCHA 
CEMENT, 

FOR  preserving 
new  and  repairing 
LEAKY  METAL 
ROOFS  of  every 
description ;     Wn.i, 

NOT  CRACK  IN  COLD 
OR  RUN  IN  WARM 
WEATHER. 

Agents  Wanted. 

Icrms  Cash ! 


TOWNS  &  CKOSLEY'S  AMERICAN  CEMENT  GLUE,  FOE 
J    CEMENTING  WOOD,    LEATHER,  GLASS,    IVORY,    CHINA,    MARBLE, 

PORCELAIN,  ALABASTER,  BONE,  CORAL,  &c,  &<-...  the  only  article  of  the  kind  overproduced 
which  will  withstand  water.     Literal  terms  to  Wholesale  J„alers. 

PRICE   TWENTY -FIVE   CENTS. 

JOHNS  &  CROSLEY,  Sole  Manufacturers, 

Wholesale  Warehouse,  87  William  st.,  cor.  Liberty. 

Editors    throughout    the    Country 

Who  have  received  this  paper  for  ONE  YEAR,  will  please  insert  the  following— NOTICE  AND 
TERMS— THREE  TIMES  in  their  advertising  columns,  and  send  marked  copies  of  the  papers  con- 
taining the  same  to  this  office.  The  paper  will  not  he  sent  to  such  as  do  not  comply  with  our  terms, 
as  our  exchange  list  is  an  unusuaLy  large  one. 


Notice  to  Subscribers. 


WE    OFFER    AS   A    PREMIUM    TO 

EVERY   THREE  DOLLAR  SUBSCRIBER    TO   VANITY   FAIR, 

A   COPY  OF 

ARTEMUS    WARD     HIS    BOOK, 

To  be  shortly  issued  by  CARLETON  Publisher,  of  this  city.     Price,  $1  00. 
We  will  send  any  other  ONE  DOLLAR  Publication  which  may  be  preferred. 
We  do  not  prepay  the  paper  to  Premium  Subscribers,  but  the 

BOOK   WILL   BE   SENT   POSTAGE  FREE. 
TERMS    OF    SUBSCRIPTION. 

TO     VANITY    FAIR. 


One  Copy  one  year Postage  unpaid. 

"      '  "        and  "  Artemus  Ward  Letters, 


$2  50 

unpaid, 3  00 

"  "        "  paid 3  00 

Two  Copies  one  year  (to  one  address) "  paid 5  00 

Five  Copies  one  year  (to  one  address) "        unpaid 10  00 

One  Copy  one  year  and  Worcester's  Ills  d  Q'rto  Dictionary      "        unpaid 6  00 

Three  Copies  one  year  and  Worcester's  Ills'd  Quarto  Dictionary, 9  00 

BOUND    VOLUMES. 

Single  Volume Postage  paid $2  00 

Three  Volumes  and  copy  of  paper  one  year,  books  prepaid  only 7  00 

Four  Volumes  and  Copy  of  Paper,  one  year,  books  prepaid  only, g  00 

Tnree  Volumes        "  "  "  (to  California)  books  prepaid  only 8  00 

Four  Volumes         "  "  "  "  "  9  00 

Remittances  must  be  made  in  Gold,  New  York  or  Eastern  Currency,  or  other  Currency  at  New 
York  par.     Seal  all  letters  securely,  and  address  plainly  to 

LOUIS  II.  STEPHENS,  Publisher  for  Proprietors, 

No   116  Nassau  street,  N.  Y, 


Artemus  Ward 


JUST  PUBLISHED. 

All  the  rich  things  that  have  ever  been 
written  by  the  renowned  humorist  "  Arte- 
mus Ward,"  collected  in  one  elegant  volume, 
with  numerous  comic  illustrations  by  our 
best  artists-     Price  One  Dollar. 

***  Copies  sent  by  mail,  postage  free,  on 
receipt  of  price,  by  CARLETON,  Publisher, 

413  Broadway,  NEW- YORK. 

' • 

Les  Miserable^, 

VICTOR  HUGO'S  GREAT  NOVEL 


"The  American  Copyright  Translation  of 
this    Magnificent   French    Fiction  is   now 

ready. Paper  Covers,   price    50 

cents,  and  cloth  binding,  price  $1.00 

It  is  the  acknowledged  literary  event  of 
this  century.  In  the  way  of  a  novel  there's 
no  grander  in  all  literature. 

*«*  Copies  sent  by  mail  Postage  Free  on 
receipt  of  price,  by  CARLETON,  Pub- 
lisher, 413  Broadway,  New  York. 


JOSEPH  GILLOT'S 
STEEL,  PENS, 

OF   THE     OLD    STANDARD    QUALITY 

For  sale  by  all  Stationers  throughout  the 
United  States,  and  to  the  Trade  at  the  man- 
ufacturer's warehouse, 

91  JOHN  STREET.  NEW  YORK. 


Henry  Owen,  Agent. 


HOWE'S  DRAWING-ROOM  DANCES. 

ARRANGED   FOR  THE 

PIANO-FORTE. 

Designed  for  Social  Evening  Parties. 

This  work  contains  all  the  Popular  and 
Fashionable  Quadrilles,  Cotillions,  Fancy 
Dances,  &c,  with  every  variety  of  the  latest 
and  most  approved  Figures  and  Calls  for  the 
different  changes.  Arranged  for  the  Piano- 
Forte.  Price,  only  $1.  Copies  mailed,  post- 
paid, on  receipt  of  price,  by  OLIVER  DIT- 
SON  &  CO..  Boston. 


GREAT    MUSICAL.   BOX 
DEPOT.     M.  J.   PAILLARD, 

Importer,  21  Maiden  Lane,  N.  Y.  Has  for 
sale  the  most  extensive  assortment  in  the 
country,  at  prices  varying  at  Two  t(  T»»o 
Hundred  and  Fifty  Dollars,  each  playing  1, 
2,  3  4,  6,  8,  10,  12,  16  and  24  airs.     . 


BEAUTIFUL  TOY  BOXES  FOR  CHILDREN. 
BOXES  TO  SUIT  ALL  AGES  AMD  TASTES   . 

Call  and  examine  them ! 

Fine  Gold  and  Silver   Watches  Cheap  for 
Cash. 

MUSICAL  BOXES  REPAIRED. 


DOWN  WITH  THE  DUST  ! 

BROWN'S  NEW  METALIC 
WEATHER  STRIP,  Patented  February 
18th,  1802,  effectually  excludes  heat  and  dust 
from  shrunken  doors  and  windows  of  every 
description. 

Send  orders  to  Metalic  Weather  Strip  Co., 
212  Broadway,  N.  Y. 
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WHAT     IS    IT? 

STARTLING  a  n- 
nouncement  has 
been  going  the 
rounds  of  the  papers, 
lately,  to  the  effect 
that  the  representa- 
tives of  the  Foreign 
SPress,now  in  London 
are  to  be  entertained 
with  a  dinner  by  the 
. Savage  Club.  T  o 
"what  particular  tribe 
or  tribes,  of  savages 
the  members  of  the 
'Club  referred  to  are 
I  supposed  to  belong, 
we  are  not,  at  pres- 
ent, in  a  position  to 
-  inform  our  readers. 
They  may  be  Kal- 
mucks, in  which 
icase  the  principal 
?  viand  offered  for  the 
'  entertainment  of 
the  representatives  of  the  Foreign  Press"  would,  as  likely  as  not, 
consist  of  horse  cutlet,  cooked  by  being  strapped  under  a  saddle 
and  bumped  upon  by  a  big  Tatar  during  the  space  of  a  ten  mile 
"  dash."  We,  however,  as  "  representatives  of  the  Foreign  Press," 
don't  want  to  have  our  meat  served  up  with  Tatars  in  that  fashion  : 
no,  not  even  if  our  diners  were  to  solemnize  the  combination  into 
French,  and  call  it  cheval  saute,  which  would  be  good,  average, 
restaurant^ Gallic  for  jogged  horse. 

Suppose  a  worse  contingency  than  the  above.  Assume  for  a  mo- 
ment that  they — the  Savage  Club  men — are  Feejee  persons,  and 
would  the  "  representatives  of  the  Foreign  Press,"  we  ask,  be  equal 
to  enjoying  an  entertainment  consisting  of  various  preparations  of 
fellow-creature  ?    Perish  the  thought ! 

Whoever,  or  whatever,  the  Savage  Llub  may  consist  of,  we  must 
prepare  ourselves  for  the  worst  with  regard  to  our  friends  of  the 
American  Press,  now  sojourning  in  London.  We  can  never  expect 
to  see  any  of  these  meritorious  gentlemen  with  their  scalps  on, 
again.  If  the  Savage  Institution  is  supported  by  Gorillas — which 
is  likely,  seeing  that  the  interesting  simian  in  question  has  been  a 
prominent  Subject  of  England  for  a  year  or  two  past — we  need 
never  expect  to  see  our  friends  at  all,  whether  with  or  without  their 
scalps.  In  pursuing  this  gloomy  anticipation  we  are  guided  by 
precedent.  Many's  the  genial  American  Editor  who  has  fallen  a 
victim  to  a  Savage  Club  before  now. 


Vanity  Fair  to  the  Grand  Turk. 

Most  High,  Mighty,  Honorable,  Learned,  Youthful,  Venerable,  Mid- 
dle-Aged,  Distinguished,  Amiable,  Excellent  and  Sagacious  Grand  Turk  : 
May  you  live  a  thousand  years  !  We  have  heard  with  irrepressible 
rapture  that  you  have  ordered  the  Confederate  Privateers  to  keep 
out  of  the  sweet  and  sunny  waters  of  Stamboul !  May  you  live  two 
thousand  years!  Your  Majestic  Majesty,  by  this  exhibition  of 
your  superior  sagacity,  has  won  the  distinguished  consideration  of 
the  undersigned,  who,  to  show  our  gratitude,  are  at  this  moment 
smoking  a  pipe  of  Turkish  tobacco  of  the  finest  quality,  and  man- 
ufactured to  the  best  of  our  knowledge  and  belief  in  Baltimore,  in 
the  State  of  Maryland.  May  you  live  three  thousand  years  !  Our 
kindest  regards  to  the  ladies  of  the  Harem  !  May  they  live  from 
two  thousand  five  hundred  to  three  thousand  years,  be  the  same 
more  or  less  !  Bishmillah  !  The  Chief  Cook  and  Bottle-Washer 
of  the  Universe  does  well  in  having  nothing  to  do  with  such  Con- 
founded Confederate  Corsairs  !  Let  it  be  whispered  in  his  most  re- 
spectable ear,  that  pirates  may  pay  out  ropes,  but  never  pay  out 
cash  !  With  the  wish  that  his  opium  may  always  agree  with  him, 
that  his  hubble-bubble  may  never  go  out,  and  that  he  may  live 
ten  thousand  years, 

We  are  His  Serenity's  Most  Humble  Servant, 

Vanity  Fair. 

P.  S.— Should  his  Majestic  Mightiness  intend  to  forward  to  this 
office  any  little  donation,  we  would  hint  that  a  dozen  of  his  Sub- 
lime Port  would  (so  to  speak)  take  us  where  we  live. 

V.  F. 


Misnomer. 

The  Armstrong  Gun  turns  out  not  to  be  a  Strong  Arm  at  all,  a 
committee  of  Engineers  having  reported  that  the  only  holes  it  will 
be  likely  to  make  will  be  in  the  cash-boxes  of  the  Admiralty. 


THE    FALL    OF    MIGHTY    MEMPHIS- 

Of  all  the  mighty  cities,  and  all  the  mighty  men, 
That  made  the  South  so  terrible— somebody  tell  me  when — 
Great  Memphis  was  the  mightiest,  though  not  the  biggest,  place, 
And  Pillow  was  the  mightiest  man — at  least  to  run  a  race. 

Full  eighteen  months,  the  Avalanche,  and  other  truthful  prints — 
Had  satisfied  the  world  at  large,  by  something  more  than  hints, 
That,  come  what  would,   the  Northern  Goths  should  never  enter 

there, 
While  they  had  blood,  and  patriotism,  and  other  things  to  sparer 

Historic  cotton- bales  a  myth  no  longer  could  be  called, 
For  there  was  mighty  Pillow,  Generalissimo  installed, 
Piling  them  high  on  every  side,  and  swearing  loud  and  long 
That  Memphis  was  invincible,  it  was  so  mighty  strong  . 

"  Fear  not,  brave  citizens  !"  he  cried  ;  "  though  ev  ery  other  town 
Should  fall  ignobly,  Memphis  great  shall  never  knuckle  down  ! 
For,  though  your  other  friends  get  shot,  believe  me,  Gideon  J. 
Would  die  a  thousand  other  deaths,  before  he'd  die  that  way  !" 

Logic  so  clear,  the  Southern  mind  unanimous  approved  ; 
Last  ditches  were  constructed  fast — and  treasure  was  removed — 
All  such  as  hadn't  business  on  the  river,  up  or  down, 
Remained,  and  fished  for  gudgeons  from  the  bluffs  before   the 
town. 

Inspiring  trade  !  for  in  the  stream  there  lay  the  mighty  fleet 
Which  "  Hessian"  gun-boats  soon  would  find  so  difficult  to  beat ; 
Eight  rams,   and  so  forth,  manned  by  men  that  never  could  say 

"die," 
Would  blow  the  Lincoln  navy — every  craft  of  it — sky-high. 

In  fact,  the  fleet  seemed  force  enough  ;  so  Pillow  thought  he'd 

go, 
So  truly  anxious,  now,  was  he  to  find  a  worthy  foe  : 
"  My  spirit  shall  remain  with  you  !"  the  hero  must  have  said, 
Considering  how  it  showed  itself  soon  after  he  had  fled. 

The  Sixth  of  June  came  smiling  in,  with  all  her  Summer  grace  : 
Enough  for  brave  Montgomery,  who,  at  a  fearful  pace 
Bore  down  upon  the  Union  fleer,  his  rams  prepared  to  butt — 
And  otherwise  maltreat  it,  ere  its  stick  it  tried  to  cut. 

Alas  !  Flag-officer  Davis  had  resolved  to  do  or  die  ; 

And  when  a  Union  man  does  that,  he's  not  the  man  to  fly  ! 

In  just  about  an  hour,  he  had  shown  himself  so  rough, 

The  anglers  rose  and  left  for  home,  for  they  had  fished  enough. 

In  fact,  Montgomery's  fleet  was  dished,  all  but  the  swift  Van  Dorn 
And  her  two  Union  rams  would  have,  as  sure  as  you  were  born  : 
Astonishment  had  ne'er  before  so  stunned  the  Southern  mind — 
Save  when  the  Merrimac  ran  off,  with  the  "  cheese- box"  close  be- 
hind ! 

Said  Davis  to  the  Mayor,  "  Shall  we  enter  right  away  ? — 
Of  course,  if  you  forbid  us,  we  must  come  another  day." 
"  Oh,  take  the  noble  city  !"  said  the  Mayor,  "  for  I'm  sure, 
Without  my  own  soft  Pillow,  I  shall  else  not  lie  secure. 

"Our  ditches  they  are  wide  and  deep,  where  Pillow  was  to  lie, 
And  when  he  lies  for  us  again,  we  hope  he  first  will  die, 
We  mean  to  do  the  same  ourselves.     That's  all  I  offer  now," 
Two  regiments  then  took  the  place,  without  the  slightest  row. 


A  Compensation. 


When  the  H.  R.  R.  C.  indulges  in  the  slight  vagary  of  running 
a  train  into  the  river,  it  is  some  consolation  to  the  involuntary 
bathers  to  know  that  the  locomotive  at  the  bottom  of  the  river  is 
a  dead  loss  and  was  worth  $15,000. 


The  First  Journal. 

It  is  singular  that  archaeologists  should  hitherto  have  neglected  to 
mentiou  the  fact  that  journalism  had  its  origin  in  ancient  Egypt. 
Certain  it  is  that  we  have  records  of  a  great  Rush  for  the  first  pa- 
per there  :  and  if  any  of  our  readers  are  puzzled  about  the  mat- 
ter, let  us  affectionately  remind  them  that  the  Papy  rus,  which 
served  the  Egyptian  journalists  of  old  for  paper,  was  neither 
more  less  than  a  great  Bush. 
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THE    FITNESS 


THINGS. 


Jenkins,  {Lately  Imported). — "You  mat  think  I'm  over-eressed  as  much  as  you 

LIKE,  BUT  YOU'D  KNOW  BETTER  IF  TOU'd  EVER  BEEN  OUT  IN  A  PUNT  TO  FISH  FOR  HEELS  !  " 


ANOTHER 


PATTERSON 
FIELD. 


IN       THE 


But  a  few  short  year i  have  elapsed  since 
the  nations  of  the  earth  were  discussing 
with  anxiety  the  circumstances  that  resulted 
in  the  administration  of  a  blow  to  Mr,  Wil- 
liam Patterson;  and,  if  we  remember  right, 
without  corning  to  any  positive  decision  upon 
the  subject.  It  is  a  pleasure  to  us,  now,  to 
be  enabled  to  inform  our  readers  that  there 
is  another  prominent  Patterson  in  the  field  ; 
no  less  a  person,  iu  fact,  than  General 
Bonaparte  Patterson,  of  whom  the  French 
canardiers  whisper  that  he  is  to  be  exalted  to 
the  Throne  of  Mexico  by  the  Emperor  of  the 
French.  Judging  from  all  past  experience 
of  Mexico,  however,  the  situation  would  be 
rather  a  ticklish  one  for  Patterson,  who 
before  he  decides  to  occupy  the  throne  ought 
to  practise  the  business  by  sitting  upon  a 
turnstile  and  training  himself  to  face  all  the 
cardinal  points  with  great  rapidity  of  change. 
Otherwise  he  will  be  sure  to  get  a  crack  on 
the  head  from  behind  when  he  least  expects 
it  :  and  then  will  be  revived  the  wild  cry  of 
former  days,  slightly  altered  to  meet  the  cir- 
cumstances, and  the  shibboleth  of  "  Who 
struck  Boney  Patterson"  will  hurtle  through 
the  air,  as  did  erstwhile  the  similar  query 
with  regard  to  the  mysterious  Billy  of  that 
patronymic. 


A  Change  Called  For. 

Simon  Cameron,  the  canny  Scotchman,  calls 
his  place  in  Pennsylvania,  T.ochiel  ;  but  con- 
sidering his  rapid  retreat  from  it,  all  the  way 
to  Russia,  we  would  suggest  that  the  name 
of  his  estate  should  be  changed  to  Cul- 
loden. 


Bread  that   is    unwholesome    for    Seces- 
sionists. 

Federal  Muster  Bolls. 


THE    DREAM    OF    A    WAR    OFFICE    EMPLOYE. 

I  had  a  dream — a  high  old  classic  dream. 
Methought  a  fat  man  did  receive  from  Mars 
A  foolscap  helmet,  the  which  Juno  plumed 
With  caudal  feathers  of  her  favorite  birds 
Whose  eyes  are  in  their  tails.     The  rnortalVnose 
Pallas  with  leathern  spectacles  bestrid, 
To  light  impervious,  and  a  new  Gillott 
Thrusting  between  his  digits   adipose 
Remarked  that,  used  by  fools  intensely  great 
The  pen  was  twice  as  dangerous  as  thesword. 
Vulcan  a  belt  of  telegraphic  wire 
Hung  round  him  for  a  baldric.     Lastly  Jove, 
To  cap  the  climax  of  the  Olympian  joke, 
Made  him  first  Military  Mandarin 
Of  the  Red  White  and  Blue. 

Here,  alas ! 
A  cry  of  "  Extra  Herald"'  "  Banks'  defeat" 
Dissolved  the  vision.      What  it  meant  the  Gods, 
Who  deal  in  riddles,  better  know  than  I. 


Extraordinary  Abstinence. 
Jeff.  Davis's  coachman  reports  that  his'wretched  master  "  used 
to  jump  up,  just  as  he  had  sat  down  to  dinner,  on  getting  a  dis- 
patch, and  not  come  back  to  eat  any  more."  This  is  touching; 
but  what  we  want  to  know,  considering  the  state  of  the  Southern 
market,  is,  whether  if  he  had  come  back,  he  would  have  found 
Any  More  To  Eat  ? 


Dutch  Diversions. 


While  the  Central  Park  Concerts  treat  us  only  to  the  music  of 
Rbiim,  Von  Weber,  Kuhner,  Spohr,  Wagner,  Semmerlak  and 
Gung'l,  isn't  it  ridiculous  affectation  to  prohibit  ^the  sale  of  lager- 
beer  and  pretzels  on  the  premises  ? 


The  Grave  of  Rebellion. 

In  a  late  dispatch  from  General  Halleck  to  the  Secretary  of  War, 
on  the  subject  of  the  retreat  from  Corinth,  the  following  passage 
occurs  : 

"  Some  of  the  fresh  graves  on  the  road  have  been  opened,  and  found  filled 
with  arms." 

How  suggestive  this  is  of  the  grave  of  Rebellion !  Doubtless, 
when  the  Last  Ditch  comes  to  be  discovered  and  opened  by  some 
future  investigator,  it  will  be  found  "  filled  with  Arms  :''  we  see  in 
our  mind's  eye  a  Coroner's  Jury  debating  over  the  mortal  remains, 
and  we  hear  with  our  mind's  ear  the  verdict  solemnly  delivered  by 
the  puzzled  Foreman  in  these  words  :  "  This  trench  is  undoubted- 
ly the  L  ist  Ditch  alluded  to  in  History  ;  the  Rebel  Arms  have  re- 
mained quietly  laid  down  here  in  token  of  submission,  while  the 
absence  of  Legs  may  be  accounted  for  by  supposing  that  they, 
influenced  by  the  ruling  idea  even  in  the  grave,  got  up  from  it  and 
Skedaddled  for  parts  unknown." 


Writing  and  Cyphering. 

Military  correspondents  assert  that  General  Fremont  makes  use 
of  the  Magyar  language  as  a  cipher,  when  communicating  impor- 
tant dispatches  to  the  President. 

What  gives  a  coloring  of  truth  to  the  statement  in  question  is 
that  General  Fremont  is  a  Magyar  General.  Had  he  been  merely  an 
average  Brigadier  General,  suspicion  might  have  been  attached  to 
the  supposition  that  he  knew  anything  about  either  reading,  writing, 
or  ciphering. 


War  Furniture. 

We  notice  the  name  of  the  redoubtable  Sheets,  the  guerilla 
leader,  among  the  records  of  the  rebel  slain.  It  is  not  mentioned 
how  the  Secessionists  disposed  of  their  departed  hero:  but  we 
would  mildly  suggest  that  the  Bed  of  the  Mississipi  would  be  an 
appropriate  place  both  for  Sheets  and  Pillow. 
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High  Art  in  England. 

The  London  Correspondent  of  the  Daily 
Times  asserts  that  the  upper  line  of  pictures 
in  the  Art  Gallery  of  the  International 
Exhibition  is  situated  at  a  height  of  thirty 
feet  from  the  floor.  Oil  pictures,  only,  are 
admitted  to  that  high  latituds,  as  Water 
would  freeze  there. 


By  Actual  Measurement. 

Say  what  you  will,  about  High-church- 
men, Low-churchmen,  Broad-churchmen 
and  No-churchmen,  your  real  Man  of  Nar- 
row Views  is  the  fellow  who  takes  Stereos- 
copic photographs ! 


HUMORS    OF    THE    WAR. 
"  The  Rebellion  is  Moulting  .''—  General  Scoit. 


For  'Washer-women  and  Sailors,  only. 

Q  — When  may  the  sea  be  compared  to  a 
laundress  washing  summer  trousers  at  a 
tub? 

A. — When  it  makes  Clean  Breaches  over  a 
vessel. 


Vaccine. 

"  Two  heads  are  better  than  one" — as  the 
Cow  remarked  when  the  Showman  offered  to 
pay  one  hundred  dollars  cash  down  for  an 
abnormal  calf  produced  by  her. 


OUR    WAR    CORRESPONDENCE. 
Letter  from  McArone. 

Memphis,  June  10. 

Dear  Vanity  :  - 1  have  been  indulging  in  a  bit  of  diversion  out 
here  on  the  Mississipi,  since  I  last  wrote  you. 

I  have  taken  Memphis. 

The  fact  is,  that  1  was  a  little  mistaken  about  having  occupied 
Richmond.  That  city  is  not  at  present  in  my  hands,  but  I  have 
left  orders  for  its  evacuation  at  the  earliest  convenience  of  the 
Rebels,  while  I  attend  to  affairs  out  here  for  a  brief  time. 

As  I  cannot  sufficiently  admire  the  style  of  the  Tribune's  news 
about  the  great  ram-battle  here,  I  shall  report  it  for  you  in  exactly 
the  same  manner.  The  Tribune  has  discharged  all  its  regular  cor- 
respondents, and  relies  entirely  upon  information  furnished  by 
Intelligent  Contrabands. 

Now,  then  :  here  is  my  statement  a  la  Iribune  : 

We  have  had  a  glorious  victory  !  Three  Union  gunboats  and  two 
rams  destroyed  and  attacked  twelve  of  the  enemy's  gunboats  and 
rams,  under  Montgomery.  None  of  the  Union  vessels  were 
injuied.  Five  hundred  Rebels  were  killed"  Nobody  hurt  on  our 
side. 

Memphis  was  quietly  occupied.  The  Union  sentiment  is  unani- 
mous here.  The  raising  of  our  flag  produced  the  wildest  enthu- 
siasm. 

Robert  Small  rendered  the  most  valuable  assistance  in  the  taking 
of  Stono  Point. 

The  engagement  began  at  o  30  A.  M.,  and  lasted  one  hour  and 
thirty  minuter.  It  resulted  in  the  capture  and  destruction  of  the 
entire  Rebel  fleet  of  five  gunboats  and  three  rams. 

Two  of  the  Union  vessels  only  were  injuied.  One  filled,  but  was 
towed  ashore.  Colonel  Ellet  was  struck  in  the  breast  by  a  splinter, 
but  this  was  the  only  casualty. 

The  seven  Rebel  Vessels  destroyed  were  as  follows  : 

1 .  The  Beauregard  ;  blown  up  and  burned. 

2.  The  Price  ;  run  down. 

3.  The  Jeff  Thompson  ;  burned. 

4.  The  Little  Rebel  (flag-ship)  ;  boiler  burst. 

5.  Another,  name  unknown  ;  sunk  early  in  action. 
The  rest  escaped  by  reason  of  superior  speed. 

Colonel  Ellet  states,  in  his  report,  that  he  was  wounded  by  a 
pistol-shot  in  the  leg. 

The  Queen  (Union  flag-ship),  passed  between  the  gunboats  and 
ran  down  ahead  of  the  enemy's  rams.  The  Monarch  gallantly  fol- 
lowed, and  the  Queen  struck  fairly.  When  separate  they  sunk. 
She  was  then  struck  by  another,  and  disabled.  The  Monarch  also 
passed  abe  id  and  struck  the  boat  that  struck  the  flag-ship,  and 
then  struck  the  Rebel.  She  sunk.  She  was  then  struck  by  anoth- 
er boat.  She  then  struck  the  Beauregard,  which  instantly  took  and 
sunk,  and  burst  in  her  sails.  At  the  same  time  a  shot  took  effect 
in  her  boiler.  She  then  struck  the  Little  Rebel.  The  Commodore 
and  crew  escaped.     The  Monarch  then  took  the  Beauregard  in   tow 


and  struck  another  and  sunk  her.     They  then  went  inso  pursuit  of 
the  other  gunboats,  which  escaped  down  the  river. 

Colonel  Ellet  was  wounded  in  the  arm  by  a  rifle-bullet.  No 
other  casualty  occurred   on  either  tide. 

The  Beauregard,  the  Rebel  fl;ig-ship,  was  run  ashore  and  blown 
up  early  in  the  fight. 

Robert  Small  rendered  very  valuable  assistance  at  Stono  Point. 

Our  fleet,  consisting  of  seven  gunboats  and  three  rams,  with  the 
mortar-rafts,  left  Fort  Wright  early,  and  took  Memphis  in  time  for 
breakfast.  The  Rebel  fleet  consisted  of  nine  vessels,  as  follows: 
the  Van  Bom,  (flagship,)  Bragg,  Lovell,  Price,  Sumter,  Beauregard, 
and  Jiff.  Thompson.  They  opened  with  a  rifle-gun,  fired  from  the 
Little  Rebel,  followed  by  several  rams.  The  Union  ram,  Monarch, 
struck  her  amidships,  cutting  her  completely  in  two.  She  sunk 
with  all  her  crew  on  board.  The  Commodore  escaped  in  boats, 
and  took  to  the  woods  on  the  Arkansas  shore. 

The  enemy's  loss  is  about  one  hundred. 

An  angry  and  threatening  mob  followed  our  men  when  they 
went  to  pull  down  the  Rebel  flag  and  hoist  the  Stars  and  Stripes, 
but  no  open  violence  was  committed.  The  city  was  surrendered 
merely  as  a  conquered  place,  but  still  hostile.  There  is  no  Union 
sentiment  here. 

The  only  injury  to  any  one  on  the  Union  side  was  the  wounding 
of  an  officer  in  the  shoulder. 

At  the  taking  of  Stono  Point,  the  most  valuable  assistance  was 
rendered  by  Robert  Small. 

The  Rebels  burned  a  gunboat. 

The  backbone  of  Rebellion  is  broken,  in  Tennes-ee. 

I  forgot  to  say  that  two  of  the  Rehel  steamers  were  disabled  by 
one  shock  from  several  rams.  One  was  disabled  by  an  accidental 
collision,  and  secured  her  crew.  Another  vessel  was  also  hit  by  a 
shot  from  one  of  the  gunboats,  and  still  another  was  disabled. 
She  struck  her  amidships,  and  sunk  in  deep  water.  She  was  raked 
fore  and  aft.  Other  gunboats  were  sent  in  pursuit  of  her,  down 
the  river: 

If  you  fail,  dear  Vanity,  to  get  clearly  at  the  facts  of  this  affair, 
charge  it  all  to  my  imitative  talent  and  the  fascinating  style  of  the 
Tribune. 

Tout  a  toi,  Mo  Arone. 


He  Ought  to  Know. 

It  was  proposed  to  paint  our  mailed  gunboats  gray,  so  as  to  ren- 
der them  less  conspicuous,  but  the  Editor  and  Proprietor  of  a  cer- 
tain daily  paper  objected.  "  Na,  na,"  said  he,  "  let'em  stay  the 
same  gude  black.     I  ken  weel  there's  nacthing  like  Black  Mail  !" 


Multificial- 


The  Tribune  is  the  most  Tractable  paper  of  all,  as  the  Censors 
have  discovered.  Where  guns  arc  concerned,  it  is  Cou-tractable, 
and  where  McClellan  is  concerned,  it  is  Ue-tractable  ! 
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A  Modern  Lunacy  Foretold. 
Billy— we  refer  to  the  Venerable  Shake— 
must  have  been  a  bit  of  a  prophet,  and  must 
likewise  have  alluded  in  an  oracular  way  to 
the  great  Southern  firm  of  Floyd  &  Com- 
pany, when  he  wrote  ;  "  We  be  men  of  good 
government ;  being  governed  as  the  sea  is, 
by  our  noble  and  chaste  mistress  the  moon, 
under  whose  countenance  we— steal."  Upon 
the  discovery  of  this  remarkable  passage, 
we  incontinently  despatched  Our  Boy  to 
Mr.  Grant  White,  the  Uncommon  Com- 
mentator, requesting  a  personal  interview  ; 
but  up  to  this  time,  we  have  received  no 
answer  to  our  polite  invitation. 


GRATITUDE  :    A  FERRY-BOAT   INCIDENT. 
Irascible  Mendicant. — "  What  !  only  four  cents  among  a  whole  boat-load  of 
yiz  ?    Ah  then,  it  's  hard  to  make  a  jintleman's  living  out  o'  the  likes  ov  yiz, 
so  it  is  !" 


A  Flippant  Remark. 

"  The  Soul  is  the  Man,,'  said  the  Spiritu- 
alist. "  I  can  go  to  the  Central  Park  and 
back,  by  mere  volition,  while  to  go  and  carry 
my  body my  Fleshly  Tabernacle re- 
quires a  horse,  of  which  my  Soul  is  indepen- 
dent.    A  horse  is  a  mere  circumstance.'' 

"Yes,"  murmured  X.,  thoughtfully  ;  a 
Circumstance  over  which  I  have  no  con- 
trol !" 


Flagitious. 
Our  stipendiary  Fiend,  upon  being  asked 
by  a  lady,  the  other  day,  whether  he  liked 
babies,  replied  that  he  did  not  think  them 
very  interesting  until  they  are  able  to  Stand 
a  Loan. 


The  Simile  Holds  Good. 

"  Aha  !"  said  the  Baltimore  Lady,  in  glee, 
"the  Southrons  went  through  from  Front 
Royal  as  one  might  go  up  the  lower  Missis- 
sippi  smooth  sailing  and  Sloping  Banks, 

eh?" 

"Maybe,  Madame,"  replied  X.,  "but you 
must  remember  that  when  you  go  .up  the 
river  a  little  way,  you  come  to  a  Series  of 
Bluffs  ?" 


A  Serious  Difference. 
Up  in  the  North,  here,  we  depend  a  good 
deal  upon  General  Scott  ;  while,  down  in 
the   South,    there,    they  seeni    to  depend 
altogether  upon  General  Scoot. 


STARTLING    FROM    THE    NATIONAL    CAPITAL. 

We  have  just  received  the  following  officious  despatch  by  clam- 
boat  express. 

Reluctant  as  we  are,  in  general,  to  vouch  for  the  truth  of  con- 
flicting rumors,  in  this  instance  we  have  every  confidence  in  the 
receipt  of  the  intelligence  below,  both  because  we  have  received  it, 
and  because  it  is  in  our  possession. 

Here  is  the  substance  of  the  despatch. 

National  Observatory,  June  12. 

Dear  V.  F. — From  my  elevated  condition — beg  pardon,  I  mean 
position,  I  have  just  become  cognizant  of  a  startling  episode  in  the 
grand  military  drama  now  progressing. 

Nothing  less  extraordinary  in  fact,  than  that  General  McDowell 
has  again  occupied  Washington  City ! 

The  natural  explanation  of  this  phenomenon  is,  no  doubt,  that 
his  occupation  elsewhere  is  in  the  condition  of  the  umquhile  Othello's 
of  whom  Mr.  Williams  (sometimes  called  Shakespeare  by  the 
English)  speaks. 

_  N.  B.  Speaking  strictly,  Genl.  McD.  as  yet  limits  his  occupa- 
tion of  our  city  to  a  moderate  sized  room  at  Willard's  ;  but,  as  he 
has  occupied  several  other  rooms  in  the  same  hotel,  successively,  at 
intervals,  during  the  past  month  or  two,  there  is  no  saying  how 
long  he  will  stop.  He  is  evidently  of  opinion  (and  so  am  I)  that, 
"  Occupation  is  the  thief  of  time." 


DIPLOMATIC    DELICACIES. 

The  President  of  Hayti  seems  to  be  in  a  difficulty  respecting  the 
appointment  of  a  representative  to  Washington,  now  that  his  Re- 
public has  been  recognized  as  a  nation  by  ours.  He  says,  and  with 
some  reason,  that  the  appearance  of  a  Black  envoy  at  the  White 
House  might  prove  to  be  a  fruitful  source  for  the  pasquinade,  the 
epigram,  the  scurvy  jest  and  the  scurrilous  lampoon,  and  it  is  asser- 
ted in  some  quarters  that  he  intends  nominating  a  white  man  to  tue 
position.  But  there,  again,  a  problem  requiring  solution  is  to  be 
discerned.  Would  it  not  be  incumbent  on  the  United  States  to  re- 
ciprocate with  President  Geffrard,  by  sending  a  gentleman  of 
color  to  represent  us,  in  exchange  for  his  white  ambassador  ?  The 
question  i?  a  very  nice  one — in  a  particular  sense  of  the  word  nice — 
and  unless  it  can  be  settled  by  compromise  we  cannot  see  the  solu- 
tion of  it.  We  have  but  two  modes  of  compromise  to  suggest. 
Mr.  Horace  Greeley,  who  would  cork  well,  might  be  appointed  to 
the  office,  with  Mr.  Eph.  Horn  as  Secretary  of  Legation  ;  or,  fail- 
ing this  arrangement,  the  place  might  be  tendered  to really 

we  must  beg  the  gentleman's  pardon,  for  not  knowing  his  name — 
but  we  mean  to  the  Madagascar  Albino  at  the  Museum,  who, 
although  white  as  Mr.  Launt  Thompson's  "  Trapper"  at  the  Acad- 
emy of  Design,  is,  nevertheless,  a  "  colored  person"  according  to 
the  Southern  code. 


Sentiment  by  a  Rebel  Artilleryman. 

"  Some  likes  round-shot,  some  likes  shells  ;  but  for  my  part,  I 
prefers  a  Long  Bolt." 


Horrible- 

A  misanthrope  whose  criminal  punning  has  brought  his 
parents'  grey  hairs  in  sorrow  to  the  grave,  was  yesterday  heard  to 
observe  that  Jeff  Davis's  Coachman  in  his  appeal  to  the  benevo- 
lent, was  after  a  Cheque  Rain  !     The  police  have  been  notified. 


"V^HSTITY  F^-IK. 


THE   OLD   CLOTHES   OF   THE   NORTH. 

This  costume,  which  is  quite  out  of  fashion  at  Washington,  has  been  much  in  vogue  at  the  South,  ever 
since  General  Skedaddle  took  command  of  the  Secession  Army. 
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LETTERS  FROM  A  COUNTRY  EDITOR. 

No.  in. 

Offis  Wigghtonian,  June  12th,  1862. 

Wanity  Fair  : 

Paps  you'll  gin  us  permission  to  continoo  to  say  suthin'  more 
abeout  ourself.  Then  we  will  branch  tout  like  streams,  which  it 
stait  from  a  inwisible  founting,  till  arter  a  while  it  circoolate 
areound,  and  enwelope  best  meadows  in  the  kentry,  full  of  big 
ellums  and  warigated  flowers.  We  got  no  wanity.  Ef  our  wanity 
wuz  a  blanket,  we  pud  hev  «'  little  to  kiver  us,  we  should  be  eena- 
most  ashamed.  That's  a  self  eviden'  preposition.  One  day,  one 
of  our  frens  come  into  our  offis,  teb'  srewd  man,  jus'  cun's  a  fox, 
considdabel  noledge  human  nature,  an'  he  say  to  us, — "Mr.  Ttjck- 
ef,  you  say  you  got  no  eddication,  ony  what  you  pick  up.  Warn' 
know  how  you  write  sich  strong  leaden'  editorials?  Warn' kno' 
how  you  find  out  ef  the  grammar  is  all  right?" 

We  put  Our  pen  behind  our  Ear.  "  We  will  tell  yer,"  sed  we, 
"  It's  plain  's  moonshine.  Ain't  no  trouble  about  that.  The  way 
is  this.  We  takes  a  sheet  o'  fool's  cap,  an'  we  say,  that's  got  to  be 
fill  up  with  suthin  nother.  We  write  about's  fast  '&  a  trottin 
hoist,  an'  we  hev  to  doo  it,  bekase  our  thoughts  is  considabul 
greater  than  our  abilities  to  express  em  fast  enuff.  Some  of  the 
best  of  'em  get  away  from  us,  an'  altho  they  belong  to  us  some- 
body else  takes  'em  up,  claims  'em  and  puts  'em  in  harness,  an'  we 
lose  'em.  Wal,  when  our  article  is  finish,  we  read  it  eout  in  a  loud 
woice.  an'  ef  it  sounds  right,  then  we  knows  it  is  right.  Ef  it  sounds 
good  grammar,  then  we  knows  it  is  good  grammar. '' 

"A  wery  excellen'  plan  indeed,  Mr.  Tucker,"  said  our  fren, 
"  We  all  go  more  by  sound  than  by  sense." 

"Aye,  ay,  Sir,  but  unstan  us.  Taint  that  exactly.  We  hitch 
sound  and  sense  together,  an'  then  we  got  a  strong  team.  We  ony 
keind  <>' judte  ihe  sense  by  the  sound,  's  far's  that,  we  owe  our 
fortin'  to  our  ears,  but  no  finder.  When  our  subscribers  come  in 
to  pay  for  our  paper,  which  is  like  angel's  wisits,  sometimes  we  see 
a  six[  ence.  It  feels  greasy.  Then  we  take  it  Onto  a  stun,  an'  rings 
it,  an'  ef  it  chime  eout  jullike  a  slay-bell,  then  we  say  all  right — 
Reeeave  Payment,  P.  C.  Tucker.  When  we  hear  a  tin  horn  gin 
eout  a  good  too-tin'  seound,  then  we  kno'  it  is  a  good  tin  horn." 

"Mr.  'Iuckef,"  said  our  fren',  ''your  talk  pleases  me  wery 
much  You're  a  man  of  sound-sense.  Some  folks  have  said  that 
your  paper  is  pretty  up-hill  work,  but  bowsumever — " 

'■  Howsumever,"  sed  we,  bristling  up,  "we'd  a  smart  deal  rather 
go  up  hill  than  down  hill.  We've  tried  both,  an'  the  up-hill  done 
us  most  good.  Any  body  can  go  down  hill.  He  don'  even  hev  to 
do  the  rollin' ;  it's  done  for  him.  Ain't  any  thing  that  goes  down 
's  well  's  he  goes  up  excep  the  sun.  He  ain't  bankrup  nother  by 
the  operasbun  ;  he  ony  divides  his  light  among  the  stars." 

"  Wery  good  indeed,  Mr.  Tucker,  Philosophy  is  better'n  gram- 
mar.'' 

"Grammar,"  sed  we,  "is  like  every  thing  else,  ony  good  in  its 
place.  We  don'  warn  be  a  slave  to  it,  when  our  thoughts  is  too 
much  for  it.  A  bold  independen'  spirit  will  defy  it.  Reason  why  ? 
— Because  it  is  made  up  of  rules,  an'  ef  he  is  any  think  of  a  man, 
he  can  in  went  bis  own  rules,  or  else  he'll  say  suthin  nother  that  the 
school  masters  will  hev  to  ramsack  areound,  and  make  some  rules 
that  will  suit  it.  Are  we  goin'  to  run  all  our  bullets  into  the  same 
moles,  when  sometimes  we  want  to  shoot  a  neagle,  and  agin  a 
squill  ?  Certingly  not.  Is  compositions  made  out  of  grammar,  or 
giammar  out  of  compositions  ?" 

"  How  of  jography,"  sed  our  fren,  a  little  offended  because  we 
was  so  fluid  that  we  didn't  gin  him  no  time  to  speak, — "are  we 
to  unstan  that  your  constitooents  are  hiring  you  to  keep  up  an 
organ  that  is  a  goin'  to  be  opposed  to  common  schools,  when  eddi- 
cation is  the  creownin'  glory  of  the  Uniten  States?" 

"Ef  they  dco  hire  us,"  sed  we,  with  gret  independens,  poisin' 
our  pen  as  ef  we  wuz  a  goin'  to  dart  it  at  him,  "  they  don'  pay  us. 
Far  be  from  us  to  be  oppose  to  jography,  my  dear  fren,  maps  is  good. 
We  don'  meddle  with  them.  They  bed  ought  to  be  made  an'  we 
wight  they  would  stay  made.  They  hed  ought  to  be  manafacture 
an'  told  for  a  good  price,  and  they  are  manafactur'  an'  sold  for  a 
good  piice.  But  we  go  in  for  the  map  of  the  hull  wurruld.  We 
warnt  a  high  platform  to  stand  Onto,  high  's  an  Eagle's  nest,  an' 
we  warn'  twirl  our  eyes  all  round  the  Compass,  an'  when  we've 
got  the  hull  sene  into  our  beds,  then  our  maps  gin  to  be  some  val- 
ly.  Oh  yes,  jography  is  good,  so's  stronomy,  so's  surweyin.  Sur- 
iveyin  's  one  of  the  most  practical  things  we  knows  of." 

"  All  right,  Mr.  Tucker,"  sed  our  fren' — arter  he  had  heard  us 
out.     "  Your  views  appear  to  be  conservative.'' 

"  Neow  we  will  tell  you  another  thing,''  we  went  on  to  say,— 
"  When  we  hev  written  a  good  leaden'  editorial,  we  like  to  hear 
what  the  printers  sez  of  it,  that  sets  up  the  types.  Ef  they  say, 
«'  Mr.  Tucker  is  wery  strong  to  day,"  Mr.  Tucker  has  handled  this 


subject  in  a  masterly  manner," — "  Mr.  Tucker  has  out-done  Tuck- 
eb,"  we  are  satisfy,  we  don'  warn  go  no  farther,  for  we  tell  you 
they're  the  best  crickets  in  the  kentry." 

"That's  so,"  replied  our  fren,  an'  he  went  eout. 

The  fact  is  such  men  do  not  appreciate  how  fur  we  sweep  in  our 
views,  how  fur  we  go  North,  how  fur  Seouth,  how  fur  East,  how 
fur  West,  how  high  is  our  aims,  and  how  deep  is  our  sound-ins. 
We  don'  happen  to  think  that  a  mud-puddle  's  deep,  just  because 
we  carnt  see  the  bottom.  We  believe  we  think  abtout  right  on  put 
near  every  think;  They  may  stop  our  press,  they  may  take  away 
our  types.  Tongues  was  made  before  types.  We  sail  go  on  again, 
and  we  will  fill  up  the  interwening  time  with  usefulness. 

Onct  we  knowed  a  man.  Wery  poor.  Used  to  sell  apple  saas. 
Used  to  sell  garding  saas.  Used  to  sell  water  crushes,  and  ben's 
eggs,  sometimes  duck's  eggs,  and  sich  like.  Used  to  go  leound  from 
house  to  house.  Not  a  gret  deal  fumitur  in  's  upper  chamber. 
Some  used  to  say  he  was  ony  half  an'  alf.  Wery  pious.  Wery 
strange  man  to  hear  him  talk.  He  wud  oiting  come  to  our  house 
an'  say — "Take  some  of  my  saas? — We're  all  pilgrims  onto  the 
same  rud  !— We  must  all  help  one  another  !  Oh,  do  buy  ony  three 
cents  wuth  saas  !"  Then  he  say  presently,  "  may  I  pray  ?"  '■  Oh 
yes,"  sed  we  "  certingly,  ef  you  will  be  short."  Arter  he  hed 
prayed  a  little  while,  he  not  able  to  remember  what  come  next. 
Then  he  say  to  himself  till  he  could  collect  his  thoughts—"  Two 
pistareens  and  a  half  make  a  half  dollar  ! — Two  PISTAREELS 
an'  a  half  make  a  half  dollar  !"  Then  he  come  again  to  another 
pause,  fill  it  right  up  in  same  way,  with  two  pistareens  an1  a  half 
make  half  a  dollar,  till  finally  he  fetch  up  all  safe  at  his  concludin' 
Amen.  There  is  a  moriall.  When  we  get  interrupted  in  our 
seiious  business,  we  don'  mean  to  be  stop  altogether,  we  go  on  with 
suthin'  nother,  we  fill  up  the  time  with  suthin  useful  for  our  feller 
men  an'  our  family,  and  scrape  together  nuff  pistareens  to  make  a 
dollar. — What  next? — as  the  lawyers  most  all  on 'em  say,  when 
they  are  pleadin'  in  court,  and  when  they  say  that  we  think  they're 
put  much  run  eout. 

My  dear  fren',  there  is  one  thing  which  we  hev  studied  it  during 
the  hull  course  of  our  lives.  It  is  readin',  writin',  jography, 
flosophy,  an'  sich  like  all  rolled  into  one.  We  couldn't  hev  biu' 
sich  a  good  editor  of  a  kentry  paper  without  it.  We  couldnt 
hev  got  along  without  it.  We  couldn'  do  nuffin  in  war  times 
without  it.  'S  as  good  's  a  cyclopedy,  'a  as  good  's  a  library, 
's  as  good  's  a  college.  Ef  you  don't  know  nuffinabeout  human 
nater  there  might  jes'  's  well  be  no  types  an'  no  printin' 
presses  in  the  hull  wurruld.  It  wud  stop  us  from  failin,  as  we 
hev  done,  ef  we  know  enuff  about  it.  My  dear  fren'  we  are  glad 
that  we  know,  (through  expeiiens  mark  you  !)  that  we  don'  know 
it  altogether — it  is  so  extensive.  We  know  a  considdable  deal  if 
we  know  what  there  is  that  we  don'  know.  Do  we  make  ourselfs 
unstood?  Any  individooal  who  don'  know  nuffin  abeout  it  will 
not  fail  in  business  as  we  hev  done,  three  or  four  times,  which 
is  a  slight  modicum  as  we  think,  and  a  great  measure  of  that  in 
codensequens  of  causes,  such  as  the  state  of  the  kentry,  with  which 
our  noledge  of  human  nater  hed  nothin'  to  do.  Ef  he  dono  nuffin, 
about  it,  he  will  fail  the  hull  time,  and  no  help  for  it.  He  may  hev 
Noser  Webster's  dictionary  by  heart,  but  we  can  beat  him  in 
spellin'.  He  may  study  jography  but  it  wont  do,  ef  he  don'  take 
in  the  hull  world.  As  to  's  grammar,  an'  logick,  as  we  hev  sed 
onct,  we  would'nt  gin  much  for  'em,  ef  they  choke  up  his  indepen- 
dens,  and  are  agin  his  true,  nat'ral  instincts.  Wal,  he  may  he  a 
good  divine  too,  read  everything,  but  0  he  doo  want  know  human 
nater  little  more'n  most  on  'em,  contrary  wise  carnt  doj  much 
good.  We  would'nt  gin  a  red  cent  for  all  the  Universities  Colleges 
or  Comming  Schools  every  where,  ef  we  carnt  do  better  by  the  boys 
in  our  systems  of  eddication  thau  we  hev  done,  an'  instead  of 
teaching  them  so  many  books,  instruct  them  a  little  more  in  com- 
mon human  natur,  an'  gin  'em  a  chance  to  bulge  eout  an'  expan. 
We  got  gret  many  things  to  say  about  such  matters,  ef  you  will 
put  up  with  our  way  of  saying  them.  Ouct  we  knowed  a  man — 
paps  we  wouldn't  hev  time  to  tell  you  abeout  him  neow,  but  will 
at  some  futur  opportunity,  an'  in  the  meanwhile  remain,  Your 
affechunate  fren'  an'  brother  in  the  printin'  business, 

Perley  C.  Tucker. 


Government  Agents  in  a  Pickle- 

We  hear  much  of  the  "  Rebel  Barbarities,"  and  really  suppose 
that  between  the  Correspondents  and  the  Rebels,  there  are  a  good 
many  barbarous  things  done.  The  following,  however,  from  a 
Rochester  paper,  is  worse  than  twenty  Bull  Runs.  Cannot  some 
over-careful  Secretary  attend  to  the  case  of  this  cold-blooded  cheap- 
cash-store  man  ?     Read, and  wonder : 

"VrORTIIKRN   Sl'IES— In  store,  and  for   sale  by  the  barrel,  at  's  cheap 

J^l  cash  store,  43 street. 
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PARISIAN    FASHIONS. 

EW  persons  are  aware, 
probably,  that  America 
is  just  now  giving  the 
cue  to  France,  in  the  ar- 
ticle fashion.  When  we 
say  America,  we  mean 
this  continent  upon 
which  we  spread  our- 
selves, generally.  Since 
the  Mexican  expedition, 
the  Parisian  belle  has  gone 
extensively  into  the  cos- 
tume of  that  country. 
The  Muchacha  is  now 
very  often  to  be  seen 
upon  the  Boulevards. 
It  is  usually  trimmed 
with  chapparal,  and  worn 
very  much  upon  one 
side.  So  much,  indeed, 
that  the  wearers  are  of  ten 
obliged  to  turn  the  other. 
Mexican  corale  is  a  favor- 
ite material  for  the  pon- 
cho, so  much  affected  by 
stoutish  Parisian  ladies 
well  ou  to  the  forties, 
while  the  ever  fresh  and 
charming  coyote  is  to  be  observed  mingled  with  the  gorgeous  adobe 
in  the  chaplets  with  which  blushing  sixteen  delights  in  confining 
its  irrepressible  tresses. 

The  Empress  was  lately  observed,  while  at  Compeigne,  standing 
upon  a  chair  before  a  looking-glass,  to  contemplate  the  effect  of  a 
cassolette  a  la  Mexique,  just  devised  by  her.  The  skirt  was  narrow, 
with  three  wreathed  flounces  running  round  it,  the  braidings  of 
which  were  ingeniously  combined  into  a  repetition  of  the  word 
vamos,  inallvsion  to  recent  events  not  altogether  unconnected  with 
foreign  movements  in  Mexico. 

It  is  stated  that  the  Emperor  has  ordered  from  his  tailor  a  full 
suit  of  clothes  fashioned  after  the  gaucho  cut,  which  the  Empress 
says  is  rather  gauche. 


THE  PLAINT  OF  THE  PLANTER. 
I. 

I  owned  a  hundred  niggers, 

All  sound  and  likely  working  hands, 
Worth  very  pretty  Aggers, 

And  now  they're  Contrabands  : 
They  ne'er  felt  whip  or  paddle, 

They  would  not  run  away  from  me, 
'Twas  /that  did  skedaddle, 

And  left  them  to  go  free . 


I  owned  a  nice  plantation, 

A  richer  one  you'll  hardly  find  : 
I  hated  like  darnation 

To  leave  it  all  behind  ; 
I  entered  Davis's  army 

Because  his  soldiers  did  incline 
To  feather  and  to  lar  me, 

If  I  refused  to  jine. 


And  here  I  starve  and  shiver, 

My  legs  are  weak,  my  arms  are  thinned  ; 
My  tears  have  raised  the  river — 

My  sighs  may  raiue  the  wind  ! 
Our  Ship  of  State  is  rotten, 

And  though  I've  fiercely  fought  and  bled 
And  burned  up  al!  my  cotton, 

I  haven't  got  a  red  ! 


0,  for  the  days  long  faded, 

Before  we  tried  Secession's  ruse ! 
When  proudly  I  paraded 

With  the  Savannah  Blues  ! 
But  now  Abe  Lincoln's  banner 

Waves  high  ;  and  soon,  undoubtedly, 
His  troops  will  take  Savannah, 

And  give  the  Blues  to  me  ! 


Etymological. 

Brown  and  Green  were  conversing  with  that  earnestness  by 
which  they  are  both  distinguished,  on  the  subject  of  the  new  verb 
"to  Skedaddle." 

Brown  expressed  himself  confideat  that  the  word  is  to  be  found 
in  English  writers  of  the  Elizabethan  period,  and  that  it  means  to 
"  shuffle  off." 

Green,  however,  whose  profession  is  that  of  Shakespearian  Com- 
mentator, had  him  there,  "for,"  says  he,  "that  proposition  of 
yours,  Mr.  Brown,  is  hardly  adapted  for  containing  water,  because, 
supposing  the  word  to  have  been  in  use  by  the  Elizabethan  writers, 
then  Shakespeare  undoubtedly  would  have  written  "  Skedaddle 
this  mortal  coil,'  instead  of  'shuffle  off  this  mortal  coil' — don't 
you  see  V 

Brown  saw. 


Euclid  Nowhere. 


There  is  something  new,  every  day,  under  the  sun.  The  last 
novelty  we  know  of  is  the  extraordinary  manner  in  which  Gen. 
Sigel' s  hair  is  cut  by  the  Pittsburg  Chronicle. 

"Gen  Sigel,"  says  the  P.  C,  "  wears  a  thin  moustache  and 
goatee,  and  his  hair,  which  is  rather  long,  is  cut  square  round." 

Shade  of  Euclid  !  Here  is  a  quadrature  of  the  circle  of  which, 
certes,  the  wildest  Geometer  never  dreamed. 

What  a  miracle  of  the  tonsorial  art  is  here ! 

Truly,  description  is  the  better  part  of  (thy)  valor,  oh !  P. 
Chronicler ! 

But  canst  thou  not  tell  us  the  name  of  the  scissorial  knight  who 
wrought  this  marvel  upon  the  hair  of  Sigel  ?  We  would  have  our 
hyacinthine  locks  also  cut  "  square  round." 


A   MORAL    TROTTING    MATCH. 

Mr.  Bonner,  of  the  Ledger,  in  reply  to  an  invitation  to  trot  his 
famous  pair  of  horses  at  Philadelphia,  declines  doing  so  unless  two 
thirds  of  the  clergy  of  that  city  back  him — with  their  opinions  as 
to  whether  the  object  for  which  his  presence  is  solicited  is  a 
worthy  one.  The  clerical  countenance  thus  given,  Mr.  Bonner 
declares  himself  ready  to  trot  such  a  match  against  Time  as  never 
yet  has  been  on  record. 

Now,  doesn't  it  seem  rather  odd  that  clergymen,  whose  business 
for  the  most  part  is  with  Eternity,  should  thus  be  invited  to  mix 
themselves  up  with  a  match  against  Time  ? 


Give  'era  Line. 

About  thirty  thousand  respectable  citizens  have  written  to  us 
enquiring  if  we  can  inform  them  where  Beauregard's  Lines  are. 

In  reply  to  the  anxious  crowd,  we  can  only  express  our  regret 
that  we  are  unacquainted  with  the  name  and  address  of  the  rope- 
maker  who  supplies  the  Executive  at  Washington  with  such  articles. 


House  Decorations. 


A  contrabandit  from  Richmond  has  brought  word  that  the  citi- 
zens of  that  place  are  tarring  their  houses  in  preparation  for  a 
great  blaze.  Should  Beauregard  reach  Richmond  with  the  tattered 
remnant  of  his  army,  we  suppose  that  the  application  of  the  white 
feather  will  render  the  operation  complete. 


We  Fau:-e  for  a  Reply. 


Can  any  gentleman  connected  with  the  Army  of  the  Potomac 
inform  us  whether  the  Swell  of  the  Chickahominy,  so  often  referred 
to  of  late  in  the  war  correspondence  of  the  daily  papers,  belongs 
to  one  of  the  First  Families  of  Virginia  ? 


A  Demonstrative  Darkey. 


A  released  contraband  in  Newbern  artlessly  signified  his  rapture 
by  "  standing;  for  five  minutes  on  his  head  and  knocking  his  heels 
together.''  The  Providence  Journal  says, "  his  wife  was  less  ecstatic." 
We  should  hope  so. 


A  Cold  Snap. 

Among  the  arrivals  by  the  steamship  City  of  New  York,  from 
Liverpool,  we  find  the  name  of  Sir  Weeks  Wynter.  Welcome  to 
our  shores,  stranger,  whoever  you  are  ;  but  it  does  seem  rather  hard 
that  you  should  come  upon  us  just  now,  when  we  are  naturally  ex- 
pecting to  enjoy  several  Months  Summer. 


JUNE  21,  1862.] 


VANITY    FAIK. 


303 


THE    NORTHERN    MIND. 

KEAT  credit  is  due  to  the 
Northern  Mind  for  the 
cheerful  manner  in  which 
it  has  behaved  through- 
out the  trying  times  im- 
posed upon  it  by  the  past 
twelve  months.  We  do 
not  think  that  any  baby 
at  Barnum's  Show  has  ex- 
hibited the  same  placidity 
at  the  approach  of  re- 
freshment hour  as  that 
displayed  now  daily  by 
the  Northern  Mind  when 
the  "barbaric  yawp"  of 
the  newsboy  announces 
another  episode  of  the 
War.  Men  don't  leap 
from  their  downy  couches 
at  midnight,  now,  and 
stoop  wildly  from  their 
windows,  like  white  spec- 
tres, grasping  i-avenously 
at  the  half  Herald  up- 
ward hurled  at  them  by 
the  vociferous  distributor. 
Neither  do  women.  There 
is  a  certain  propriety 
about  the  Northern  Mind, 
which  asserts  itself  in  due 
time,  and  teaches  people 
that  such  proceedings  are 
open  to  objection — especi- 
ally where  the  street  is 
narrow  and  the  moon  near  the  full.  Elasticity,  not  apathy,  is  a  leading  characteristic 
of  the  Northern  Mind.  Hopefulness  is  another  ;  Abraham  Lincoln  a  third,  and 
Major-General  McClellan  a  fourth. 

With  such  elements,  is  it  wonderful  that  the  face  which  is  indicative  of  the  North- 
ern Mind  should  wear  much  the  same  aspect  presented  by  it  when  no  worse  event  than 
an  Atlantic  Cable  impended  over  the  community  ?  Occasionally,  in  Wall  Street,  in- 
deed, may  be  seen  glowering  the  visages  of  men  seen  as  in  a  dingy  looking-glass,  darkly, 
coming  down  the  river  Styx  upon  a  raft.  (Here  we  refrain  from  a  stunning  pun, 
which  might  easily  have  been  composed  upon  the  word  Sticks,  in  connection  with  a 
raft.)  But,  even  in  Wall  Street,  the  aspect  of  the  Average  Man  is  of  a  cheerful  ten- 
dency. He  is  a  noble  specimen  of  Nature's  manufacture,  as  he  goes  about  his  daily 
avocations  with  his  usual  composure  and  a  cigar  in  his  mouth.  The  busy  clerk,  with 
ear  deftly  adapted  by  Nature  to  the  purpose  of  a  pen-holder,  now  no  longer  tears 
wildly  up  the  Street  toward  Broadway,  as  the  sound  of  martial  music  rends  the  air. 
He  knows,  by  this  time,  the  value  of  the  sweet,  philosophic  recommendation  to  "  let 
things  slide."  He  is  aware  that  things  will  slide  whetner  or  no,  and  he  has  perfect 
confidence  that  they  will  all  slide  into  their  proper  grooves  by  and  by. 

Loitering  along  Broadway,  we  do  not  observe  that  the  bonnets  are  of  a  less  impres- 
sive character  than  those  celestial  creations  used  to  be  when  millinery,  instead  of  mil- 
itary, law  gave  its  ordinances  to  the  land.  The  sweet  things  in  mantillas  yet  assert 
their  sway— and  very  pretty  it  is  to  see  them  swaying,  too,  if  you  only  notice  it.  Do 
you  suppose  that  there  is  one  among  the  Beautiful  of  tulip-tossing  Broadway,  who 
does  not  think  her  own  summer  sack  a  much  more  becoming  object  than  tne  sack  of 
New  Orleans,  or  of  Richmond,  or  of  any  other  city  that  ever  had  a  sack  in  store  for 
it  ?  Possibly  not  one.  It  wouldn't  be  womanly  ;  and,  besides,  it  would  conflict  with 
our  theory  regarding  the  revived  tranquillity  of  the  Northern  Mind. 

Theatrical  managers — weazels  that  never  sleep — are  availing  themselves  largely  of 
the  dulcet  condition  of  the  Northern  Mind.  Despondency  cannot  have  gone  very 
deeply  into  the  N.  M.,  as  typified  at  New  York,  else  would  not  the  Drama  flourish 
greatly  as  it  does,  nor  the  St.  Cecilia  of  Fourteenth  Street  take  her  harp  permanently 
out  of  pawn  and  go  cheerily  back  to  her  business,  as  she  has  done. 

Altogether,  immense  credit  is  due  to  the  Northern  Mind  ;  certainly  to  the  New 
York  section  of  it,  upon  which  neither  the  War  nor  the  suppression  of  the  Concert 
Saloons  appear  to  have  left  any  permanent  blight 


[Advertisement-] 

WANTED  IMMEDIATELY.— AT  THE  TRIBUNE  OFFICE  ;  AN  ARMED 
Negro,  to  keep  Mr.  Greeley  from  becoming  insane.  A  small  tractable  one,  quite 
black,  and  accustomed  to  considerable  neglect,  may  hear  of  a  good  chance  by  instant 
application.  None  but  those  of  good  moral  character  and  an  intense  power  of  im- 
agination need  apply. 


Only  Perhaps. 

Parson  Brownlow,  in  one  of  his  speeches  lately,  informed  his  hearers  that  he  ig 
"  making  history."  Now,  from  the  Parson's  frequent,  fond,  and  monosyllabic  refe" 
ences  to  the  Infernal  Regions,  we  take  it  that  he  means  Profane  history,  perhaps. 


FAME. 

What  higher  triumph  can  reward  the  man 
of  lofty  aspirations,  than  to  be  associated 
with  the  first  minds  of  his  time,  in  those 
grand  labors  which  shall  bless  and  be  blessed 
by  the  generations  of  the  future  ? 

Such  a  labor  is  The  Encyclopedia  Britan- 
nica  ;  the  noblest  literary  monument  of  the 
Nineteenth  Century.  The  names  of  its 
Architects  and  Builders  will  be  honored  in 
ages  yet  to  come.  May  we  not  indulge  in 
a  feeling  of  pride  to  find  America  occupy- 
ing at  least  one  line  upon  its  tablets?  With 
Arago,  Sir  William  Hamilton,  Lord  Macau- 
lay,  the  Chevalier  Btjnsen,  Herschel,  and 
the  mighty  thinkers  of  Europe,  our  own 
Everett  is  awarded  prominent  place. 

The  published  list  of  contributors  to  The 
Encyclopedia  Britannica,  presents  a  brilliant 
constellation  of  titles,  significant  initials, 
and  distinguishing  affixes  or  prefixes — a 
magnificent  array  of  the  great  workers,  at- 
tended by  some  mention  of  their  greatest 
works.  "  W.  E.  Aytoun,  L.  L.  D.,  Prof, 
of  Rhetoric,  etc."  "  Sir  David  Brewster, 
K.  H.,  L.L.  D.,  etc."  "  Dr.  Doran,  author 
of  '  Habits  of  Men."  "Robert  Stephenson, 
C.  E.,  F.  R.  S.,  etc."  "Richard  Monck- 
ton  Milnes,  M.  P.  ;"  and  many  others, 
peers  even  of  these. 

In  regarding  this  splendid  and  imposing 
galaxy  of  the  brightest  lights  of  literature 
and  science,  we  become  anxious  to  know 
how  our  representative  Star  may  shine. 
Whether  as  Orator,  Patriot,  Sage  and  Lau- 
dator of  Washington,  or  as  late  Senator, 
Secretary  of  State,  and  Minister  near  the 
Court  of  St.  James.  But  none  of  these  I 
'Tis  no  scintillation  of  Mr.  Everett's  earlier 
genius  which  contributes  its  ray  to  the  lu- 
minous list  of  The  Encyclopedia  Britannica. 
The  last  emanations  of  his  maturer  scholar- 
ship alone  are  equal  to  the  requirements  of 
the  transcendent  occasion,  and  his  name 
simply  stands  upon  the  enduring  record  as 
"  Hon.  E.  Everett,  author  of  the  Mount 
Vernon  Papers." 


One  of  the  Horrors  of  War. 

"If  it  were  not  for  my  friends'  feelings, 
I  would  go  to  the  war,"  said  X  ;  "  but  if  I 
should  be  killed,  think  how  my  poor  family 
would  blush  ?" 

"Blush?"  asked  the  Lodger;  "and  t 
what,  pray?" 

"At  seeing  my  name  published  in  the 
Herald  !" 


The  Joke  of  the  Tirewoman. 

"Why  will  not  my  hair  lie  down  ?"  pe- 
tulantly exclaimed  the  Lady,  plying  brush 
and  comb  with  energy. 

"  Evidently,"  replied  the  handmaiden, 
"  because  it  is  not  yet '  tired'." 

The  handmaiden  received  instant  notice 
to  retire. 


By  a  Transient  Guest. 

Would  it  be  proper,  now,  if  your  land- 
lord can  "  keep  a  hotel,"  to  call  him  Inn- 
capable  ? 


By  a  Chamber-maid. 

Shure,  an'  isn't  one  Gen.  Coucn  worth  a 
dozen  Pillows  ? 


The  Worst  "Rebel  Barbarities  " 
The  editorials  of  the  Memphis  Avalanche. 
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Another  Boston  Notion. 

An  importer  of  fancy  articles  for  the  Bos- 
ton belles  announces  the  arrival  of  "  Para- 
soletts  of  entirely  new  patterns."  Para- 
soletts  !— sweet  word  :  new  to  us,  indeed, 
but  not  the  less  saccharine  for  that.  It  sug- 
gests a  short  poem  to  us.  Here  is  the  short 
poem  : 
"  Come  with  me,  enchanting  object  of  my 

heart's  intense  delight," 
Quoth  her  lover  to  Melissa  Smith,  sobeautifu  1 

and  bright  ; 
"  Let  us  wander  out  a  shopping  after  new 

Parasoletts  ;" 
And  in  joyous  acquiescence  promptly  echoed 
she  "0  Let's!" 

This  is  not  an  advertisemstit ;  for  we  have 
a  good  two-shilling  umbrella,  no  wife,  and 
nary  an  "object  of  affection"  on  hand,  at 
present. 


A  Shot  in  the  Ring. 

The  Opinion  Nationale  says  that  a  foreign 
throne  in  Mexico  would  be  nothing  but  a 
target  for  the  United  States  to  pepper  away 
at. 

This  is  our  Opinion  Nationale,  too.  We 
are  convinced  that  the  United  States  Revol- 
ver would  bring  about  a  Revolution  in  Mex- 
ico such  as  would  take  the  scalp  off  any 
crowned  head  that  Europe  can  "  scare  up." 


TRAGEDY  IN  THE  FOURTH  WARD. 

Tragic  Newsboy. — "  Is  this  a  dagger  as  I  sees  forenenst  me  ?  " 

Unsophisticated  Person. — "  Go  away  with  tour  dagger,  sonny,  there's  too  much 
of  that  here  already  !" 


Having  a  Prospero's  Time  of  It. 
The   Winter    Garden,  with    Mr.    Charles 
Gayler's    version  of  the"  Tempest." 

^> 

Pope's  Homer- 
The  Home  thrust  lately  experienced  by 
Beauregard. 


VERMICELLI. 

0  the  dreadful  month  of  June, 

Vermicelli ! 
In  the  morniug  and  at  noon, 

Vermicelli ! 
In  the  torrid  glow  of  noon, 
And  at  night  beneath  the  moon, 
When  the  crickets  are  a-tune, 
Vermicelli ! 


Dropping  down  the  live-long  day, 

Vermicelli ! 
From  every  leaf  and  every  spray, 

Vermicelli ! 
From  every  leaf  arid  tender  spray 
In  an  aggravating  way 
Upon  all  beneath  who  stray, 

Vermicelli ! 


From  each  arbor-blossom  rare, 

Vermicelli ! 
From  vegetation  everywhere, 

Vermicelli ! 
On  my  hat  and  in  my  hair, 
In  my  pockets,  I  declare, 
What  could  I  do  but  swear  ? 

Vermicelli ! 

On  the  hyacinth  and  tulip, 

Vermicelli ! 
On  the  mint  that  wreathes  my  julep 

Vermicelli ! 
On  the  trimmings  of  my  julep 
As  with  eagerness  I  glue  lip 
To  the  tube  contrived  to  cool  lip, 

Vermicelli ! 


On  the  bonnet  of  the  belle, 

Vermicelli ! 
On  the  whiskers  of  the  swell 

Vermicelli ! 
On  the  hill  and  in  the  dell, 
Everywhere  we  walk  and  dwell 
Our  invectives  you  compel, 
Vermicelli ! 


All  the  verdure  in  the  Park, 
Vermicelli ! 

With  your  myriads  is  dark, 
Vermicelli ; 

How  could  Noah,  in  his  Ark, 

Such  a  piague  as  you  embark  ? 

Is  the  popular  remark, 

Vermicelli ! 


OUR  BOOK  REVIEW. 
Ravenshoe :  By  Henry  Kingsley.  Boston  :  Ticknor  and  Fields. 
This  novel,  which  first  appeared  in  McMillan's  Magazine,  is  from 
the  pen  of  a  brother  of  Chaeles  Kingsley,  an  English  parson  of 
the  beer  school—  and  none  the  worse  for  that.  Like  his  brother, 
Henry  Kingsley  is  gifted  with  great  descriptive  power,  as  the 
readers  of  his  "  Geoffry  Hamlyn"  will  admit.  "  Ravenshoe"  will 
ensure  to  Mr.  Kingsley  a  popularity  among  American  readers  not 
inferior  to  that  enjoyed  in  England  by  his  gifted  and  athletic- 
minded  brother. 

Les  Miserables :   By  Victor   Hugo.     New   York  :    Calreion,   413 
Broadway . 

The  first  of  five  parts  into  which  the  renowned  Victor  has  seen  fi* 
to  divide  this,  his  magnum  puso,  which  may  further  be  characterized 
as  a  magnum  bonum1  It,  is  a  work  of  marvellous  power — even  in  the 
somewhat  Frenchy  idiom  into  which  it  has  been  interpreted  by  the 
translator. 


Published  by  Louis  H.  Stephen.",  for  the  Proprietors,  at  116  Nassau  street,  N.  Y. 
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Is  now  ready,  commencing  a  new  volume.  It  contains  contributions  from  NATHANIEL  HAWTHORNE,  OLIVER 
WENDELL  HOLMES,  AUTHOR  OF  "  CHARLES  AUCHESTER,"  BAYARD  TAYLOR,  LOUIS  AGASSIZ,  and  other 
popular  writers. 

For  full  Table  of  Contents  see  next  page.     Price  25  Cents.     For  sale  by  all  Booksellers. 
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GENERAL     BENJAMIN     F.     BUTLER. 
"  There  ! — I've  nailed  You  to  the  Wall  !'' 


VANITY    FAIR. 


JULY,   1862, 
Is  Kessdy  To-day. 

WITH  CONTRIBUTIONS  FROM 

NATHANIEL   HAWTHORNE, 
OLIVER  WENDELL  HOLMES, 
AUTHOR  OF  ■•CHA'S  AUCHESTER." 
BAYARD  TAYLOR. 

LOUIS  AGASSIZ. 
And  other  Popular   Writers. 

The  July  Number  is  now  ready,  with  the 
following  contents  : 

Chiefly  about  War  Matters  ;  The  Poet  to 
his  Readers;  Friend  Ell's  Daughter;  The 
Children's  Cities ;  Ericsson  and  his  Inven- 
tions; Some  Soldier's  Poetry;  Froude's 
Henry  Eighth ;  Lyrics  of  the  Street.  —The 
Wedding  ;  Presence  :  The  Minute  Guns  ; 
Originality ;  Why  their  Creeds  Differed  ; 
Taxation  no  Burden  ;  Moving  ;  Methods  of 
Study  in  Natural  History  ,  Reviews  and 
Literary  Notices. 


BEGINNING  OF  A  NEW  VOLUME. 

The  present  number  commences  the  Tenth 
Volume  of  the  Atlantic.  The  fact  that 
10,000  copies  have  been  added  to  the  regular 
circulation  of  this  Magazine  since  the  begin- 
ning of  this  year  is  sufficient  evidence  of  the 
favor  with  which  the  public  regard  the  At- 
lantic. 

The  Tenth  Voluje  will  contain  a  great 
variety  of  the  best  articles  in  all  departments 
of  literature.  Its  pages  will  be  strengthened 
as  heretofore,  by  thoughtful  and  patriotic 
political  papers  from  the  best  pens  in  the 
country.  In  the  department  of  Novels  and 
Stories,  the  Atlantic  will  in  future  be  spe- 
cially well  supplied,  some  of  our  most  popu- 
lar writers  being  now  engaged  on  Romances 
and  Tales  for  its  columns. 

The  late  Theodore  Winthrop,  the  author 
of  "Cecil  Dreeme "  and  ''John  Brent," 
left  a  most  interesting  journal  of  his  travels, 
which  will  appear  shortly  in  the  Atlantic, 
with  the  title  of  "Life  in  the  Open  Air:" 
The  record  is  full  of  adventure. 

Professor  Lowell  and  Professor  Agassiz 
will  continue  their  popular  contributions, 
so  widely  welcomed  at  home  and  abroad. 

The  Atlantic  Staff  of  Writers  in  prose  and 
poetry  comprises  many  of  the  best  names  in 
American  literature.     Among  them  are 

James  Russell  Lowell, 

Oliver  Wendell  Holmes, 

Henry  W.  Longfellow, 

John  G.  Whittier, 

Louis  Agassiz, 

E.  P.  Whipple, 

Ralph  Waldo  Emerson, 

Bayard  Taylor, 

Nathaniel  Hawthorne, 

T.  W.  Higginson, 

Edward  Everett, 

"The  Country  Parson," 

Harriet  Prescott, 

Rose  Terry, 

Mrs.  H.  B.  Stowe, 

Henry  Giles, 

And  others  of 
J6E5"  The  Leading  Writers  of  America.  *=©& 

TERMS.— Three  dollars  a  year,  or  Twen- 
ty-five cents  a  number,  postage  paid  by  the 
Publishers. 

Clubbing  Arrangements. — Subscribers 
to  pay  their  own  postage.  Two  copies  for 
five  Dollars  ;  Five  Copies  for  Ten  Dollars  ; 
Eleven  copias  for  Twenty  Dollars-  Postage 
36  cents  a  year. 

T1CKN0R  &  FIELDS, 
Publishers, 

135  Washington  St.,  Boston.  Mass. 


SHOES. 

JOHN  SLATER, 

2  Courtland  Street,  near  Broadway. 


English  Walking  Shoes,  Balmoral  Boots, 
and  every  description  of  Boots  and  Shoes 
with  English  bend  Soles,  ready  made  and 
made  to  order.  French  Patent  Leather  and 
Calf  kin  Hoots  and  Congress  Gaiters,  a  little 
soiled,  now  selling  cheap. 


H«>w  *o  catch   Fish 

of  all  kinds  as  fast  as  you  can  pick  them  up, 
sent  free.  G   C.  BERRY, 

North  Stratford,  N.  H. 


Solar  Matches. 

Contain  no  Sulphur.  Have  no  unpleas- 
ant Smell  when  burning.  Are  the  Safest  to 
use.  As  cheap  as  Sulpur  Matches.  War- 
ranted to  stand  Heat  or  Damp  better  than 
ny  other.     Patented.     Sold  everywhere. 

SOLaK  MA1GH  CO.,  101  and  103  BEEE 
MAN  St.,N.  Y. 


BOKEH'S    BITTERS. 

vorably  known  in  this  country  since   nearly  thirty-three  years,  are  now,   from   the  continual 
e  nc1;  gained  in  their  mo.  t  careful  preparation  of  large  quantities  at  reguh.r  periods,  if  at  all  pos- 

sible, better  in  quality  than  e'  er  before.     They  are  confidently  and  sincerely  ottered  to  the  public  as 
the  best  of  all  really  pure  Bitters  ;  as  the 

MOST  PLEASANT  CORDIAL 

of  its  kin      n  ail  its  varied  applications  ;  and,  finally,  as  a  truly 

VALUABLE     MEDICINE    AND    STIMULANT 

in  all  cases  of  complaint  connected  with  the  stomach  orfthe   nervous  system,  so  prevalent  during  the 
summer  and  fall  seasons 

To  prove  these  assertions  all  lhat  is  asked  is  a  fair  trial  and  comparison  with  any  other  article  sold 
in  the  market  under  the  name  of  Bitters. 


For  sale  by  grocers  and  druggists  generally,  and  with  a  liberal  disconnt  to  the  trade,  by  the  Agent. 

L.  FUNKE,  Jr.,  06  Liberty  street. 


N.  B. — Beware  of  counterfeits  and  imitations  similarly  put  up,  and  see  that  the  name  and  signature 
of  the  old  firm  of  "John  G.  &  J.  Boker  "  be  on  the  labels,  and  their  seal  on  the  corks. 


IMPROVED 
Grutta     Pereha 

CEMENT 

ROOFING 

It  is  water-proof, 
and 

Costs  only   about 

one  -  third    as 

much    as 

Tin, 

AND     IS      TWICE 
AS   DURABLE. 


ROOFING  in  use. 
Fire  and  Water 
Proof.  Applied 
to  New  and  Old 
Rooi'a  of  all  kinds. 
and  st-nt  to  all 
parts  of  the  coun- 
try with  full  di- 
rections for  use. 
Send  for  a  Circular 


J0RRS  &  CR0SLEY, 

SOLE   MANUFACTURERS. 

78  'WILLIAM   ST., 

(COK.    LIBERTY   ST.), 

NEW    YORK. 


GUTTA  PERCHA 

CEMENT, 

FOR  preserving 
new  and  repairing 
LEAKY  METAL 
ROOFS  of  every 
description ;     Wn.i. 

NOT  CRACK  IN  COLD 
OR  RUN  IN  WARM 
WEATHER. 

Agents  Wanted. 

Terms  Cash  I 


TO  SINS    &    CROSLEY'S   AMERICAN    CEMENT  CLUE,  FOR 

J    CEMENTING  WOOD,    LEATHER,  GLASS,    IVORY,    CHINA,     MARBLE, 

PORCELAIN,  ALABASTER,  BONE,  CORAL,  &c,  «"•...  the  only  article  of  the  kind  ever  produced 
which  will  withstand  water.     Liberal  terms  to  Wholesale  balers. 

PRICE    TWENTY  -  FIVE   CENTS. 

JOHNS  &  CROSLEY,  Sole  Manufacturers, 

Wholesale  Warehouse,  87  William  st.,  cor.  Liberty. 


Editors    throughout    the    Country 

Who  have  received  this  paper  for  ONE  YEAR,  will  please  insert  the  following— NOTICE  AND 
TERMS THREE  TIMES  in  their  advertising  columns,  and  send  marked  copies  of  the  papers  con- 
taining the  same  to  this  office.  The  paper  will  not  be  sent  to  such  as  do  not  comply  with  our  terms, 
as  our  exchange  list  is  an  unusually  large  one. 


Notice  to  Subscribers. 


WE    OFFE      Ad         PREMIUM   TO 

EVERY  THREE  DOLLAR  SUBSCRIBER   TO   VANITY   PAIR. 

A    COPY  OF 

ARTEMUS    WARD    HIS    BOOK, 

To  he  shortly  issued  hy  CARLETON  Publisher,   of  this  city.     Price,  $1  00. 
We  will  send  any  other  ONE  DOLLAR  Publication  which  may  De  preferred. 
We  do  not  prepay  the  paper  to  Premium  Subscribers,  but  the 

BOOK  WILL   BE   SENT   POSTAGE  FREE. 
TERMS    OF    SUBSCRIPTION. 


TO     VANITY     FAIR. 


One  Copy  one  year 


and  "  Artemus  Ward  Letters, 


unpaid $2  50 

unpaid, a  00 

paid 3  00 

paid 5  00 

unpaid 10  00 

unpaid (j  00 

y  00 


Two  Copies  one  year  (to  one  address) 

Five  Copies  one  year  (.to  one  address; 

One  Copy  one  year  and  Worcester's  ills  d  Q'rto  Dictionary 
Three  Copies  one  year  and  Worcester's  ills'd  Quarto  Dictionary, 

UOliJVD     VOLUMES. 

Single  Volume Postage  paid $2  00 

Three  Volumes  and  copy  of  paper  one  year,  books  prepaid  only ^  00 

Four  Volumes  and  Copy  of  Paper,  one  year,  books  prepaid  only, 8  00 

Three  Volumes        "  "  "  (to  Calilorina)  books  prepaid  only 8  00 

Four  Volumes  "  "  "  "  "  "  9  00 

Remittances  must  be  made  in  Gold,  New  York  or  Eastern  Currency,  or  other  Currency  at  New 
York  par.     Seal  all  letters  securely,  and  address  plainly  to 

LOUIS  H.  STEPHENS,  Publisher  for  Proprietors, 

No   110  Nassau  street,  N.  Y, 


J.   H.  JOHNSTON  &  CO., 

150  Bowery,  cor.  Broome  St.» 

NEW  YORK. 


Offer  at  war  prices  their  stock  of  fine 

GOLD     AND     SILVER      WATCHES, 
Rich  Jewelry  and  Diamonds,  Sterling  Silver 
Ware  of  every  Design  and  Patern,  and  fine 
Plated  Ware  of  our  own  manufacture.     Our 

Ice  Pitchers,  Ice  Pitchers,  Ice  Pitchers 
are  ot  the  newest  and  best  styles,  and  selling 
faster  than  ever. 

Wedding  and  Visiting  Cards,  Card  Albums, 
Hair  Jewelry,  &c,  a.c. 

Watches  and  Jewelry  repaired. 


HIS  BOOK. 

JUST  PUBLISHED. 

All  the  rich  things  that  have  ever  been 
written  by  the  renowned  humorist  "Arte- 
mus Ward,"  collected  in  one  elegant  volume, 
with  numerous  comic  illustrations  by  our 
best  artists-     Price  One  Dollar. 

„*„  Copies  sent  by  mail,  postage  free,  on 
receipt  of  price,  by  CARLETON,  Publisher, 
413  Broadway,  NEW-YORK. 


Les  MiserableSj 

VICTOR  HUGO'S  GREAT  NOVEL. 


JjThe  American  Copyright   Translation   of 
this    Magnificent    French    Fiction   is    now 


ready. 


Paper  Covers,   price    50 


cents,  and  cloth  binding,  price  $1.00 

It  is  the  acknowledged  literary  event  of 
this  century.  In  the  way  of  a  novel  there's 
no  grander  in  all  literature. 

*,*  Copies  sent  by  mail  Postage  Free  on 
receipt  of  price,  by  CARLETON,  Pub- 
lisher,  413  Broadway,  New  York. 


JOSEPH  GILLOT'S 

STEEL,  PEWS, 

OF    THE     OLD    STANDARD    QUALITY 

For  sale  by  all  Stationers  throughout  the 
United  States,  and  to  the  Trade  at  the  man- 
ufacturer's warehouse, 

91  JOHN   STREET.  NEW  YORK. 
Henry  Owen,  Agent. 


GREAT   MUSICAL.   BOX 
DliPUT.     M.  J.    PaILLAKJJ, 

Importer,  21  Maiden  Lane,  N.  Y.  Has  for 
sale  the  most  extensive  assortment  in  the 
country,  at  prices  varying  at  Two  tr  Two 
Hundred  and  Fifty  Dollars,  each  playing  1, 
2,  3   4,  6,  8,  10,  12,  10  and  24  airs. 

BEAUTIFUL  TOY  BOXES  FOR  CHILDREN. 

BOXES  TO  SUIT  ALL  AGES  ASO  1'ASfES  . 
Call  and  examine  them  I 

Fine  Gold  and  Silver    Watches  Cheap  for 
Cash. 

MUSICAL  BOXES  REPAIRED. 


VOL 8/ftT HERS  AT- 

V  tention! — Lor  the  derangements  of 
the  system  incidental  upon  the  change  of 
diet,  Wounds,  Eruptions,  tand  exposures, 
which  evrry  Volunteer  is  liable  to,  there 
are  no  remedies  sn  safe,  convenient,  and 
reliable,  as  HOLLOWAY'S  PILLS  .AND 
OINTMENT,   25  cents  per  box.  209 


Gift,  Catalogue,  &c,  sent  tor  $1,  by  G.  G. 
BERRY,  North  Stratford,  N.  H. 
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NOT 


CAUGHT    WITH    CHAFF. 


Mrs  Pimple.  "Don't  tell  me  it's  going  to  thr  Astor  Library  you  are  at  this  time 
of  night, Mr.  P. — You  know  as  well  as  I  do  that  it  shuts  ur  at  sundown,  Mr.  P.— 
juj-t  about  the  time  Cremorne  Gardens  open,  Mr.  P  !" 


PLATED    VESSELS. 

The  following  advertisement  appeared  in 
a  late  number  of  the  Philadelphia  Press  : 

OWNER  WASTED  —A  pair  of  Brittannia  teapots 
are  at  the  Twenty  second  ward  station-house 
awaitiDg  an  owner  The  thi»f  frum  whom  they 
were  taken  refused  to  tell  from  whence  he  had  stolen 
them.  Those  persons  who  have  lost  such  articles 
should  g'.  to  the  station  house  and  see  if  they  can 
identify  the  property. 

We  think  that  these  vessels  are  very  sus- 
picious, and  ought  to  be  detained  as  contra- 
band, espscially  if  they  belong  to  Britannia, 
who  is  always  ready  to  get  up  a  tempest  in 
a,teapot  Should  Britannia  call  for  her  tea- 
pots at  the  station  house,  we  really  think 
she  ought  to  be  detained,  as  we  are  by  no 
means  confident  with  regard  to  her  inten- 
tions toward  this  country.  To  be  fore-warn- 
ed is  to  be  fore-armed,  and  the  Plate  of 
Britannia  should  be  viewed  with  reserve. 


Latest  Improvement  in  Artillery- 
Opdyke's  Ord' nance  for  pounding  dogs. 
Singular  to  say,  the  only  way  in  which  the 
poor  animals  can  escape  the  deadly  canon 
is  by  putting  their  heads  into  the  muzzle. 
Some  friend  of  the  oppressed  canine  race 
should  write  a  dogmatic  pamphlet  on  the 
t-ubject  under  the  title  of  "  Yelper's  Crisis.'' 


Manners  of  the  Japs. 

The  London  papers  mention  with  disgust 
that  the  Japanese  Ambassadors  use  as  sub- 
stitutes for  pocket-handkerchiefs  bits  of  rag, 
which  they  carry  in  their  bosoms.  Why  does 
not  Punch  give  the  dirty  wretches  a  Wipe. 
It  is  also  stated  that  the  Japs  suck  their  fin- 
gers after  dinner— a  proof  that  although  they 
eschew  opium  they  are  fond  of  digit-alis. 


Benediction    Appropriate  for  a  Departing 
Express  Wagon- 

Packs  Vobiscum. 


PERTINENT    INQUIRIES    BY    A    SOUTHERN    BELLE- 

Why  sleeps  my  wonted  tuneful  lute  ? 
Why  rust  the  keys  of  Frederick's  flute, 
On  which  he  could  so  sweetly  toot  ? 

Why  do  my  dusty  books  in  vain 
Suggest  full  many  a  thrilling  strain — 
I  warbled  once  with  might  and  main  ? 

Why  are  my  sisters'  tones  so  shrill ! 
Why  do  their  looks  my  spirits  chill  ? 
Whom  do  the  dearies  mean  to  kill? 

Why  do  they  shock  the  feeling  world, 
WHh  lips  as  well  as  tresses  curled, 
And  billingsgate  so  fiercely  hurled  ? 

Why  do  our  Southern  leaders  vie, 

When  stern  Truth  stares  them  in  the  eye, 

In  spreading  wide  the  latest  lie  ? 

Why  do  the  men  who  seem  to  itch 
For  a  noble  place  in  Glory's  niche, 
Not  lay  their  bones  in  that  "  last  ditch  ?" 

Why  are  our  skies  so  slow  to  clear  ? 
Why  are  we  strongest  in  the  rear  ? 
Why  are  Spring  goods  so  awful  dear  ? 

Why  (though  I  scorn  to  sigh  and  fret, 
However  warm,)  is  our  sweet  pet, 
Our  Newport  dear  not  taken  yet  ? 

Why  do  we  still  keep  up  the  slaughter, 

In  almost  evjry  other  quarter, 

Yet  make  no  stand  for  Congress  Water  ? 

I  really  wish  they'd  end  the  war, 

Before  the  season's  over, — or 

Have  something  up  worth  fighting  for. 


ACADEMY    OF    MUSIC. 

The  managers  of  the  Academy  of  Music,  ever  anxious  to  cater  to 
the  wishes  of  an  Intelligent,  Enlightened  and  Cash  Paying  Public, 
and  believing  that  Variety  is  the  Allspice  of  Art,  beg  with  the 
Utmost  Humility,  to  announce  the  following  Programme  of  Per- 
formances for  Every  Evening  of  Next  Week. 

1.  The  Obchkstra  will  be  divided  into  two  Grand  Orchestras, 
which  will  i-imultaneously  play  the  Overtures  to  Zampa  and  the 
Midsummek-Night's  Dream,  producing  a  Thrilling  Effect  ! 

2.  Set  to  between  the  Butcher  of  the  Bloody  Sixth  and  the 
Bowery  Buffer. 

3.  One  Act  and  Two  Thirds  of  Any  Opera  called  for  by  the 
Audience. 

4.  Tambourine  Solo,  by  Sig.  Bones. 

5.  Lecture  on  Tlmpebance,  by  P.  T.  Barnum,  esq. 

6.  Wooden  Shoe  Hornpipe,  by  An  Amateur 

7-  The  Hutchinson  Family  (By  the  kind  permission  of  the 
American  Anti-Slavery  Society.) 

8.  Taming  of  Several  Horses,  more  or  less  wild,  by  Prof. 
Barey. 

9.  Short  Sermon,  by  Henry  Ward  Beecher  (with  a  C  >mic 
Song  ) 

10.  Republican  Speech,  by  Horace  Greeley.  (By  kind  permis- 
sion of  Sidney  Howard  Gay,  esq  ) 

11      Virginia  Breakdown,  by  Six  Genuine  Contrabands. 

°e°  Tickets  (including  a  Glass  of  Ale)  Sixpence.  Pipes  Al- 
lowed in  the  Paiquette,.  Opportunities  for  several  Free  Fights 
will  be  furnished  iu  the  course  of  the  evening, 


Ingratitude. 

We  notice  that  several  of  our  Union  Prisoners  complain  that 
their  Confederate  Captain  gave  them  nothing  to  eat:  whereas 
they  ought,  considering  the  condition  of  the  Rebel  (\>iiimiss>uia',  to 
be  thankful  that  their  Confederate  Captain  didn't  eat  tin  in. 
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JOURNEY    OF    A    REBEL    OFFICER. 

In  Search  of  the  Last  Ditch. 

I  started  on  the  first  d?y  of  June,  from  my  headquarters,  to  find 
the  Last  Ditch  ;  a  place  I  have  been  seeking  for  some  time.  Being 
in  a  wild  countiy,  and  having  no  money,  I  took 


An  Economical  Conveyance, 

and  proceeded  several  miles  toward  the  South.  At  first,  I  thought 
of  going  Northward,  but  after  mature  deliberation  and  counsel 
with  friends,  I  decided  that  a  trip  in  the  latter  direction  might  be 
made  unpleasant  by  many 


Little  Obstacles, 

with  which  I  was  not  prepared  to  cope.  Accordingly,  I  journeyed 
downward,  into  the  land  of  song  and  beauty,  mv  own  dear  Sunny 
South  ;  perfumed  all  through  the  year  by  sweet  flowers,  and 


Haunted  by  Birds. 

The  sight  of  thrifty  planters,  burning  their  cotton,  tobacco,  etc., 
to  get  ashes  for  manure,  gladdened  my  heart  in  many  regions  ;  but 
what  pleased  me  most  was  the  display  of  earnest  men  who  were 
determined  to  drive  the  invaders  from  our  soil.  The  military  I 
saw  were  really  terrifying  in  their  attitude,  and  when  the  decisive 
moment  comes,  I  am  sure  they  will  be  found 


As  Brave  As  Any. 

I  will  pledge  my  life  that  if  the  hirelings  of  Lincoln  meet  these 
unflinching  and  immovable  guardians  of  our  property,  without 
being  driven  from  the  land,  I  will  freely  own  that  I  have  been 
suffering  under 


A  Great  Mistake. 


On  the  third  day  of  my  journey,  I  fell  in  with  a  well-known 
Union  man,  to  whom  I  applied  for  a  trifling  loan.  He  had  money, 
but  declined  parting  with  it.  A  warm  discussion  ensued  between 
us,  and  I  succeeded,  at  length,  in  persuading  him  to  lend  me  all  he 
had,  with  his  watch,  boots,  etc.  This  was  the  result  of  a  dexterous 
use  of  certain 


Unanswerable  Arguments 

familiar  to  every  S  )uthern  Gentleman.  Shortly  after  this  adven- 
ture, I  arrived  at  the  Mississippi  shore,  and  wished  to  cross,  but 
was  told  that  the  Confederate  Army  was 


Retiring, 

so  I  started  toward  the  coast.  Travelled  for  a  week  in  this  direction, 
and  finally  neared  a  formerly  important  shipping  town,  which  I 
knew  well.  Here,  however,  I  found  none  of  my  friends.  The 
fortifications  bore  the  hated  flag  of  our  enemies,  and  further 
progress  would  have  been  hazardous,  on  account  of  the 


Untoward  Circumstances 

that  surrounded  the  place.  Turning  my  face  toward  the  Gulf, 
then,  I  pursued  my  way,  hoping  to  find  the  happy  region  of  rest 
we  have  so  often  promised  ourselves. 

In  this  trip  I  encountered  many  hardships,  and  narrowly  escaped 
capture,  several  times.  I  foiled  my  foes,  however,  by  making  some 
of  those  brilliant  strategetic  movements  which  have  delighted  all 
military  men,  North  and  South  ;  in  fact,  just 


What  the  Southerners  Always  Make, 

and  ere  long  found  myself  in  another  village,  which  had— in 
years  gone  by,  been  a  prosperous  sea-port  on  the  Gulf.  This  place, 
I  was  pained  to  see,  was 


A  Little  Out  of  Repair, 
like  most  of  the  Southern  towns  at  present,  so  I  did  not  linger 
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there  ;  especially  as  I  learned  that  a  fleet  of  gunboats  was  hover- 
ing about  that  part  of  the  coast ;  which  information  I  received 
from 


A  True  Son  of  the  South, 

who  lived  near  by.  At  this  juncture,  I  began  to  despair  of  finding 
the  Last  Ditch  at  all.  I  had  discovered  that  I  was  hemmed  in  on 
the  North,  the  West,  the  East,  and  the  South  ;  so  I  took  to  the 
woods,  whence  I  now  write.  I  am  considerably  discomfited  by  my 
reflections,  and  feel  great  doubts  as  to  the  result  of  the  struggle. 
It  may  be,  however,  that  something  will  turn  up,  and  that  I  shall 
finally  receive 


The  Reward  of  Chivalry. 


HORRID    TORRID! 

This  plethora  of  heat  turns  red, 

Pedestrians  plethoric, 
And  even  men  of  coolest  head 

Grow  choleric  with  caloric. 
Good  Protestants  at  church  commix, 

Too  hot  for  adoration, 
While  at  confession— Ga' holies — 

Tell  beads  of  perspiration. 

Shinners  through  Wall  Street  plod  their  way, 

In  melting  mood,  to  borrow, 
And  swtar  as  forth  they  go  to-day — 

'Tis  hotter  than  Gomorrah. 
Lawyers  than  law-books — void  of  joke — 

Would  rather  read  "  The  Caxtons  ;" 
They  feel  too  much  like  burning  Coke — 

To  dip  into  their  Blackstones. 

You  take  a  well-iced  vinous  drink, 

No  pleasure  thereby  winning, 
For  hang  it,  quicker  than  a  wink, 

The  Cobbler's  in  your  linen. 
Ladies  can't  shop  ;  and  thus  from  toll — 

Heat  saves  their  husbands'  wallets, 
Because  they  cannot  parry  Sol 

With  little  parasoletts. 

Certes  the  City's  blazing  hot, 

The  very  flagstones  glister, 
And  every  shaft  by  Phoebus  shot — 

Makes  where  it  hits  a  blister. 
But  don't  to  rural  scenes  resort, 

Where  skip  the  sheep  and  heifers, 
'Tis  cooler  in  the  Park,  wheie  sport 

The  Rus-in-urbe-an  Zephyrs. 


Joke  of  the  Season. 
An  English    newspaper   man,    chronicling   the   arrival  of  Prince 
Alfred  at   some  railway   station    or  another   on   the  17th  of  May, 
speaks  of  him  as  an  August  visitor.     Is  not  this  an  anachronism  ? 


[ADVERTISEMENT  EXTRAORDINARY] 

WEEKLY  PAPERS  !  WEEKLY  PAPERS !  Tribune,  Herald 
and  Times  !  Read  the  following  tables  of  contents,  and  see 
if  you  can  refrain  from  sending  in  your  orders  at  once  1 

The  Weekly  Tribune  will  contain  these  articles  : 

I. — Emancipation,  or  Defeat?  Fremont  and  George  Washing- 
ton. 

II.— Slavery  the  Cause  of  all  Evil. 

III. — Five  Hundred  Reasons  Why  All  Young  Men  Should  Go  Out 
West, 

IV. — The  Best  Guns  for  Our  Army. 

V — About  Gun-making. 

VI.— Where  to  Get  Good  Guns,  Cheap. 

VII. — "  Just  Once"  More  :  A  Defense  of  Fremont. 

VIII. —  Slaves  flayed  alive  and  rolled  in  Red  Pepper.     A  fact. 

IX. — Superiority  of  the  Yellow  Complexion. 

X. — Slavery  Worse  than  Rebellion  :     Fremont's  Plan. 

XL — Why  we  Ought  to  make  Slaves  of  our  Prisoners  of  War. 

XII. — St.  Domingo  Redivivus  :  How  to  End  the  War  in  Ten 
Days. 

The  Weekly  Times  will  shortly  be  ready,  with  the  following  val- 
uable contents : 

I. — The  Stevens  Battery  :  A  Vindication. 

II. —  Superiority  of  the  Naugatuck  over  the  Monitor. 

ID. — How  to  Build  Iron-Clad  Batteries. 

IV. — Lives  of  Great  Inventors.     No.  1,  Stevens. 

V.— The  Great  Hoboken  Battery. 

VI. — Large  Mailed  Vessels  Wanted  for  Harbor  Defence. 

VII — Correction:  The  Stevens'  Battery. 

VIII. — Stevens  versus  Ericsson. 

IX. — Explanation  :  Tbe  Stevens'  Battery. 

X. — Letter  from  Mr.  Stevens. 

The  Weekly  Herald  contains  articles  under  the  annexed  titles  : 

I. — Greeley,  Jeff.  Davis  &  Co.   . 

II. — The  Rebels  Less  Vile  than  the  Abolitionists. 

III. — Some  Palliation  for  the  Rebellion. 

IV. — Good  Discipline  of  the  Rebel  Army. 

V. — Poor  Greeley:     A  Subject  for  the  Gallows. 

VI.— Slavery  the  Source  of  Our  National  Wealth. 

VII.— Tbe  Blight  Side  of  the  Rebellion. 

VIII. — The  Absurdity  of  Punishing  Treason  in  a  Republic. 

IX.  —  Inviolability  of  States. 

X. — Editorial  Courtesy  :     Greeley  as  a  Blackguard. 

XI  — Greatness  of  The  Herald. 

XII. — Our  Circulation. 

XIII. — Decay  of  the  Abolition  Press. 

XIV.— Yachting,  (with  a  Map  of  Plum  Gut.) 

XV. — The  Best  Paper  for  Advertisers  :     The  Herald  Ahead  ! 

XVI. — News,  for  Family  Reading. — Murder  in  the  Sixth  Ward. — 
A  Mother  Kills  her  Child.— Revolting  Outrage  on  an  Old  Lady. — 
Curious  trim.  Con.  Case. — Parricide. — Suicide. — Fratricide.— Dou- 
ble Elopement. — A  Gay  Deceiver. — Three  Horrible  Murders  ;  etc. 

sj}®s  All  those  who  favor  the  dissemination  and  increase  of  a  mild 
form  of  Idiocy,  are  recommended  to  purchase  and  read  these  three 
valuable  papers.     For  sale  by  newsmen,  respectable  and  otherwise. 


Ex  "  Post"   Facto. 


A  correspondent  of  the  Evening  Post  accounts  in  the  following 
satisfactory  manner  for  the  fact  of  General  Fremont  maintaining  a 
foreign  staff.  The  General  is  supposed  to  be  addressing  a  soldier, 
by  whom  he  is  anxious  to  send  a  message,  and  says  : 

"  Can  you  spaak  English  enough  to  deliver  an  order  ?"    The  man  stared,  but 
said  not  a  word.     •'  Estce  que  vous pouvier  parlez  en  FrancaisV 
A  still  more  blank   expression  pervadtd  the  gentleman's  visage. 

Now  here  is  our  opinion  with  regard  to  the  above.  Either  Gene- 
ral Fremont  has  good  cause  for  an  action  against  the  Evening  Post, 
for  slander,  or  he  is  fully  justified  in  arranging  to  Lick  the  enemy 
by  attaching  Foreign  Tongues  to  his  staff.  Nor  should  we  be 
surprised  to  learn  that  the  gentleman  of  the  "  blank  expression" 
has  collapsed  into  a  state  of  snivelling  idiocy  by  this  time,  if  the 
exasperating  gibberish  attributed  to  General  Fremont  by  the  Evening 
Post  was  actually  addressed  to  the  poor  fellow. 


A  Navy  Item. 

The  termination  of  the  Nave  of  the  Great  Exhibition  building 
in  London  is  marked,  we  are  told,  by  an  obelisk. 

Now,  they  are  welcome  to  terminate  their  Naves  with  obelisks  as 
much  as  they  please,  in  England  ;  but  when  our  Federal  authorities 
here  catch  Floyd,  and  a  few  other  birds  of  that  feather,  we  hardly 
think  that  the  erection  by  which  the  termination  of  those  Knaves 
is  likely  to  be  marked  will  come  under  the  denomination  of  an 
"  obelisk." 
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THE    HUMBLE    BEE. 

BY  AN  ADMIRER  or  THE  LATE  DR.    WATTS. 

How  doth  the  New  Orleans  Bee, 
Collapse  from  hour  to  hour, 

Beneath  Ben  Butler's  gallows  tree, 
Like  a  dejected  flower ! 

How  curiously  it  doth  excel 
In  dodging  of  the  whacks, 

That  Butler  maketh  sharply  tell 
Upon  rebellious  backs ! 

And  is  it  not  rare  sport  to  twig 

What  rich  apologies, 
The  Bee  doth  yield  in  globules  big, 

When  Butler  it  doth  squeeze  ? 

The  abject  tears  that  trickle  through 

Its  confiscated  types, 
Since  Bctler  hung  the  traitor,  who, 

Hauled  down  the  Stars  and  Stripes  ? 

And  so  will  B.  B.  have  his  fling 

At  all  the  rebel  crew, 
Getting  them  tightly  on  a  string, 

For  'tis  his  nature  to. 


Parisian    Slang. 

The  Pan's  Moniteur  says,  "  the  Emperor  is 
;one  to   Vicky."     It  was  hinted   some  time 
c;o  that  Louis  Napoleon  would  visit  the 
Queen  of  England  during  the  Great  Exhibi- 
tion, but  surely  this  is  a  very  indecorous 
way  of  announcing  the  event. 


"  Bricks  abb  sot  to  bu  considered  ai  manufacture. 


( Vide  Tax  Bill.) 


Southern    Ingratitude. 

The  Southerners  are  fond  of  boasting  over 

their  cups  that  they  are  independent  of  the 

North  ;  but  what  would  their  flowing  Bolls 

be  worth  in  the  absence  of  Whitney's  Gin  ? 


NATURAL    HISTORY. 
The  PiCCARY,  or  Mexican  Pig. 

This  little  animal  is  sometimes  called  the  Fighting  Pig,  on  ac- 
count, of  its  pugnacious  propensities.  When  pressed  by  dogs  it 
(rets  its  back  against  a  tree,  and  changes  its  color  in  a  very  extraor- 
dinary way  ;  at  least,  we  are  told  by  acute  observers  that  under 
such  circumstances  it  turns  to  Bay,  and  we  are  aware,  from  our  own 
experience,  that  its  usual  hue  is  a  grizzly  brindle.  Its  cry  is  more 
difficult  to  describe  than  its  Hue,  however,  being  neither  a  grunt  nor 
a  whistle  ;  and  it  possesses  this  in  common  with  the  ordinary  pig  of 
these  latitudes,  that  when  it  runs  about  in  a  shower  with  straws  in 
its  mouth  rain  may  with  certainty  be  predicted.  Cruel  sporting  men 
often  amuse  themselves  by  baiting  this  plucky  little  pig  with  their 
SHVage  clogs.  The  method  is  to  place  little  Piggy  in  a  long  box, 
witli  an  aperture  at  one  end,  so  as  to  represent  a  burrow.  Terriers 
are  then  set  on,  to  drag  him  from  his  den,  which  he  defends  with 
trreat  courage  and  pertinacity,  and  often  to  the  discomfiture  of  the 
d  >as  We  have  seen  him  compelled  to  succumb  to  the  attacks  of 
the  American  Terrier,  before  now,  but  not  until  the  latter  had  ex- 
perienced some  reverses  in  the  conflict  and  bled  pretty  freely.  In- 
deed an  Irish  gentleman  was  heard  to  remark  on  the  occasion, 
that  when  the  A.  T.  undertook  to  bait  the  M.  P.  it  was  by  no  means 
certain  whether  the  latter  would  not  bate  him.  But  Providence 
ruled  it  otherwise,  and  Piggy  retired  to  his  cavern,  or,  in  other  and 
finer  words,  caved  in. 

As  a  proof  of  the  great  purpose  with  which  the  Mexican  Pig  is 
endowed,  it  is  authentically  stated  that  when  a  drove  of  these 
creatures  happen  to  tree  a  man  in  the  Spring  time  of  the  year, 
when  biids  do  sweetly  sing,  they  will  remain  about  the  foot  of  the 
tree  until  the  Fall,  when  all  that's  bright  must  fade  and  come 
whirling  down  to  the  ground,  upon  which  they  eat  it. 

Lately  three  men  came  along  with  their  dogs,  and  thought  to 
have  a  little  sport  with  the  Mexican  Pig.  An  English  Bull-dog  and 
Spanish  Pointer  first  went  in  ;  but  the  former  soon  discovered  that 
Pig  iion  was  injurious  to  the  teeth,  while  the  latter,  although 
Piggy  was  Game,  declined  to  come  to  the  Point.  Then  the  third 
sporting  man,  one  Lewis  Napoleon,  who  keeps  a  well-known  crib 


known  as  the  Tooraloos,  went  in  with  his  great  French  Poodle 
which  he  thinks  a  sight  of  ever  since  he  whipped  an  evergrown 
Russian  Wolf-hound  with  -him.  The  match  came  off  at  a  place 
called  Puebla,  and  so  did  a  considerable  quantity  of  the  large 
French  Poodle's  ears  and  tail,  which  gave  him  a  very  cur-tailed  ap- 
pearance indeed,  as  he  backed  out  of  Piggy's  box,  and  skedaddled 
away  to  his  master.  They  say  that  Mrs.  Napoleon  gave  her  hus- 
band, Lewis,  a  tremendous  wigging  that  night  when  he  returned 
home  to  the  Tooraloos,  telliDg  him  that  he  got  too  much  pork  for 
his  Napoleon  when  he  undertook  to  worry  Mexicm  Pig. 


A  Pious  Young  Man 

The  Washington  correspondent  of  the  Daily  Times  gives  way  to 
the  following  burst  of  ennui  : 

"  A  very  dull  Sabbath,  interrupted  by  no  war  news  of  importance,  and 
stirred  by  no  startling  rumors." 

Here  is  a  fine  prospect  for  well-brought-up  folks.  By  the  time 
this  war  is  over,  most  persons  will  have  become  so  morbid  in  their 
appetites  that  good,  plain,  old-fashioned  Sibbath  will  have  no 
attraction  for  them.  A  Sunday  without  a  battle  will  belike  soup 
without  pepper,  or  brandy  smash  with  the  Cognac  left  out.  Where 
are  the  Police  ? 


A  Chance  for  Jeff'  Davis. 


Advices  from  Naples  announce  the  destruction  of  all  the  princi- 
pal bands  of  brigands  in  that  country.  This  makes  an  opening  for 
Davis  &  Co.  which  we  hope  they  will  improve. 


Change  of  Name. 

We  understand  that  in  consequence  of  his  protestations,  and  his 
denial  that  he  has  turned  traitor,  the  name  of  Ben  Wood  is  to  be 
changed  to  Ben  Wouldn  t. 


VANITY    FAIE. 
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JONATHAN'S    ADVICE   TO    LOUIS   NAPOLEON. 


"Don't  you  think  you'd  better  take  your  dog  home  ?" 
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VANITY    FAIE. 
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WOMAN'S    EIGHTS. 


Miss  Jagger  doesn't  see  why  the  men  should  monopolize  all 
the  Polish. 


GAY    YOUNG    FLOWERS. 

Some  lacerated  man  has  been  complaining,  through  the  Evening 
Express,  that  the  (  entral  Park  Police  will  not  allow  him  and  his 
little  boys  to  gambol  friskily  about  the  Park  with  bouquets  or  floral 
accessories  of  any  kind  in  their  possession.  The  hardship  of  this 
case  affected  us  more  than  we  are  willing  to  acknowledge.  That  a 
gentleman  who  had  purchased  a  rose  in  Fulton  Market,  attached  it 
to  the  breast  of  his  paletot,  and  proceeded  to  Central  Park  to  aston- 
ish the  gardeners  with  it,  should  then  be  obliged  to  snatch  it  from  its 
position  and  crush  it  ruthlessly  into  his  tail-pocket,  appeared  to  us 
to  be  nothing  short  of  atrocious.  The  liberty  of  the  citizen  would 
soon  be  nowhere,  thought  we,  if  this  kind  of  thing  is  allowed  to  go 
on.  "  Who  built  the  Central  Park,  or  made  it  or  whatever  you 
call  it?''  exclaimed  we,  fiercely,  addressing  a  coat,  waistcoat,  and 
pair  of  trousers  that  hung  up  behind  our  door.  "  Why  We  did, 
for  one,"  continued  we,  replying  to  our  own  question,  as  the  gar- 
ments alluded  to  made  no  responsive  sign.  "  And  shall  We,  part 
owner  of  the  Central  Park,  tamely  submit  to  be  dictated  to  by  the 
authorities  of  that  pleasant  resort,  upon  the  subject  of  our  person- 
al adornment?     We  shall  see." 

Actuated  by  these  feelings,  a  cigar,  two  cock-tails,  a  cup  of 
strong  coffee  and  a  sulphur  bath,  we  strode  vigorously  to  a  spot  we 
know  of,  where  we  purchased  a  large  and  magnificent  bouquet, 
consisting  of  two  camellias,  a  peony,  a  japonica,  three  hydrangias, 
a  couple  of  water-lilies  and  a  passion-flower.  We  then  drove  in  a 
coach  and  four  to  the  verge  of  the  Park,  where  we  alighted,  and, 
entering  the  sacred  precincts,  began  promenading  majestically 
through  a  conspicuous  portion  of  the  grounds,  with  our  bouquet 
prominently  displayed. 

Several  little  boys  winked  at  us  as  they  passed,  and  we  thought 
that  the  Paik  Police  would  do  the  same,  perhaps,  on  account  of 
our  rank  and  station  in  society  ;  but  we  were  mistaken,  thjugh. 

"Where  did  you  get  them  flowers?"  asked  one  of  the  grey- 
coated  guardians,  approaching  us  with  a  frightful  scowl.  "You 
pulled  them  among  the  rocks,  I'll  bet,"  added  he,  with  ready  mal- 
ignity— "up  among  the  bushes  where  you  thought  nobody  see 
you." 

"'Pon  honor,  no,"  replied  we,  in  our  Park  manner;  "these 
flowers  are  our  private  property,  paid  for  out  of  our  own  trousers- 
pocket,  pinned  by  ourselves  to  our  own  paletot,  and,  therefore, 
nobody's  business  but  ours. 

"  Come,  none  of  that  gammon,"  said  the  policeman,  politely ; 


"  that's  been  done  before  ;  you  must  have  a  good  deal  of  cheek  to 
tell  me  that  them  ere  flowers  wasn't  pulled  in  this  here  Park.  Just 
dry  up,  now,  and  come  along  with  me." 

Instead  of  accepting  this  invitation,  however,  we  threw  our- 
selves into  one  of  those  graceful  pugilistic  attitudes  displayed  occa- 
sionally by  Mr.  Israel  Lazarus,  and  called  upon  the  policeman  to 
"come  on."  The  policeman  came  on.  It  might  be  tedious  to  relate 
what  subsequently  occurred  ;  but  we  will  just  state  that  when  we  re- 
turned to  town — which  was  immediately — we  did  not  travel  in  a 
coach  and  four,  but  in  a  cart.  Neither  were  we  driven  to  our 
princely  residence,  but  straight  to  a  Police  Court,  into  which  we 
were  ushered  without  much  left  upon  us  to  speak  of  except  the 
bouquet,  which  still  dangled  from  a  torn  button-hole. 

The  magistrate  did  not  recognize  us.  He  mechanically  perform- 
ed the  Rogue's  March  with  his  fingers  upon  the  desk  as  he  scanned 
our  wild  attire.  Then,  having  heard  the  charge  of  the  policeman, 
which  was  that  we  had  stolen  flowers  from  the  Central  Park,  he  re- 
marked that  nothing  was  more  likely ;  that  we  looked  fully  capa- 
ble of  perpetrating  that,  or  any  other  crime  ;  that  these  practices 
must  be  put  a  stop  to  by  the  vigorous  hand  of  the  law  ;  that  a  man 
who  steals  one  flower  will  steal  a  barrel  of  flour  ;  did  we  have  any 
idea  of  a  future  state,  that  we  tampered  with  forbidden  flowers  ? 
and,  fiially,  what  had  we  to  say  to  the  charge  against  us  ? 

"  Nothing,  my  lord,"  replied  we,  with  sarcastic  deference, 
"except  that  these  flowers  did  not  grow  in  the  Central  Park,  or 
any  other  park,  neither  were  they  plucked  by  us  or  any  other 
man." 

Here  there  was  a  preceptible  sensation  in  the  Court.  The  weird 
mystery  contained  in  our  words  appeared  to  strike  coldly  at  the 
hearts  of  all,  and  an  aged  female  who  was  up  on  a  charge  of  repeated 
intoxication  fell  heavily  to  the  floor. 

"  Take  him  away  !"  cried  the  magistrate,  hastily,  "  lock  him  up 
for  future  reference  ;  put  him  in  chains  !" 

"Thank  you,  my  lord,"  said  we,"  but  about  the  bouquet?" 

"  Ha  !  I  had  forgotten — the  bouquet  is  contraband  property,  and 
therefore  confiscate  to  me  ;  hand  it  over." 

"  I  wish  you  joy  of  it,  my  lord,"  said  we,  with  a  ready  tear 
pretending  to  glisten  in  our  eye  :  "  may  you  be  happy  with  it — 
bless  you  !"  and  we  handed  him  the  gorgeous  wreath. 

As  we  turned  to  leave  the  Court,  we  perceived  him  turning  pale. 
"  Wha-wa-wat   is  thi-thi-this  V    said  he  tremulously,    "these 
f-f-flowers  are  nothing  but  wa-wa-wax  !" 

"Cloth,  my  lord,  not  wax,  'pon  honor,"  returned  we,  resuming 
our  very  best  Park  manner—  "  we  took  it  for  granted  that  you  are 
already  waxinated,  else  we  should  have  provided  a  ceraceous  bou- 
quet for  you  instead." 

Here  a  sudden  gleam  of  light  shot  across  the  magistrate's  miad, 
as  the  blood  rushed  again  to  his  face. 

"Vanity  Fair,  by  thunder  ! "  shouted  he,  "  let  me  beg — " 

We  won't  bore  the  reader  with  the  long  and  ample  apology 
dealt  out  to  us  by  that  magistrate.  He  turned  out  to  be  a  good 
fellow,  and  we  had  four  drinks  with  him  ere  we  parted. 

Now,  from  the  manner  in  which  we  commenced  this  narrative, 
the  reader  must  naturally  expect  that  there  is  a  moral,  or  "  tag," 
belonging  to  it ;  and  perhaps  there  is.  Nay,  there  are  several.  One 
is  that  the  Central  Park  authorities  ought  to  publish  some  definite 
rule  about  the  display  of  flowers  in  buttonholes.  Perhaps  our 
gentle  readers  will  be  so  good  as  to  hunt  up  the  others  for  them- 
selves. 


Cool. 

A  single  United  States  ship  of  War,  the  Santee,  quietly  appeared 
before  the  mighty  city  of  Galveston,  opened  its  persuading  ports, 
and  murmured  with  the  melody  of  a  first  class  poet,  "  Surren- 
der!" 

Just  one  ship,  and  nothing  more. 

Of  course  the  cavaliers,  on  the  wharves,  set  up  a  howl  concern- 
ing "  the  last  ditch." 

Here  the  telegraphic  curtain  fell  on  the  scene.  But  we  know 
that  when  the  remainder  of  the  fleet  heave  in  sight,  the  Old  Flag 
will  gracefully  insinuate  itself  on  the  balmy  air  of  Texas,  without 
any  farther  trouble. 

It  is  the  coolest  affair  of  the  season — that  one  ship  ! 

So  cool  that  they  will  not  need  any  ice  in  Galveston  for  a  month. 

We  think  we  suited  them  too  well  when  we  suited  them  to  a 
San-T. 


Horrible   Insinuation. 


Flour  has  been  manufactured  out  of  bones  ;  milk  is  manufac- 
tured out  of  chalk  and  worse  ;  allowing  which  to  be  tacts,  may  we 
not  be  pardoned  the  suspicion  that  Corn  meal  is  indebted  for  its 
existence  to  the  Chiropodist? 
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VAJSTITY    PAIR 
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"Winter  (Garden)  Weather 

The  Great  Psychomanteantinnabulator, 
Professor  Anderson,  informs  the  public  that 
the  "Wizard's  Tempest,"  now  in  full  blast  at 
the  Winter  Garden,  is  "Hailed  every  night 
with  Tornadoes  of  Gesticulated  Ecstacy." 

An  excitable  friend  of  ours  was  so  wrought 
upon  by  the  idea  of  such  a  meteorological 
combination,  that  he  said  he  supposed  "it 
must  be  seen  to  be  witnessed."  He  is  now 
up  at  Blackwell's  Island  for  six  months,  for 
outraging  humanity  and  Mr.  Gayler  by 
shouting  that  "  such  a  Tempest  could  not 
have  Arose  without  a  Thome.'' 


Fancy  Wood-work. 

Ben  Wood  is  undergoing  the  very  neces- 
sary process  of  being  polished  off  by  the  Ju- 
diciary Committee  of  the  House,  the  instru- 
ment selected  by  which  tribunal  for  the  pur- 
pose is  a  File — of  the  Daily  News. 


Sound  Advice. 

"  If  ever  you  should  be  sent  out  to  take 
Soundings,  Jerry,"  said  the  Skipper  to  the 
Landlubber,  "  be  sure  that  your  vessel  is 
fitted  out  with  a  steam  Calliope." 


GIN    AND    BIITERS 
Says  Mrs.  Brown  to  Brown,  who  is  off  for  the  Adirondacks . — "Schnapps  may  be  the 

STAFF  OF   LIFE,   MY    DEAR,    IF    YOU    SAY   IT,    BUT     IT'S  A    STAFF  AS   THtM     WHO   DEPENDS   OX 
MOST  COMES  TO    THE   GROUND   WUST." 


Man  and  Beast- 

Like  as  this  world  is  unto  the  Man,  so  also 
is  it  unto  the  Horse — a  world  of  Wo  ! 


The  best  ships  for  cutting-out  service . 
Clippers. 

A  grievance  for  Mr.  Greeley. 
Monte  Negro  has  been  whipped  by  the 
Turks. 


A    VOICE 

FROM  THE  POUND-AND-A  HALF  BABY. 

Ah  goo  !  behold  in  a  babe  at  the  breast, 
The  embodied  mite  of  the  mighty  West ; 
For  a  prize  my  parents  they  entered  me, 
And  their  enterprise  paid  surprisingly. 

Ah  goo  !  Ah  goo ! 

For,  small  as  I  am,  and  but  eight  months  old, 
I  have  carried  off  twice  my  weight  in  gold, 
Which  is  more  than  was  done,  I'll  bet  a  fip, 
At  that  early  age,  by  the  great  Windship. 

Ah  goo  !  Ah  goo  ! 

A  lady's  necklace  will  make  me  a  swing, 
I  can  put  my  leg  through  my  mother's  ring, 
The  veriest  dwarflings  to  me  sing  small, 
And  dub  me  "  Young  Infinitesimal." 

Ah  goo !  Ah  goo  ! 

I'm  ODly  a  shrimplet,  but,  dash  my  wig  ! 
I  eclipsed  at  Baknum's  the  Baby  big ; 
Yes,  out  of  joint  I  soon  put  the  nose 
Of  that  largest  of  infants  adipose. 

Ah  goo  !  Ah  goo ! 

A  thousand  dollars  !  it  makes  me  laugh 
All  through  and  through  my  pound-and-a-half, 
To  think  that  my  being  so  light  and  frail, 
Should  thus  in  my  favor  have  turned  the  scale. 
Ah  goo !  Ah  goo  ! 

The  handsome  Baby — it  took  a  prize, 
But  in  Beauty  I  distanced  as  well  as  size. 
Among  all  the  children  a  thing  per  se, 
A  1  of  the  Pigmy  Infantry. 

Ah  goo  !  Ah  goo ! 


Tickled  to  death,  were  my  Pa  and  Ma, 
When  they  bagged  the  tin  with  so  much  Mat, 
The  day  of  Small  Things  they  inly  blessed, 
And  they  hope  for  more,  if  the  Lord  thinks  best. 
Ah  goo  !  Ah  goo  ! 

They  call  me  duckey— the  old  Foo  Foos, 
And  response  I  make  with  my  soft  Ah  goos  ! 
Yet  I  reckon  the  fondness  they  show  for  me, 
Can  be  traced  to  the  check  of  one  P.  T.  B. 
Ah  goo !  Ah  goo  ! 

I  know  why  they  nurse  me  with  anxious  cave, 
But  I  won't  be  a  show  'less  I  have  my  share  ; 
This  child,  if  they're  sordid,  and  won't  divide, 
Will  ruin  their  prospects  by  suicide. 

Ah  goo  !  Ah  goo  ! 


OUR    BOOK     REVIEW. 


The  Atlantic  Monthly :  July,   1865.     Boston:  Ticknor  and   Fields. 

With  this  number,  the  Atlantic  enters  upon  its  Tenth  Volume. 
Cornered  as  we  are  just  when  it  has  come  to  hand,  the  only  article 
in  it  to  which  we  have  been  able  to  devote  any  attention  is 
that  by  Mr.  Epes  Sargent,  entitled  "  Ericsson  and  his  Inventions." 
This  is  a  subject  for  today — also  for  tomorrow— yet  more  also  for 
the  Atlantic  or  any  other  "  big  thing." 

Game  Fish  of  the  Northern  States  of  America,  and  British  Provinces : 
By  Barnwell.     New  York  :  Carleton,  413  Broadvmy. 

The  only  objection  we  have  to  this  very  entertaining  book  is 
that  it  dissatisfies  us  with  ourselves.  All  is  not  fish  that  comes  to 
us— no,  not  by  a  great  deal,  notwithstanding  the  very  "  scaly" 
character  of  certain  communications  frequently  received  by  us. 
We  sigh  for  a  day  at  the  Sea  Trout,  while  we  never  expect  to  See 
Trout  again.  Barnwell  reminds  us  that  our  lines  are  cast  in  any- 
thing but  pleasant  places.  The  even  Tenor  of  our  way  is  disturbed 
by  Barnwell's  Bass.  Barnwell's  artificial  flies  are  gallinippers  to 
us.     0  !  rus  quando,  Sfc. 


About  a  Floral  Correspondence 

About  Somebody 

Abolition  Dead  March  (The) 

Abo  Bo  Lition 

Abe  and  Abolition 

Academy  of  Music 

Advertisement 

Advertisement  Extraordinary 

AfUr  All 

Age  of  Paper 

Amusements  of  the  King 


142 
164 
176 
274 
307 
303 
309 
263 
133 
63 


American  Liberty  Bird  to  the    Black  Eagle  of  Austria 

(The)  139 

Amusements  189 

American  Institute  Farmer's  Club  238 

Another  Patterson  in  the  Field  296 

Another  Boston  Notion  304 

Approaching  Baby  Show  (The)  267 

Apple  Sauce  266 

Artistic  Shell  (An)  141 

Article  by  Our  Stiategy  Editor  193 

Artemus  Ward  in  Washington  199 

At  Last  106 
A  Quarter  of  Twelve                   235,  267,  259,  271,  285 

A  Voice  314 

Baby-talk  74 

Ballad  of  Fort  Henry  (The)  111 

Battle  of  Hampton  Roads  (The)  159 

Bath  Oriental  183 

Balloon  Keconnoisance  205 

Baby  Bazaar  (The)  283 

Bellows  vs.  Bellum  37 

Bells  I  Bells  !  Bells  !  195 

Between  You  and  Me  and  the  Post  243 

Bitter  End  (The)  137 

Bothered  Legislator  (A)  91 

Boston  Miscellaneously  Jubilant  105 

Bosom  Miend   (A)  105 

Boston  Alarmed  213 

Boston  Cracker  (A)  214 

Buncombe  244 

Black  vs.  White  123 

Blast  from  the  Golden  Horn  (A)  171 

Blare  frpm  Blair  (A)  214 

Blowing  up  of  the  Merrimac  (The)  248 

cartoons. 

Blind  Man's  Buff  1 
Mrs.  Columbia  Shows  little  Jeff.  Davis  his  Christ- 
mas Tree  9 
Old  Mother  Bull  to  Little  Secesh  17 
The  Knile  Thrower  22 
Thunder  aud  Small  Beer  29 
Quashiboo  Bull  35 
The  Good  1'aiient  40 
The  Philistines  are  upon  thee,  Samson  I  45 
Complimentary  to  Mason  and  Slidell  63 
Corcoran  in  a  Southern  Pri-ion  59 
A  Sketch  in  the  Virginia  Legislature  65 
Gorilla  BrittanicuB  71 
A  Boston  view  of  Gov.  Andrews  77 
The  Siren  of  Secession  89 
Amusements  in  Wail  street  95 
An  Old  Friend  with  a  New  Face  101 
The  Slip  up  of  Jeff .  Davis  107 
The  Southern  Knt'ans  Perdus  113 
The  Nephew  of  his  Uncle  119 
Jemmy  Twicher  Floyd  125 
Assault  by  I  lie  Press  Gang  131 
A  Nod  that  ought  to  be  as  good  as  a  Wink  137 
Louis  Napoleon  Cooking  his  Pot  Pourri  143 
Brudder  Greeley  on  the  Crisis  148 
The  BlUht-Spell  •  154 
Johnny  Builaud  the  Monitor  101 


Bombastes  at  the  South  167 

Co-operation  173 

Our  Sentiments  179 

The  Situation  ls5 

Last  Blast  of  the  Brazen  Trumpet  192 

Henry  Ward  Beecher  197 

The  Highly  Intelligent  Contraband  203 

William  C.  Bryant  -  2U9 

How  happy  could  I  be  with  either  215 

Gov.  Andrew  221 

The  New  Frankenstein  227 

The  Great  (In)  Censor  of  the  Public  Press  233 

I  shall  Push  the  Enemy  to  the  Wall  238 

This  is  Where  the  Laugh  Comes  In  251 

Parson  Brownlow  257 

Norfolk  is  Ours  263 

Oliver  W.  Holmes  269 

Gov.  Andrew's  School  for  the  Mass.  Soldier  275 

James  T.  Brady  281 

Two  much  Elephant.  287 

Nathaniel  Parker  Willis  293 

The  Old  Clothes  of  the  North  299 

General  Benjamin  F.  Butler  305 

Jonathan's  Advice  to  Louis  Napoleon  311 

Cabinet  Conversation  Pieces 

Can  these  things  be  ? 

Cabs 

Cavilling  at  Cavalry,  (The) 

Caveat 

Can't  help  but  do  it. 

Catechism  for  Young  Journalists  (A) 

Censorship  (The) 

City  Judge  (The; 

Cockney  on  Flags  (The) 

Confessions  of  a  Reporter 

Cotton  and  Corn 

Contractor's  Plaint  (The) 

Confessions  of  an  Omnibus  Horse 
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